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ODE  TO  DR  WILLIAM  SANCROFT. 

LAT£  LORD  ARCHBISHOP  OF  CANTSRBUKT. 

WRITTEN  IN  MAY  1689,  AT  THE  DESIRE  OF  THE  LATE 
LORD  BISHOP  OF  ELY^ 


[Saocroft,  Primate  of  England,  at  the  Rerolntion,  joined  with 
his  brethren  in  resisting  the  encroachments  of  James  npon  li. 
herty  and  religion.  But  as  his  conscience  did  not  permit  Mm 
to  take  the  oaths  to  William  and  Mary,  he  was  depriyed  oi  hit 
see,  and  died  in  retirement  That  Swift  should  haye  addressed 
an  Ode  to  him,  under  such  circumstances,  is  a  proof  that, 
whaterer  wer^  his  principles  in  civil  politics,  he  was  uniformly 
a  staunch  high-churchman.  This,  with  the  verses  to  Con.* 
greye,  and  those  on  Temple's  illness,  were  first  published  by 
Mr  Nicol  in  1789,  from  an  authentic  manuscript] 


I. 

Truth  is  eternal,  and  the  Son  of  Heav'n, 
Bright  effluence  of  th'  immortal  ray, 
Chief  cherub,  and  chief  lamp,  of  that  high  sacred 
Seven, 
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4  I'OEMS. 

Which  guard  the  throne  by  night,  and  are  its  light 
*       by  day : 

-'    First  of  God's  darling  attributes, 
Thou  daily  seest  him- face  to  face,  ,     . 
Nor  does  thy  essence  fix'd  depend  on  giddy  circum- 
stance 
Of  time  or  place. 
Two  foolish  guides  in  ev'ry  sublunary  dance : 
How  shall  we  find  Thee  then  in  dark  disputes  ? 
How  shall  we  search  Thee  in  a  battle  gain'd. 
Or  a  weak  argument  by  force  maintained  ? 
In  dagger  contests,  and  th'  artillery  of  words, 
(For  swords  are  madmen's  tongues,  and  tongues  are 
madmen's  swords), 
Contriv'd  to  tire  all  patience  out. 
And  not  to  satisfy  the  doubt  ? 

n. 

But  where  is  ev'n  thy  Image  on  our  earth  ? 
For  of  the  person  much  I  fear. 
Since  Heaven  will  claim  its  residence,  as  well  as 

birth, 
And  God  himself  has  said.  He  shall  not  find  it  here. 
For  this  inferior  world  is  but  Heaven's  dusky  shade. 
By  dark  reverted  rays  from  its  reflection  made ; 
Whence  the   weak  shapes  wild  and  imperfect 

pass. 
Like  sunbeams  shot  at  too  far  distance  from  a 
glass;  ^ 

Which  all  the  mimick  forms  express. 
Though  in  strange  uncouth  postures,  and  uncomely 
dressy 
So  when  Cartesian  artists  try 
To  solve  appearances  of  sight 
In  its  reception  to  the  eye. 
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And  catch  the  living  landscape  through  a  scanty 
light,* 
The  figures  all  inverted  shew, 
And  colours  of  a  faded  hue  5 
Here  a  pale  shape  with  upward  footstep  treads. 
And  men  seem  walking  on  their  head^ ; 
There  whole  herds  suspended  lie. 
Ready  to  tumble  down  into  the  sky  : 
Such  are  the  ways  ill-guided  niortals  go 
To  judge  of  things  above  by  things  below. 
Disjointing' shapes  a^  in  the  fairy  land  of  dreams. 
Or  images  that  sink  in  streams  ;       . 
No  wonder,  then,  we  talk  amiss 
Of  truth,  and  what,  or  where  it  is  : 
Say,  MtiJse,  for  thou,  if  any,  know^st, 
Since  the<  brtght  essence  fled,  where  haunts  the 
,  •       reverend  ghost  ? 

'    .  HI. 

If  all  that  bUr  weak  knowledge  titles  virtue,  be 
(High  Truth)  the  best  resemblance  of  exalted 
Thee, 
If  a  nrind  fix'd  to  combat  fate 
With  those  two  powerful  swordsj   submission  and 
humility, 
Stmhds  truly  gdod^  or  truly  great : 
111  may  I  live,  if  the  good  Sancroft  in  his  holy  rest. 
In  the»divih*ty  of  retreat. 
Be' not  the  brightest  pattern  earth  can  show 

Of  hfcav^n-born  Truth'  below : 
^m>  foolish  man  still  judges  what  if5  best 
in  his  own  baltmce,  false  and  light. 


'      *  The  experiment  of  the  dark  chamber,  to  demonstrate  light 
to  be  by  reception  of  th^  object,  and  nio^  by /emission.^ — ^S. 
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FolFwing  opinion,  dark,  and  blind, 
That  vagrant  leader  of  the  mind. 
Till  honesty  and  conscience  are  clear  out  of  sight 

IV. 

And  some,  to  be  large  ciphers  in  a  state, 
Pleas'd  with  an  empty  swelling  to  be  counted  greatr 
Make  their  minds  travel  o'er  infinity  of  space. 
Rapt  through  the  wide  expanse  of  thought. 
And  oft  in  contradiction's  vortex  caught. 
To  keep  that  worthless  clod,   the  body,  in  one 

place: 
Errors  like  this  did  old  astronomers  thisguide. 
Led  blindly  on  by  gross  philosophy  and  pride. 
Who,  like  hard  masters,  taught  the  sun 
Through  many  a  needless  sphere  to  rtm. 
Many  an  eccentric  and  unthrifty  motiori  inake^ 
And  thousand  incoherent  journies  take^ 
^  Whilst  all  th'  advantage  by  it  got. 
Was  but  to  light  earth's  inconsiderable  i^pot* 
The  herd  beneath,   who  see  the  weathercock  of 
state 
Hung  loosely  on  the  church's  pinnacle. 
Believe  it  firm,  because  perhaps  the  day  is  mild  and 

still  ; 
But  when  they  find  it  turn  with  the  first  blast  of  fate. 
By  gazing  upward  giddy  grow. 
And  think  the  church  itself  does  so: 
Thus  fools,  for  being  strong  and  nilm'rous  known. 
Suppose  the  truth,  like  all  the  world,  their  own ; 
And  holy  Sancroft's  motion  quite  irregular  iappearsj 
Because  His  opposite  to  theirs. 

V. 

In  vain  then  would  the  Muse  the  multitude  advise. 

Whose  peevish  knowledge  thus  perversely  lies 
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In  gath'rihg  follies  from  the  wise ; 
Rather  put  on  thy  anger  and  thy  spite. 

And  some  kind  pow*r  for  once  dispense 
Through  the  dark  mass,  the  dafv^n  of  so  much 
sense, 
To  make  them  understand,  and  feel  me  when  I 
write  5 
The  muse  and  I  no  more  revenge  desire. 
Each  line  shall  stab,  shall  blast,  like  daggers  and 
like  fire ; 
Ah,  Britain,  land  of  angels !  which  of  all  thy  sins, 
(Say  hapless  isle,  although 
It  is  a  bloody  list  we  know). 
Has  ^ven  thee  up  a  dwelling-place  to  fiends  ? 

Sin  and  the  plague  ever  abound 
In  governments  too  easy,  and  too  fruitful  ground ; 
Evils  which  a  too  gentle  king. 
Too  flourishing  a  spring. 
And  too  warm  summers  bring : 
Our  British  soil  is  over  rank,  and  breeds 
Among  the  noblest  flow'rs  a  thousand  pois'nou» 

weeds. 

And  ev'ry  stinking  weed  so  lofty  grows. 

As  if  'twould  overshade  the  Royal  Rose, 

The  Royal  Rose,  the  glory  of  our  mom. 

But,  ah,  too  much  without  a  thorn. 

VI. 

Forgive  (original  mildness)  this  ill-govem*d  zeal, 
'Tis  all  the  angry  slighted  Muse  can  do 
Yn  the  pollution  of  these  days ;   * 
No  province  now  is  left  her  l>ut  to  rail. 
And  poetry  has  lost  the  art  t6  praise, 
Alas,  the  occasiorSt^sii^  so  few : 
None  e*er  but  you. 
And  your  Almighty  Master,  knew     ^ 
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With  heavenly  pierce  of  mind  to^b^^r 
(Free  from  our  tyrfint  passion^^  anger,  scom,'or  fear) 
.  The  giddy  turps  of  popular  rage,  :  j 

And  d^\\  the  pdlitradictions  of  a  poison'd  agi? ; 

The  Son  of  God  pronouncM  by  the  ^a^e  breath 
.   r     Which  straight  pKonounp'd  his  death  ; 
And  though  I  should  but  ill  be  understood 
In  wholly  equalling  ^ur  ^inand  theirs,        .  ; 
f      And  measiiring  by  the  scanty  thread  of  wit 
What  we  call  holy,  and  gre^t,  aod  just,  and 
.     "g'wd,  ■     .:'/'.    "  !)  '^    ,  "■      .•"  .  \\ 
(Methods  in  talk  whereof  qur  pride  ai^d  ignorance 
make  n^e),  ,.      .,       ; 
And  liyhich  our  wild  amhitioia  foolishly  Compares 

With  endless  and  with  infinite ;         ,  ;    . 
Yet  pardpti,  native  AJbion,  when  I  sayj      . 
Among  thy  stu|>bom  Sons  the j^e  hjEiunt^  tha*  spirit  of 
Jews, 
That  those  forsaken  wretches  who  to-day 

Revile  his  great  ambassador. 
Seem  to  discover  wh?\^t  they  would  have  done 
(Were  his  humanity  on  earth  once  more) 
To  his  undoubted  Master,  Heaven's  Almighty  Son. 

.'.  yii. 

But  zeal  is  weak  and  i  ignorant,  though  wond'rous 
proud. 

Though  very  turbujeirt  and  very  loud ; 
The  crazy  composition  shows, 
Like  that  liantastic  medley  in  the  idol's  to^,  , 

Made  up  of  iron  mixt  with  day,    .         i ' 

This  crumbles  into  dust,. . 

That  moulders  into  rust. 

Or  melts  by  the  fiirst  show'r  away- 
Nothing  is  fix'd  that  mortials  s^e  or  know. 
Unless,  perhaps,  some  stars  above  be  so^ 
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And  those,  alas,  do  shoiwr, , 
Like  all  transcendent  excejlertce  below  ; 

In  both,  false  mediums  cheat  our  sight. 
And  far  exalted  objects  lessen  by  their  height : 

Thus  primitive  Sancro(fl  moves  too  high 

Tq  be  ,ot)^erv'4  by  yi^gatr  eye, 

And  rolls  the  silent  year 

0»  bis  owi  swret  regijdai*  sphere, 
And  sheds,  though,  all  ujiseen,  his  sapred  influence 

Kind  st^r,  ^tjU  may'${;  jtboti  sbed  thy  sacred  inftu- 
•ewe-here,- ,  •..  :  . ..  ' 
Or  JJ-oipl  thy  priY^tefp€;ace6il  orb  a^p^  ir  » 
For,  sure,  we  want  some  guide  firom>Heav*n,  to 

The  way  which  ev'ry  Ayand'ring  fool  belgw 

Pretends  so  perfectly  to  know ; 
And  which,  for  aught  I  se^,  and  much  I  fiear. 

The  world  has  wholly  miss'd  ;      ;      :  ' 
I  mean. the  way  which  leads  to  Clirist : 
Mistaken  idiots  !  see  how  giddily  they  run. 
Led  blindly  on  by  avarice  and  pride, 
Whatf  mighty  numbers  follow  them  ; 
Each  foi^d  of  erring  with  his  guide : 
Some  whom  ambition  drives,  seek  He;aven's  high 

Son 
In  C^sar*s  court,  or  iji  Jerusalem : 
Others^  ignorantly  wise. 
Among  proud. doctors  and  digp^ting  pharisees  : 
What  could  the  sages  gain,  but  unbelieving  scOrn; 

Their  faitfi-  w^s  so  uncourtly,  when  they  said 
That  Heaven's  high*  Son  was  in  a  village  bom ; 
That  the  world's  Saviour  liad  been 
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In  a  vile  manger  laid. 

And  foster'd  in  a  wretched  inn  ? 

IX. 

T^ecessity,  thou  tyrant  conscience  of  the  great. 
Say,  why  the  church  is  still  led  blindfold  by  the 
state ; 
Why  should  the  first  be  ruin*d  and  laid  waste. 
To  mend  dilapidations  in  the  last  ? 
And  yet  the  world,  ivhose  eyes  are  on  our  mighty- 
Prince, 
Thinks  heav'n  has  cancelled  all  our  sins. 
And  that  his  subjects  share  his  happy  influence; 
Follow  the  model  close,  for  so  I'm  sure  they  should. 
But  wicked  kings  draw  more  examples  than  the 
good: 
And  divine  Sancroft,  weary  with  the  weight 
Of  a  declining  church,  by  faction,  her  worst  foe, 
oppressed. 
Finding  the  mitre  almost  grown 
A  load  as  heavy  as  the  crown, 
Wisely  retreated  to  his  heavenly  rest. 

X. 

Ah  !  may  no  unkind  earthquake  of  the  state. 
Nor  hurricane  from  the  crown. 
Disturb  the  present  mitre,  as  that  fearful  storm  of 
late. 
Which,  in  its  dusky  march  along  the  plain^ 
Swept  up  whole  churches  as  it  list, 
Wrapp'd  in  a  whirlwind  and  a  mist ; 
like  that  prophetic  tempest  in  the  virgin  reign, 
Anfl  swallowed  them  at  last,  or  flung  them  down. 
Such  were  the  storms  gbod  Sancroft  long  has 
borne ; 
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The  mitre,  which  his  sacred  head  has  worn. 
Was,  like  bis  Master's  Crown,  inwreath'd  with  thorn. 
Death's  sting  is  swallow'd  Up  in  victory  at  last, 
The  bitter  cup  is  from  him  past : 
Fortune  in  both  extremes 
Though  blasts  from  contrariety  of  winds. 

Yet  to  firm  heavenly  minds. 
Is  but  ooe  thing  under  two  dilfTerent  names ; 
And  even  the  sharpest  eye  that  has  the  prospect 
seen. 
Confesses  ignorance  to  judge  between; 
And  must  to  human  reasoning  opposite  conclude. 
To  point  out  which  is  moderation,  which  is  forti- 
tude. 

XI. 
Thus  Sancroft;,  in  the  exaltation  of  retreat. 
Shows  lustre  that  was  shaded  in  his  seat ; 
Short  glimmerings  of  the  prelate  glorified ; 
Which  the  disguise  of  greatness  only  served  to  hide* 
AVhy  should  the  Sun,  alas !  be  proud 
To  lodge  behind  a  golden  cloud; 
Though  fringed  with  ev'ning  gold  the  cloud  appears 

so  gay, 
*Tis  but  a  low-born  vapour  kindled  by  a  ray  t 
At  length  'tis  overolown  and  past. 
Puff 'd  by  the  people's  spiteful  blast. 
The  dazzling  glory  dims  their  prostituted  sight, 
No  deflowered  eye  can  face  the  naked  light : 
Yet  does  this  high  perfection  well  proceed 
From  strength  of  its  own  native  seed. 
This  wilderness,  the  world,  like  that  poetic  wood 
of  old. 
Bears  one,  and  but  one  branch  of  gold. 
Where  the  bless'd  spirit  lodges  like  the  dove. 
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And  which  (to  heavenly  soil  transplanted)  will  im* 

prove,       .    ., 
To  l>e,  as  Hwas' below,  the  brightest  plant  afoclve  j  / 
For,  whate'er  theologic  levellers  dream. 
There  are  degrees  above  I  know 
As  well  as  here  below, 
(The  goddess  Muse  herself  has  told  me  so) 
Where  high  patrician  souls,  dress'd  heavenly  gay. 
Sit  clad  in  lawn  of  purer  woven  day.,  .     . 
There  some  high-spirited  throne  to  Bancroft  shall  be 
given. 
In  the  metropolis  of  Heaven ; 
Chief  of  the  mitred  saints,  iand  from  archprelate 
here,  .  ; 

Translated  to  archangel  there. 

..n.XIL  :/ 

Since,  happy  saint,  since  it  has  been  of  late 
Either  our  blindness  or.  our  fate. 
To  lose  the  providence  of  thy  cares. 
Pity  a  miserable  church's  tears,    . 

That  begs  the  powerful  blessing  of  thy  pray'rs. 
Some  angel  say,  what  were  the  nation's  crimes,' 
That  sent  these  wild  reformers  to  our  times : 
Sajr.wbat  their  sienseless  nwtlicfr  meant. 
To  tear  religion's  lovely  face : 
Strip  her  of  ev'ry  ornament  and  grace ;    ^ 
In. striving  to  wash  off  th'  imaginary  paint  ? 

Religion  now  does  on  her  death-bed  lie. 
Heart-sick  of  a  high  fever  and  consuming  atrophy  ; 
How  the  physicians  swarm  to  show  their  mortal 

skill,. 
And  by  their  college  arts  methodically  kill : 
Reformers  and  physicians  differ  but  in  name. 
One  end  in  both,  and  the  design  the  same ; 
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Cordials  are  in  their  talk,  while  all  they  mean 

Is  but  the  patient's  death,  and  gain ^ 

Check  in  tny  satire,  angry  Muse, 
Or  a  mot-e  worthy  subject  choose  : 
Let  not  the  outcasts  of  thi$  outcast  age 
Provoke  the  honour  of  my  Muse's  rage, 
Nor  be  thy  mighty  spirit  rais'd. 
Since  Heaven  and  Cato  both  are  pleas'd— 

[The  rest  of  thie  poem  is  lost.] 
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Virtue,  the  greatest  of  all  monarchies  ! 
Till,  its  first  emperor,  rebellious  man, 
Depos'd  frcwi  off  his  seat, 
It  fell  and  broke  with  its  own  weight 
Into  small  states  and  principalities. 

By  many  a  petty  lord  possessed, 
But  ne'er  since  seated  in  one  single  breast. 
'Tis  you  who  must  this  land  subdue. 
The  mighty  conquest's  left  for  you. 
The  conquest  and  discovery  too : 
Search  out  this  Utopian  ground. 
Virtue's  Terra  Incognita, 
Where  none  ever  led  the  way. 
Nor  ever  since  but  in  descriptions  found ; 

Like  the  philosopher's  stone. 
With  rules  to  search  it,  yet  obtain'd  by  none. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


14  F0EM9. 

II. 

We  have  too  long  been  led  astray; 
Too  long  have  our  misguided  souls  been  taught 
With  rules  from  musty  morals  brought, 
'Tis  you  must  put  us  in  the  way ;     ' 
Let  us  (for  shp.me !)  no  more  be  fed 
With  antique  relics  of  the  dead. 
The  gleanings  of  philosophy ; 
Philosophy,  the  lumber  of  the  schools, 
The  roguery  of  alchemy ; 
And  we,  the  bubbled  fools, 
Spend  all  our  present  life,  in  hopes  of  golden  rules. 

III. 

But  what  does  our  proud  ignorance  Learning  cpJl  ? 
AVe  oddly  Plato's  p2),|*stdbx  make  good. 

Our  knowledge  is  but  mere  remembrance  all  j       • 

Remembrance  is  our  treausure  and  pur  food ; 

Nature's  fair  table-book,  our  tender  souls. 

We  scrawl  all  o*er  with  old  and  empty  rules. 
Stale  memorandums  of  the  schools  : 
For  learning's  mighty  treasures  look 
In  that  deep  grave  a  book ; 
Think  that  she  there  does  all  her  treasures  hide. 

And  that  her  troubled  ghost  still  haunts  there  since 
she  died. 

Confine  her  walks  to  colleges  and  sphpols  j' 
Her  priest,  her  train,  and  followers  show 
As  if  they  all  were  spectres  too  ! 
They  purchase  knowledge  at  th'  expense 
Of  common  breeding,  common  sense. 
And  grow  at  once  scholars  and  fools  5 
Affect  ill-manner'd  pedantry. 

Rudeness,  ill-nature,  incivility, 
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And,  sick  with  dregs  and  knowledge  grown. 
Which  greedily  they  swallow  down, 
Still  cast  it  up^  and  nauseate  company. 

Curst  be  the  wretch !  nay  doubly  curst ! 

(If  it  may  lawful  be 
To  curse  our  greatest  enemy) 
Who  learned  himself  that  heresy  first 
(Which  since  has  seizM  on  all  the  rest) 
That  knowledge  forfeits  all  humanity ; 
Taught  us,  like  Spaniards,  to  be  proud  and  pocM*, 

Ajnd  fling  our  scraps  before  our  door  ! 
Thrice  happy  you  have  'scap'd  this  general  pest ; 
Those  mighty  epithets,  learn' d,  good,  and  great. 
Which  we  ne*er  joined  before,  but  in  romances  meet^ 
We  find  in  you  at  last  uifited  grown. 

You  cannot  be  compared  to  one : 
I  must  like  him  that  painted  Venus'  face. 
Borrow  from  every  one  a  grace  j 
Virgil  and  Epicurus  will  not  do. 

Their  courting  a  retreat  like  you. 
Unless  I  put  in  Caesar's  learning  too : 
Your  happy  frame  at  once  controls 
This  great  triumvirate  of  souls. 

V. 
Let  not  old  Rome  boast  Fabius's  fate; 
He  sav'd  his  country  by  delays. 

But  you  by  peace  *. 
You  bought  it  a  cheaper  rate ; 


«  Sir  William  Temple  was  ambassador  to  the  States  of  HoU 
land,  and  had  a  principal  share  in  the  negotiations  which  pre- 
4Deded  t^e  treaty  of  Nimegni^^  1679. 
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Nof  has  it  left  the  usiial  bloody  scar,  ' 

To  show  it  cost  its  prifce  in  war-;  ^ 

War  that  mad  game  the  world  so  loves  to  play^ 
And  for  it  does  so  dearly  pay  5 

For,  though  with  loss,  or  victory,  a  while 
Fortune  the  gamesters  does  beguile. 

Yet  at  the  last  the  box  sweeps  all  away. 

VI 

Only  the  laurel  got  by  peace 
No  thunder  e'er  can  bfcist : 
Th*  artillery  of  Jhe  skies 

Shoots  to  the  earth  and  dies: 
And  ever  green  and  flourishing  *twill  lasty 
Nor  dipt  in  bl6od,  nor  widowV  tears,  nor  orphan*s, 
cries. 
About  the  head  crdwn'd  with  these  bays> 
Like  lambent  fire,  the  lightning  plays ; 
Nor,  its  triumphal  cavalcalde  to  grac^. 

Makes  up  its  solemn  train  with  death ; 
It  melts  the  sword  of  war,  yet  keeps  it  in  the  slieath. 

VII. 

The  wily  shifts  of  state,  those  juggler*&  tricks. 
Which  we  call  deep  designs  and  politics, 
(As  in  a  theatre  the  ignorant  fry. 

Because  the  cords  escape  their  eye. 

Wonder  to  see  the  motions  fly) 
Methinks,  when  you  expose  the  sqene, 
Down  the  ill-organ'd  engines  fall ; 
Off  fly  the  vizards,  and  discover  all : 

How  plain  I  see  through  the  deceit ! 
How  shallow,  and  how  gross,  the  cheat ! 
Look  where  the  pulley's  tied  above  ! 
Great  God  !  (said  I)  what  havg  I  seen ! 
On  what  poor  engines  move 
12 
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The  thoughts  of  monarch^  ^nd  designs  of  states ; 

Wh?it  petty  moUye^  rule  their  fa^ ! 
How  the  mousQ  mftkes  the  mg^ty  movn^^s  ^\i^!^  I 
The  mighty  iiM)UiitaiQ  labours  with  its  bi?th. 

Away  the  frightened  pe$^aQta  %» 

Scar'd  at  the  unheard-of  prodigy. 
Expect  some  great  gigantiQ  son  w  eartH » 
Lo  I  i\  afDpears ! 

See  how  they  tremble  !  how  th^y  quaJce  I 
Out.  starts  the  little  mouse,  an4  mo^K^  their  idle 
fears. 

VIII. 

Then  tell,  dew  favpurite  Muse  I 
What  serpenVfii  th^t  which  still  r^sortSi 
Still  lurks  in  pp^la^es  and  courts  ? 
Take  thy  unwon^  Kigl^t^ 
And  on  the  terr^^e  light. 

See  wh^re  sh?  l^ies ! 
$|ee  hfijr  she  re^s  h?r  he^A^ 
And  rolls  about  ^er  dreadful  eyes. 
To  drive  all  virtue  out,  or  look  it  d^ad  ! 
Twas  siire  t^ifi  hs^Uisk  s^^  Templei  th^uee, 
Ai^  though  a^  ^lue  ('tis  said)  for  their  defence 
Ji^ve  worn  a  casement  o'er  their  s||in. 
So  he  wore  his  withiu, 
Made  up  of  virtue  and  transparent  innocence; 

And  though  he  oft  renewed  the  fight. 
And  almost  got  priority  of  sight. 

He  ne'er  could  overcome  h^  quite. 
In  pieces  cut,  the  viper  still  did  reunite ; 

Till,  at  last,  tir'd  with  loss  of  time  and  ease, 
Resolv'd  to  give  himself,  as  well  as  country,  peace.  * 


f  Sir  William  Temple,  dtsgosted  with  the  arhiiraiy  measoies 
adopted  in  the  last  year  of  Charles  II.'b  reign^  vettred  to  M^oi- 
VOL.  XIV.  M 
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IX. 

Sing,  belov'd  Muse  !  the  plea^res  of  retreat. 
And  in  s<wne  untouched  virgin  strain. 
Show  the  delights  thy  sister  Nature  yields ; 
Sing  of  thy  vales,  sing  of  thy  woods,  sing  of  thy 
fields ; 
Go,  publish  o'er  the  plain 
How  mighty  a  proselyte  you  gain ! 
How  noble  a  reprisal  on  the  great ! 

How  is  the  Muse  luxuriant  grown ! 
Whene'er  she  takes  this  flight. 
She  soars  clear  out  of  sight. 
These  are  the  paradises  of  her  own : 

Thy  Pegasus,  like  an  unruly  horse. 
Though  ne*r  so  gently  led. 
To  the  lov'd  pasture  where  he  us'd  to  feed. 
Runs  violent  o'er  his  usual  course. 
Wake  from  thy  wanton  dreams, 

Come  from  thy  dear-lov*d  streams, 
The  crooked  paths  of  wandering  Thames, 
Fain  the  fair  nymph  would  stay. 
Oft  she  looks  back  in  vain. 
Oft  'gainst  her  fountain  does  complain. 
And  softly  steals  in  many  windings  down^ 
As  loth  to  see  the  hated  court  and  town ! 
And  murmurs  as  she  glides  away. 

X. 

In  this  new  happy  scene 
Are  nobler  subjects  for  your  learned  pen;  • 


Parle,  with  a  resolution  neyer  again  to  engase  in  public  business. 
Nor  did  the  faTOur  he  enjoyed  with  King  William,  on  his  being 
solicited  to  be  a  secretary  of  state  aftes  the  feTolution)  indnee 
him  to  change  his  lesolution. 
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Here  we  expect  from  you 
More  than  your  predecessor  Adam  knew ; 
Whatever  moves  pur  wonder,  or  our  sport. 
Whatever  serves  for  innocent  emblems  of  the  court  ^ 

How  that  which  we  a  kernel  see,  / 

(Whose  well-compacted  forms  escape  the  light, 
Unpierc'd  by  the  blunt  rays  ot  sight) 

Shall  ere  long  grow  into  a  tree ; 
Whence  takes  it  its  increase,  and  whence  its  birth. 
Or  from  the  sun,  or  from  the  air,  or  from  the  earth. 
Where  all  the  fruitful  atoms  lie; 
How  some  go  downward  to  the  root. 

Some  more  ambitiously  upward  fly. 
And  fbrm  the  leaves,  the  branches,  and  the  fruit. 
You  strove  to  cultivate  a  barren  court  in  vp,in. 
Your  garden's  better  worth  your  noble  pain. 
Here  mankind  fell,  and  hence  must  rise  again. 

•       XL 

Shall  I  believe  a  spirit  so  divine 

Was  cast  in  the  same  mould  with  mine  ? 
Why  then  does  Nature  so  unjustly  share 
Among  her  elder  sons  the  whole  estate. 

And  all  her  jewels  and  her  plate  ? 
Poor  we  !  cadets  of  Heaven,  not  worth  her  care. 
Take  up  at  best  with  lumber  and  the  leavings  of  a 
fare : 

Some  she  binds  'prentice  to  the  spade. 

Some  to  the  drudgery  of  a  trade ; 
Some  she  does  to  Egyptian  bondage  draw. 
Bids  us  make  bricks,  yet  sends  us  to  look  out  for 
straw : 

Some  she  condemns  for  life  to  try 
To  dig  the  leaden  mines  of  deep  philosophy : 
Me  she  has  to  the  Muse's  gallies  tied. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


^  rojfLus. 

In  vain  I  strive  to  crps^s  the  spaeiovis  main^ 
In  v^m  I  tug  aad  pfdl  the  oar. 
And  when  I  almost  reach  the  sbore^ 
Straight  the  Muse  turns  the  helm,  and  l  lau^d)  out 
again : 
And  ye^;,  to  feed  my  pride. 
Whene'er  I  n>pufn,  stops  ifny  complaining  toeatli« 
With  promise  of  a  ipad  rever^icm  ^er  death. 

XII. 

Then,  Sir,  accept  this  worthless  verse, 
The  tribute  of  an  hun^ble  Muse, 
*Tis  all  the  portion  of  my  niggard  stars  5 
Nature  the  hidden  spark  did  at  my  birth  infuse^ 
And  kindled  first  with  indc^e^pe  and  ease ; 
And  since  too  oft  debauched  by  praise, 
*Tis  now  grown  an  incurable  disease : 
In  vain  to  quench  this  foolish  fire  I  try 
In  wisdom  and  philosophy : 
.    In  vain  all  wholesome  herbs  I  sow. 
Where  nought  but  weeds  will  grow : 
Whatever  I  plant  (like  com  on  barren  earth) 
By  an  equivocal  birth 
Seeds,  and  runs  ^p  tp  poetry. 
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ODE  TO  KING  WILLIAM, 

ON  HIS  SUCCESSES  IN  IBSLAND* 


[The  recoTery  of  this  Ode  was  owiog  to  the  eteritoiil  bf  iit  Ni. 
chol.  (See  his  Select  ColieicttoB  of  Poems,  177i9«)  in  As 
structure  of  Terse,  and  turn  of  thought,  there  is  an  obvious 
iinitotioa  of  Dryden*s  Eulogy  upon  Oliyer  Cromwell.  This, 
among  other  circumstances,  shows,  that  the  taste  of  Swift's 
youth  was  formed  Bot  upon  the  better  eompdsitions  irf  the  end 
of  the  seTenteenth  century,  but  upon  thos^  w)Heh  had  been  fa. 
shionabie  in  the  beginning  of  Chatl^s  11.'^  reign.  This  he 
probably  o\^  to  his  residence  with  Temple.] 


To  purchdiae  kingdoms  and  to  buy  i^stikMh, 
Are  arts  peculiar  to  ciissembling  France ; 

You,  mighty  monarch,  nobler  actions  crown. 
And  solid  tirtue  does  ydur  ni^e  ad^i^ance. 

Your  matcWtess  courage  ifv^h  your  prudence  joinjs. 
The  glorious  structure  of  your  feme  to  raise  j 

With  its  own  light  your  dazzling  glory  shines^ 
And  Hi!to  adonltioii  iijtrns  <mt  praise. 

Had  yoti  by  dull  succession  gaitfd  your  crowa 
(Go¥^rds  ai*e  moharchs  by  that  title  made,) 

Part  of  your  merit  Chance  would  call  her  own. 
And  half  your  virtues  had  be^  lost  in  shade. 
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But  now  your  worth  its  just  rewards  shall  have  : 

What  trophies  and  what  triumphs  are  your  due  t 
Who  could  so  well  a  dying  nation  save. 

At  once  deserve  a  crown,  and  gain  it  too  I 
f  .  .' 

You  saw  how  near  we  were  to  ruin  brought, 

You  saw  th*  impetuous  torrent  rolling  on ; 
And  timely  on  the  coining  danger  thought. 

Which  we  could  neither  obviate  nor  shun. 

Britannia  stripp'd  of  her  sole  guard,  the  laws, 
/  Ready  to;  fsdl  Rome's  bloody  sacrifice ; 
You  straight  stepp'd  in,  and  from  the  mom^ter's  jaws 
Did  bravely  snatch  the  lovely,  helpless  prize. 

Nor  this  is  all ;  as  glorious  is  the  care 
To  preserve  conquests,  as  at  first  to  gain  : 

In  this  your  virtue  claims  a  double  share. 

Which,  what  is  bravely  won,  does  well  maintain. 

Your  arm  has  now  your  rightful  title  show'd. 
An  arm  on  which  all  Europe's  hopes  depend. 

To  which.A|iey  look  as  to  spme  guardian  Godj 
That'must  Uieir  doubtful  liberty  defend. 

Amaz'd,  thy  action  at  the  Boyne  we  see ! 

When  Schomberg  started  at  the  vast  design : 
The  boundless  glory  all  redounds  to  thecj    . 

Th'  impulse,  the  fight,  th'  event,  were  wholly  thine. 

The  brave  attempt  does  all  our  foes  disarm ; 

You  need  but  now  give  orders  and  command. 
Your  name  shall  the  remaining  work  peri'orra,' 

And  spare  the  labour  of  your  conquering  hand. 
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FraDQ^  do^s  in  vain  her  feeble  arts  supply. 
To  interrupt  the  fortune  of  your  course  : 

Youi'  influence  does  the  vain  attacks  defy 
Of  secret  malice,  or  of  open  force. 

Boldly  we.  hence  the  brave  commencement  date 
Of  gloribus  deeds,  that  must  all  tongues  employ ; 

William's  the  pledge  and  earnest  g^ven  by  fate, 
Of  England's  glory,  and  her  lasting  joy. 


ODE  TO  THE  ATHENIAN  SOCIETY.  * 

Moor  Park,  Feb.  14, 1691. 


[The  noted  John  Dunton,  an  author  and  bookseller,  who  often 
afterwards  encountered  the  edge  of  Swift's  ridicule,  about  the 
year  1690-X,  set  forth  a  literary  plan,  or  project,  as  he  called 
it,  for^n  association  of  wits,  to  be  entitled,  The  Athenian  So« 
ciety.  <  According  to  his  own  account,  the  body,  thus  formed, 
was  only  second  to  the  Royal  Society,  which  led  him  justly  to 
express  his  admiration,  wJiy  the  ^f  great  Sprat  did  not  oblige 
the  age  with  a  second  best  history  of  the  second  best  institution 
for  ^e  promotion  of  learning  and  removing  epidemic  igno. 
lance."  If  the  knowledge  of  this  second  best  institution  was 
at  all  inferior  to.  that  of  their  great  prptotype,  tiieir  readiness 
of  communication  made  some  ameads ;  for  th^y  proposed  not 
only. to  answer  curious  queries  in  divinity,  physic,  law,  phi- 


*  ^^  I  have  been  told,  that  Dryden  having  perused  these  verses, 
«ud,  ^  Cousin  Swift,  you  will  never  be  a  poet  ;•  and  that  this 
denunciation  was  the  motive  of  Swift's  perpetual  malevolence  to 
Dryden."-^oiiNSoir»; 
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losophy,  t^t^ty^  fMWIrjr,  mAiQtiM&i^  iraA^  %kk  Al  ^fBei* 
questions  proposed  hy  either  tex^  t>r  tki  -ixif  iaugnagfe^  but  blso 
to  giTe  a  complete  reTi^w  of  all  new  publicatiooB  {  m4^  1i 
case  they  were  faToured  with  the  commnnication  o^  ai^-  cu- 
rious experiment,  td  ih^H  U  hi  llieit  Mercury,  wiitk  &  d^on- 
stration  which  the  sender  could  not  adhibit  to  it.  This  pro- 
misitig  atrattmrwtioii  ioftaRily  proQvcM  a  roitey  ^of  ^bdnM> 
some  graTe,  some  gay,  some  in  ftockery,  and  some  ill  s^  ^r« 
hest ;  all  wnic^h  w  society  answered  in  their  Weekly  Mercmft 
riei,  wHh  teoire  le^fmliig,  dhd  ^ith  as  niuch  ^  jutlles^  as  migtit 
hare  been  ttfctiM  (ttm  tftfeif  Mfuniit^  The  Ath^biin  Mer. 
curies  extended  at  length  to  twenty  Yolumes,  from  which  were 
selected  three  octayo  volumes,  1706,  and  a  supplement  in 
1710,  entitled  the  Athenian  Oracle,  and  professing  to  contain 
sw  entire  collection  of  Witat  ^as  Valuable  in  the  publications  of 
the  society. 
That  Swift  should  have  looked  up  with  admiration  to  this  <^  O. 
racle,  this  wooden  God,'*  can  only  be  pardoned  hy.tl^ose  who 
have  k^o^h  4k  what  extraoMiriary  add  dbpVoportibn^  re. 
spectan  author  who  has  attained,  howcTcr  unworthily,  the 
attention  of  the  public,  is  regarded  by  a  young  man  whose  in. 
stinctive  talents  for  litehitiire  lead  him  to  estimate  the  labours 
of  such  a  person,  less  by  their  intrinsic  merit,  than  by  thdr 
baying  attained  the  reward  of  public  notice,  to  which  his  own 
secret  feelings  induce  him  to  aspire*  It  cannot,  howcTer,  be  dis- 
guised^ that  ^vfifti  fliough  he  might  re||ret  haitdg  offeMi  in. 
c^nse  at  so  uiworthy  4  shrine,  hod  tio  ccknse  to  latont  tti6  va. 
loe  of  the  tribnte.  In  point  of  t)oetical  nterit^  th^  AtJieflian 
Society  dftdnot  merit  a  morfe  yalunble  tsutogy  than  the  fbllo^ng 
ode }  iNid  asinrtdly  it  does  sot  exceed  eten  iMf  i^rts*  J 


L'. 

As  when  the  deloge  first  foegah  to  fsdl. 

That  mighty  ebb  never  to  flow  again,  ^ 

When  this  hiige  body's  moisture  was  so  greatj 

It  quite  o'er€€wn€  the  vitid  heat ; 
That  mountain  which  was  highe3t  first  of  all, 
AppearM  above  the  universal  main. 
To  bless  the  primitive  sailor's  weary  sight ! 
And  'twas  perhaps  Parnassus^  if  in  height 

IS 
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l{y^^  ^t^at  ^  *lte  ill  fame. 

And  nigh  M  HeaVfen  ftd  is  tt^  name  s 
85,  lifter  the  ittiindfttion  of  a  waf , 
When  Learning's  little  household  did  eitibark, 
With  her  world's  fmitfill  sjr^eitt,  in  he^  fe^^ed  ark, 

At  the  first  ebb  of  noise  and  fear. 
Philosophy's  fexalted  hfeftd  appears  ; 
And  the  D^^Mufee  Will  liow  ti5  longer  stay. 
But  plumes  htr  ^iU^t  Mringfe,  and  flies  away ; 

Aftd  n^«^  a  laiird  wic^th  i^b^  brings  from  fa^> 

To  crown  the  hap^y  ctoi^^fiw^. 

To  shew  the  ftcyoA  bfeglA^  to  fci^ase. 
And  brings  4be  d^ai:  ieWktd  df  vii^torjr  ahd  peme. 

The  eager  Muse  took  Wifi^  lipbtL  the  wages'  Aeelifap^, 

When  war  her  clWidy  aapem  juirt  wHhdr^w, 

When  the  bright  stm  of  peacfe  began  to  shine, 
Afid  f6t  a  while  iri  heavenly  oontemplatioii  sat, 

Ofl  thfe  higti  tbp  of  peaceful  Ararat : 
And  pluck'd  a  laurel  branch  (for  laufd  #as(the  first 

that  grew, 
Th^  ftr»  df  plants  after  the  thunder^storrti  aftd  rain) 

And  thettce,  with  joyftil  nimble  wing, 

Flew  dutifully  back  again. 
And  made  an  humble  chaplet  for  the  king.  * 

Afid  ^  Dovfe-Muse  is  fied  otw^fe  more, 
(Glad  of  the  vidtory,  yet  frightened  at  the  war) 

And  now  discovers  from  afar 

A  peaccftd  and  a  flourishing  shore  t 
No  sooner  did  she  laud 

On  the  delightful  strand. 


■>   ilUiiitI    iH   ii   ifl    Ml 


*  The  Odel  wru  to  the  king  ia  Ireland.— SwiJrr.— See  this  in 
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Than  straight  she.  sees  the  country  all  around. 
Where  fatal  Neptuue  rul'd  erewhile,  ^    . 

Scatter'd  with  flowVy  yales,  with  fruitful  gardens 
.  crowned. 

And  many  a  pleasant  wood ! 
As  if  the  universal  Nile, 
Had  rather  watered  it  than  drown'd: 
It  seems  some  iSoating  piece  of  Pairadise; 

Preserved  by  wonder  from  the  flood, 
Long  wandering  through  the  deep,  as;  we  are  told 
Fam'd  Delos  did  of  old ; 
And  the  transported  Muse  imagined  it 
To  be  a  fitter  birth-place  for  the  God  of  wit. 
Or  the  much-talk'd  oracular  grove ; 
When,  with  amazing  joy,  she  hears 
An  unknown  mui^ic  all  around; 

Charming  her  greedy  ears. 
With  many  a  heavenly  song. 
Of  nature  and  of  art,  of  deep  philosophy  and  love; 
While  angels  tune  the  voice,  and  God  inspires  the 
tongue.  / 

In  vain  she  catches  at  the  empty  sound. 
In  vain  pursues  the  music  with  her  longing  eye,  \ 
And  courts  the  wanton  echoes  as  they  %. 

.  .f' 

III.  ^     ' 

Pardon,  ye  great  unknown,  and  far-exalted  mett,  * 
The  wild  excursions  of  a  youthful  pen ;  -- , 


*  I  cannot  help  inserting  one  question  put  to  these  ^^  ffreat  un- 
known and  far-exalted  men,''  with  their  sapient  response.  What 
Swift  would  have  thought  of  their  dulness  at  a  future  period  of 
^is  life  it  is  vain  to  inquire. 

^^  Query.  Since  in  your  advertisement  you  make  it  known^ 
that  a  chirurgeon  is  taken  into  your  society,  I  have  thought  fit 
to  propound  the  following  question^  withal  assuring  you  the 


Digitized  by 


Google 


ODE  to  THE  ATHENIAN  SOCIETY.  27 

Forgive  a  young  and  (almost)  virgin  Muse, 
Whom  blind  BXkd  eager  curiosity 
(Yet  curiosity,  they  say. 
Is  in  her  sex, a  crime  needs  no  excuse) 

Has  forced  to  grope  her  uncouth  way. 
After  a  mighty  light  that  leads  her  wandering  eye: 
No  wonder  then  she  quits  the  narrow  path  of  sense 

For  a  deslr  ramble  through  iinpertinence ; 
Impertinence!  the  scurvy  of  mankind. 
And  all  we  fools,  who  are  the  greater  part  of  it. 
Though  we  be  of  tWo  different  factions  slill. 
Both  the  good*natur*d  and  the  ill, 
'  Yet  wheresoe'cir  you  look,  you'll  always  fihd 


matter  of  fact  la  true.  A  sailoir  on  board  the  fleet,  bj  ati'titiluekjr 
accident  broke  his  leg,.b^iiig  ia  drink,  and  refusing  the  assistaiioe 
of  the  surgeon  of  the  ship,  called  for  a  piece  of  new  tarpaulin  that 
lay  on  the  deck,which  he  rolledsome  turns  about  his  leg,  tying  up 
all  close  with  a  few  hoopsticks,  and  was  able  immediately  to  walk 
round  the  ship,  neTer  keeping  his  bed  one  day.  I  would  know 
whether  the  cure  is  not  to  be  attributed  to  the  empiastic  nature 
of  the  tarred  cloth  bound  on  strait  with  the  hoopsticks,  8cc,  or 
Tather,  whether  it  may  not  be  solved  according  to  the  Cartesian 
philosophy  i 

f '  J^swer.  Des  Cartes  has  less  to  do  with  this  question  than  Co. 
pemicus,  who,  in  a  drunken  fit,  by  the  course  of  his  brain^ 
found  out  the  great  secret  of  the  world's  turning  round ;  and  so 
might  our  drunken  sailor  be  inspired  with  this  novel  way  of  cur- 
ing himself.  But  fo  the  question,  If  the  lesser  focil  was  only 
broken,  he  might  not  be  decumbent  one  day ;  the  greater  (hisr 
head  being  pretty  light)  being  able  to  support  his  body ;  but  if 
both  the  bones  were  broken,  he  could  not  stand,  unless  the  splin. 
ters  that  were  tied  round  his  leg  came  below  his  heel,  and  rested 
upon  his  ham,  which  would  take  away  that  weight  the  leg  would 
otherwise  bear.  Besides,  the  tarpaulin  is  a  good  categmatic, 
which,  with  a  sober  and  a  regular  diet,  might  succeed,  though  it 
is  no  rule  to  walk  by."— -Athenian  Oracle,  Vol.  11.  p.  349. 

It  is  hardly  necessary  to  point  out  to  the  reader,  unless  quail* 
fied  by  nature  to  join  the  Athenian  Society,  that  the  fracture  must 
have  befallen  a  wooden  legi 
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We  j(Hn»  like  flkfs  and  vrte^ii,  m  buBzit^  abcmt  wit. 
In  me,  who  am  of  the  first  sectt  of  Mries^^ 
All  merit,  that  transcends  the  humble  ^les 
Of  my  oWn  daz^ed  toanty  sense. 
Begets  a  kinder  foUj  atid  impertinence 

Of  adifairation  tnd  of  priise. 
And  our  good  brethren  of  tbe  satly  setrt^ 

Must  e'en  all  herd  u6  with  tbto  kindred  foof^  : 
For  though  pd8se$s*d  of  present  Vogue,  they're 
made 
Railipg,  a  rule  of  wit^  ^d  obloquy^  a^adte^ 
Yet  the  same  want  of  briains  prdduoes  dtch  dfiect. 
And  you,  Whdrii  Pluto's  helm  does  wisdy  shroud 

From  us,  the  blind  and  thoughtless  crowd, 
like  the  fam*d  hero  in  his  mother's  cloud. 
Who  both  our  follies  and  iilipettinentes  see, 
Do  laugh  perfaapii  i^  theirs,  and  ptty  thine  &nd  m6. 

But  censure's  to  be  understood 
Th'  authentic  mark  of  the  elect, 
Th*  public  sf  atnp  rfeaven  sets  oh  all  that's  great  and 
good, 
Our  shallow  search  and  judgment  to  direct. 
The  war  methinks,  has  made, 
'Our  wit  and  learning  narrow  as  our  trdde ; 
Instead  of  boldly  sailing  far,  to  buy 
A  stock  of  wisdom  and  philosophy. 

We  fondly  stay  at  home,  in  feof 
Of  eVery  c^nsuriftg  privateer; 
Forcing  k  wretched  trade  by  beating  cbwn  the  sate^ 
And  selling  basely  by  retail. 
The  wits,  I  mean  the  atheists  of  the  age. 
Who  fein  would  rule  the  pulpit,  as  they  do  the  stage, 
Wond' roils  refiners  of  philosophy. 
Of  morals  and  divinity. 
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By  the  new  modish  yjrslem  of  reducing  all  tp  sense. 
Against  all  logic,  and  t^oncluding  laws. 
Do  own  th*  effects  of  Providence, 
And  jet  deny  the  cause. 

V. 
This  hfq9e6il  sect,  now  it  begins  to  se^ 
How  little,  very  littk,  do  pi^Yail 

Their  first  and  chiefesi  force 
To  censure,  to  cry  dqlwn  and  rail. 
Not  ]aM>wing  what,  or  where,  or  who  you  be. 
Will  quiekiy  take  another  course  : 

And,  by  theiir  nei^er-failing  ways 
Of  solvi|ig  all  appearances  they  please. 
We  soop  shall  iaee  them  to  their  ancient  metlK>ds  fall. 
And  straight  deny  you  to  be  men,  or  any  thing  at  all. 

I  laugh  at  the  grare  answer  they  will  make. 
Which  they  have  always  ready,  general,  and  cheap : 
'Tis  but  to  say,  that  what  we  daily  meet. 
And  by  a  ftmd  mistake 
Perhaps  imagine  to  be  wond'rous  wit. 
And  think,  alas !  to  be  by  mortals  writ. 
Is  but  a  crowd  of  atoms  justlipg  in  a  heap : 

Which  from  eternal  seeds  begun, 
Ja<«tling  some  thousand  years,  till  ripen'd  by  the  sun : 
They -re  now,  just  now,  as  naturally  bcorn. 
As  from  the  womb  of  earth  a  field  of  c6m. 

VI. 

But  as  for  poor  contented  me. 
Who  must  my  weakness  and  my  ignorance  confess^ 
That  I  believe  in  much  I  ne'er  can  hope  to  see^s 
Methinks  I'm  satisfy'd  to  guess. 
That  this  new,  noble,  and  delightful  scene^ 
Is  wonderfully  mov'd  by  some  exalted  men. 
Who  have  well  studied  in  the  world's  disease. 
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(That  epidemic  error  and  depravity. 
Or  in  oar  judgment  or  our  eye) 
That  what  surprises  us  can  only  please. 
We  often  search  contentedly  the  whole  world  rounds 
To  make  some  great  discovery. 
And  scorn  it  when  'tis  found. 
Just  so  the  mighty  Nile  has  sufferM  in  its  fame. 

Because  'tis  said  (and  perhaps  only  said) 
We've  found  a  little  inconsiderable  head. 

That  feeds  the  huge  unequal  stream. 
Consider  human  folly,  and  you'll  quickly  own. 

That  all  the  praises  it  can  give. 
By  which  some  fondly  boast  they  shall  forever  live. 
Won't  pay  th'  impertinence  of  being  known : 
Else  why  should  the  fam'd  Lydian  king, 
(Whom  all  the  charms  of  an  usurped  wife  and  state. 
With  all  that  power  unfelt,  courts  mankind  to  be 
great. 
Did  with  new  unexperienc'd  glories  wait) 
Still  wear,  still  doat  on  his  invisible  ring  ? 

vir. 

Were  I  to  form  a  regular  thought  of  Fame, 
Which  is,  perhaps,  as  hard  t'  imagine  right. 
As  to  paint  Echo  to  the  sight, 
I  would  not  draw  th'  idea  from  an  empty  name; 
Because,  alas !  when  we  all  die. 
Careless  and  ignorant  posterity. 
Although  they  praise  the  learning  and  the  wit, 

And  though  the  title  seems  to  shew 
The  name  and  man  by  whom  the  book  was  writ^ 
Yet  how  shall  they  be  brought  to  know. 
Whether  that  very  name  was  he,  or  ybii,  or  I  ? 
Less  should  I  daub  it  o'er  with  transitory  praise. 
And  water-^colours  of  these  days : 
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These  dayis  I  where  e'en  th*  extravagance  of  poetry 
Is  at  a  loss  for  figures  to  express 
Men*s  folly,  "whimsies,  and  inconstancy, 
And  by  afiaint  description  makes  them  less. 
Then  tell  us  what  is  Fame,  where  shall  we  search 

forit?  ' 

Look  where  exalted  Virtue  arid  Religion  sit. 
Enthroned  with  heavenly  Wit ! 
Look  where  you  see 
The  greatest  scorn,  of  learned  vanity  ! 
(And  then  how  much  a  nothing  is  mankind ! 
Whose  reason  is  weighed  down  by  popular  air. 
Who,  by  that,  vainly  talks  of  baffling  death  ; 
And  hopes  to  lengthen  life  by  a  transfusion  of 
breath, 
Which  yet  whoe'er  examines  right  will  find 
To  be  an  art  as  vain  as  bottling  up  of  wind  !) 
And  when  you  find  out  these,  believe  true  Fame  is 
there. 
Far  above  all  reward,  yet  to  which  all  is  due : 
And  this,  ye  great  unknown  !  is  only  known  in 
you. 

VIIL 

The  juggling  sea-god,  when  by  chan(^  trepanned 
By  some  instructed  querist  sleeping  on  the  sand, 

Impatient  of  all  answers,  straight  became 

A  stealing  brook,  and  strove  to  creep  away 
Into  his  native  sea, 

Vext  at  their  follies,  murmured  in  his  stream ; 

But  disappointed  of  his  fond  desire, 

Would  vanish  in  a  pyramid  of  fire. 

This  surly  slippery  God,  when  he  designed 
To  furnish  his  escapes. 

Ne'er  borrowed  more  variety  of  shapes 
Than  you  to  please  and  satisfy  mankind,  . 
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And  seem  (almost)  tramform'd  to  water^  ftame^  and 
air, 
So  well  you  answ^  all  phenomena  there  i 
Though  madmen  and  the  wits,  philoso^b^rsy  and 

fools, 
With  all  that  factious  or  enthusiastic  dotards  dream. 
And  all  the  incoherent  jargoin  of  the  schools; 
Though  all  the  fumes  of  fear,  hope,  love,  and 
sliame. 
Contrive  to  shook  yows  minds  wiA  many  a  senseless 

douht ; 
Doubts  where  the  Delphic  God  would  grope  in  igi- 
norance  and  night. 
The  God  of  learning  and  of  light 
Would  want  a  God  himself  to  help  him  out. 

IX. 

Philosophy,  as  it  before  us  lies. 
Seems  to  have  borrowed  some  ungrateful  taste 
Of  doubts,  impertinence,  and  niceties. 
From  every  age  through  whiph  it  pass'd> 
But  always  with  a  stronger  relish  of  the  last. 
This  beauteous  queen,  by  Heaven  designed 
To  be  the  great  original 
Tor  man  to  dress  and  polish  his  uncouFtly  mind. 
In  what  mock  habits  have  they  pat  her  since  %h^ 
fall! 
More  oft  in  fools  and  madmei^'s  hands  thon  sages. 
She  seems  a  medley  of  all  ages. 
With  a  huge  farthingale  to  svreU  her  fustian  stuii^ 
A  new  commode,  a  topknot,  and  a  ruff. 
Her  face  patch'd  o'er  with  modem  pedanU'y, 
With  a  long  sweeping  train 
Of  comments  and  disputes,  ridiculous  and  vain> 
All  of  old  cut  with  a  new  dye : 
How  soon  have  you  restored  her  channs. 
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And  rid  her  of  her  liunber  and  her  bool^s^ 
Drest  her  again  genteel  and  neat. 
And  rather  tight  than  great ! 
How  fond  we  are  to  court  her  to  our  smns  ? 
How  much  of  heaven  is  in  her  naked  looks  ! 

•  X. 

Thus  the  deluding  Muse  oft  blinds  me  to  her  ways. 
And  ev*n  my  very  thoughts  transfers 
And  <5h^nge$  all  to  beauty  and  the  praise 
Of  that  proud  tyrant  sex  of  hers. 
The  rebel  Muse,  alas  !  takes  part. 
But  with  my  own  rebellious  heart. 
And  you  with  fatal  and  immortal  wit  conspire 
To  fan  th*  unhappy  fire. 
Cruel  U|ikuown  !  what  is  it  you  intend  ? 
Ah  r  could  you,  could  you  hope  a  poet  for  your 
friend ! 
Rather  forgive  what  my  first  transport  said : 
May  all  the  blood,  which  shall  by  woman's  scorn 
be  shed,. 
Lie  upon  you  and  on  your  children's  head ! 
For  you  (ah  !  did  I  think  I  e'er  should  live  to  see 
The  fatal  time  when  that  could  be !) 
Have  ev'n  increased  their  pride  arid  cruelty^ 
Woman  seems  now  above  all  Vanity  grown. 
Still  boasting  of  her  great  unknown 
Platonic  champions,  gain'd  without  one  female  wile. 
Or  the  vast  charges  of  a  smile ; 
Which  'tis  a  shame  to  see  how  much  of  late 
You've  taught  the  covetous  wretcHes  to  o'errate, 
And  which  they've  now  the  consciences  to  weigh 
In  the  same  balance  with  our  teswrs. 
And  with  such  scanty  wages  pay 
The  bondage  and  the  slavery  of  years. 
VOL.  :xiv.  c 
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Let  the  vain  sex  dream  on ;  the  empire  comes  from 
us ; 
And  had  they  common  generosity^ . 
They  would  not  use  thus. 
Well — ^though  you've  rais'd  her  to  this  high 

degree. 
Ourselves  are  rais'd  as  well  as  she ; 
And,  spite  of  all  that  they  or  you  can  do,     '  ;  . 
'Tis  pride  and  happiness  enough  ta  me^ 
Still  to  be  of  the  same,  exalted  sex  with  you. .  . 

.XI;.      "     " 

Alas,  how  fleeting  and  how  vain. 
Is  ev*n  the  nobler  man,  our  learning. and  our  wit  1 
I  sigh  whenever  I  think'  of  it : 
As  at  the  closing  of  an  unhappy. scene 
Of  some  great  king  and  conqueror's  death. 
When  the  sad  melancholy  Muse 
Stayfs  but  to  catch  his  utmost  breath. 
I  grieve,  this  nobler  work  most  happily  begun 
So  quickly  and  so  wonderfully  qarry'd  on. 
May  fall  at  last  to  interest,  folly,  and  abuse. 
There  is  a  noontide  in  our  lives. 
Which  still  the  sooner  it  arrives. 
Although  we  boast  our  winter  sun  looks  bright. 
And  foolishly  are  glad  to  see  it  at  its  height, 
Yet  so  much  sooner  comes  the  long  and.  gloomy 
night. 
No  conquest  ever  yet  begun. 
And  by  one  mighty  hero  carried  to  its  height, 
5<'er  flourishM  under  a. successor  or  a  son ; 
It  lost  »me  mighty  pieces  through  aU  hands  it  past. 
And  vanished  to  an  empty  title  in  the  last,  i  . 
For,  when  the  animating  mind  is  fled      •  .  ' 
(Which  nature  never  c^ri  retain,  :     :       ; 
Nor  e*er  call  back  again) 
The  body,  though  gigantic,  lies  all  cold  and  dead. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


eDK  TO  THS  ATHENIAN  SOCIETY.  S5 

XII. 

And  thus  undoubtedly  'twill  fare  ' 

With  what  unhappy  men  shall  dare 
To  be  successors  to  these  great  unknown, 
On  Learning's  high  established  throne. 
Censure,  and  Pedantry,  and  Pride, 
Numberless  nations,  stretching  far  and  wide. 
Shall  (I  foresee  it)  soon  with  Gothic  swarms  come 
forth 
From  Ignorance's  universal  North, 
And  with  blind  rage  break  all  this  peaceful  govem- 
»  ment: 

Yet  shall  these  traces  of  your  wit  remain. 
Like  a  jtist  map,  to  tell  the  vast  extent 
Of  conquest  in  your  short  and  happy  reign : 
And  to  all  future  mankind  shew 
How  strange  a  paradox  is  true. 
That  men  who  livM  and  died  without  a  name 
Aijp  the  chief  heroes  in  the  sacred  list  of  fame. 


'/  f.'or 
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TO  ^R  CONQREVE. 


WRITTBN   IN   NOVEMBKE  1693. 


£A8  the  following  Terses  are  of  a  consolatory  ixna^  they  would 
seem  to  hfvic  been  writteQ  sifler  the  i^epnssQ^^a^^  .of  Coiiig>39i^'s 
second  plajt,  tN  Double  Deafer,  which  was  acted  in  IG^S-A^ 
and  appearsA  from  some  passages  in  the  dedication,  io  ha^e.  been 
less  fayourably  treated,  by  the  critics  tlian,  the  O^ld  Bachelor. 
Swift's  attachment  to  Congreire  eontimued  sincerely  ardent,  eyea 
after  politics  ha^WTered  them.  His  iKtercessit^H  wMh  tke  Lord- 
Ti^fuinrev  wi^  )^  inean^ .  df  Congreje-'s  retauunff  hia  p&ces 
under  the  'ictt^  ^^mi^i^tration*    S|ee  Vol.  11*  p.  283.7 


Thrice,  with  a  prophet's  voice,  and  prophet's 

pow*r. 
The  Muse  was  called  in  a  poetic  hour. 
And  insolently  thrice,  the  slighted  maid 
Dared  to  suspend  her  unregarded  aid ; 
Then  with  that  grief  we  form  in  spirits  divine. 
Pleads  for  her  own  neglect,  and  thus  reproaches 
mine : 
Once  highly  honoured !  false  is  the  pretence 
You  make  to  truth,  retreat,  and  innocence  ! 
Who,  to  pollute  my  shades,  bring' st  with  thee  dow^. 
The  most  ungen'rous  vices  of  the  town ; 
Ne'er  sprung  a  youth  from  out  this  isle  before 
I  once  esteem'd,  and  lov'd,  and  favour'd  more. 
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Not  ever  maid  endured  pucii  tsotiftlflce  i^cot^ 
So  much  inmiode,  so  v«i?y  cit^-boPH; 
*Tis  with  a  ftml  design  the  i»we  you  sdnd, 
Like>  cast  ifaistreis»  to  your  wicted  friefnd; 
But  find  some  new  addre^,  som«  freuh  deceit 
Nor  practise  such  an  antifquated  cbteat;  ^  ^ 

Thesje  ^me  the  beatefn  methchfe  of  tfae  iste#s,  '•  ' 
Stale  fowns  of  course,  all  ttiieaaa  decejivws  use. 
Who  barbarously  think  td^scape  r€j)l*G«uib, 
By  prostituting  her  they  first  debli«Mih<  -  • 

Thus  did  the  muse  severe  urifchidl3r  blame 
This  offering  long  design'd  to  Odfngrevief s  fame ; 
First  chid  the  zeai  as  utipoetib  ^fiile> 
Which  soon  his  merit  forced  her  t6  iiwipire ; 
Then  call  this  verse,  that  speaks  her  Iftt^est  aid. 
The  greatest  coxAplim'ent  she  ever  mate;, 
And  wisely  judge,  no  pow'r  beneath  diving 
Could  leap  the  bounds  which  paw  yottr  world  anij 

^  Aline 4  .'.^.-i 

For,  yomh,  bdieve,  to  foti  unseen,  fe  fiK^ 
A  mighty  gulf,  unpa$sable  betWiiftt. 

Nor  tax  the  goddess  of  a  mean  die^i^ii 
To  praise  yoUr  parts  by  ptitilii^ing crfmine 5      • 
Thiat  be  my  thought  when  s^Wie^largfe  bidky  iviii 
Shows  in  the  front  the  ambition  of  my  wit; 
Th^re  ro  surmount  what  bears  me  up,  and  sing 
like  the  victotiotts  ^vren  peirchM  on  fhfe  eagle's 

wing  5* 
This  could  I  do,  and  proudly  o'er  hiih  tower. 
Were  my  desires  but  heightea'd  to  ttiy  power. 


*  This  absurd  simile  ^as  transferred  }j>y  Colley  Gibber  to  thft 
linnet,  ia  the  notable  lines, 

PercbM  on  the  eagle**  towering  ydag, 
Tlie  iowly  iixinel  korui  to  sius* 
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Godjike  the farceof  lirjr  ybung  CoiigreYe's  ijays^T 
Softening  the  Miise*s  thunderAinto, praii^;;         ;.;  <  ^ 
Sent  to  a^ist  an  old.unvanqmsh'd  piidei  l  i  :'■::  ;     ' 
That  looks  withscora  on  h^f  mankiudi  beside  y    I 
A  pride  that  ivell  suspeijds,p(Jor  mortals'  falei,     ;  L 
Gets  between  ithem  and  .my  re^i^ntment's  weight. 
Stands  ixi  the  gap,  'twixt ;  me.  and  wr:ejtchfed  <men> 
T'  avert  th' impending  jwigmpnts  of  my  pen.    ' 

Thus  I;  look  down  with  mercy  on  the  age/ 
By  hopes  my  Congreve  .will  reform  the  stage : 
For  never; did  poetic  mind.before 
Produce! a  richer  vein,  or.'cl^aner  ore ; 
The  bullion  staipp'd  in  your  refining  mind 
Serves  by  retail  to  furnish  half  mankind. 
With  AhdignatiQU  X  behold  your  wit 
Forced  on  pjie,  crack' d,  and  clipp'd,  and  counterfeit. 
By  vile  prietenders^  who  a  stock  maintain 
From  brcJien>scraps  and  filings  of  your  brain. 
Through  native  dross  your  share  is  hardly  known. 
And  by  $horlt  ,vi^ws  mistook  for  all  their,  own ; 
So  small  the  gain  tUos^  froni  your  wit  do  reap,      '. 
Who  blend  it;  into  folly's  larger  heap. 
Like  tjie  sijin'p  scatter'd  beams  which  loosely  pass, 
Wh^n  some  rpugh  h^tnd  breaks  the  assembling  glass. 

Yet  waht  your  critics  tio  just  cause  to  rgil. 
Since  kuwi^s  4re  ne'er  obliged  for  what  they  steal. 
, These  pad  pn  wit's  highroad,  and  suits  maintain 
With  those  they  rob,  by  what  their  trade  does  gain. 
Thus  censmrjc  seends  that  fiery  froth  which  breeds 
O'er  the  sun's  face,  and  from  his  heat  proceeds. 
Crusts  o'er  the  day,  shadowing  its  partent  l^eam. 
As  ancient  nature's  modern  masters  dream  ^ 
This  bids  some  curious  praters  here  below 
-  Call  Titan  sick,  because  their  sight  is  so  j 
And  well,  methinks,  does  this  allusion  fit 
To  scribblers,  and  the  god  of  light  and  wit  j 


Digitized  by 


Google 


TO  MR  GOI76ESVE.  39 

Those  who'by  wild  delu^ons  jeutertain 
A  lust  of  rhyming  for  a  poet's  vein,  *  ' 

Raise  envy's  clouds  to  leave  themselves  in  night. 
But  can  no  moi:e  obscure  my  Congreve's  light 
Than  sw^i^itis  of  gnats,  that  wanton  in  a  ray 
Which  gave  them  birth^  can  rob  the  world  of  day. 

What  northern  hive  pour'd  out  these  foes  to  wit?  ^ 
Whence. came  these  Golhs  to  overrun  the  pit  ?*       ' 


*  In  the  original  dedication  to  the  Double  Deajer,  as  published 
in  1694,  there  are  some  i^ry  wrathful  and  contemptuous  passages* 
respecting  the  critics,  which  Congreve^s  better  judgment  omit, 
ted,  or^softened,  in  subsequent  editidns.  Swift  a|»pea^s  to  have 
c^ght  the  tone  of  his  friead  from  such  a  tirade  as  the  follow-* 
ing:—       ^ 

^^  And  give  nfte  leave,  without  any  flattery  to  you  or  vanity  in 
mysdf,  id  tell  my  illiterate  (Critics,  as  an  answer  to  their  impo.^ 
tent  objection^,  that  they  ih^ve  found  fault  with  that  which  has 
been  pleasing  jtp  you.  ,l|ii»  play,  in  relation  to  my  concern  for 
its  reputation^  9ucceeded  before  it  was  acted  ;  for,  through  yoUt* 
early  patronage,  it  had  an  audience  of  several  persons  of  the  firs( 
rank  both  in  Wit  and  quality  ;  and  their  allowance  of  it  was  a 
consequence  of  yonr.'approliation.  Therefore,  if  I  really  wish  it 
migbt.luvve^  ha4  a  mop^  popular  rereption,  it  is  not  at  all  ii^  con. 
siderationl  of  myself,  but  because  I  wi^h  well,  and  would  gladly 
contribute  io*  the  benefit  of  the  stage,  and  diversion  of  the  town. 
They  were  (not  long  since)  so-kind  to  a  very  imperfect  comedy 
of  muie,  t&at  I  bought  myself  justly  indebted  to  them  all  my  en. 
deavours  for  an  entertaimpent  that  might  merit  some  little  of  tlukt 
applause  which  they  'were  so  lavish  of  wh^n  I  tjiought  I  had  no 
title  to  it.  ■'■  But  I^find  they  are  to  b^  treated  cheaply,  and  I  have 
been  at  an  utineeessary  expence.  '.  ' 

^^  I  have,  since  the  acting  of  this  play,  hearkened  after  the  ob. 
jectioni,  whicli  liave  been  i^ade  to  it ;  for  I  was  conscious  where  a 
true  critic  might  have  put  me  upon  my  defence.  I  was  prepared 
for  theijr  attack,  and  am  pretty^  confident  I  could  have  vindicated 
some  parts,  and  excused  others  ;  and  where  there  were  any  plain 
miscarriages,  1  would;  most  ingenuously  have  confessed  them.  But 
I  have  not  heard  any  thing  said  sufficient  to  provoke  an  answer, 
8ome  little  snarling  and  backbiting  there  has  been,  but  1  doa*C 
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• 
How  would  you  blush  the  ^aiuei^bl  birth  to  hear 
Of  those  you  so  ignobly  stoop  to  feat* ; 
For,  ill  to  thein>  long  have  I  ttaveird  since,    - 
Round  all  the  circles  of  impertStience,  i 

Search'd  in  the  nest  where  every  ttortil  did  tie 
Before  it  grew  a  city  butterfly ;     . 
I*jn  sure  I  fou^id  them  other  kind  of  thing*       - 
Than- those  with  backs  of  silk  atid  golden  Wiii^  ;  ^ 
A  search,  no  doubt,  as  curious  and  as  wise 
As  virtuosoes  in  dissecting  flies : 
For^  could  you  think  ?  the  fiercest  foes  you  dread,, 
And  court  in  prologues,  all  a):e  country  bred ;    ,  . 
Bred  in  my  scene,  and  for  the  poet's  sins  ;.        .  ^.^-^  . 
Adjourn'd  from  tops  and  grammar  to  thfe  intts^ 
Those  beds  of  dung,  where  schoolboys  sprout  tip' 
beaux  .;   b   »   .-    ' 

Far  sooner  than  the  nobler  mushroom  grows^i      -  . 
These  are  the  lords  of  the  poetic  schools,    • 
Who  preacl>  the  saiicy  pedantiy  of  tuteis  •  * 

Those  pow*rs  the  critics,  who  may  boast  the  odds; 
0*er  Nile,  with  all  its  wildei:ness  of  igocis,; . .       .     . . 
Nor  could  the  nations  kneel  to  viler  shapes,    *  •       ' 
Which  worshipped  cats,  and  sacrificed  to  jatjies ; 
And  can  you  think  the  wise  forbear  to  laugh 
At  the  warm  zeal  that  breads  this  golden  9alf  ? 
.   Haply  you  judge  these  lines. severely  wrft  ^ 
Against  the  proud  usurpers  of  the  pit;  ' 

Stay  while  I  tell  my  story,  short,  iand  tqie  ;  ,'^ 

To  draw  conclusions  shall  be  teft  Vo  you ; 

Nor  need  I  ramble  far  to  force  a  rule. 

But  lay  the  scene  just  here  at  Farnhatn  school. 


know  one  wcH-mouth'd  cur  that  has  opened  at  all.*'— *Congreire*s 
Dedication  to  tbe  Right  Honourable  Charles  Montague,  prefixed 
to  his  Doable  Dealer.    London,  1694.J 
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Last  j^dkrj^al  iSd'h^nee  *)y  hys'^^akwts  setii 
With  other  cattle  to  the  Wiyi^^emi  ^ 

Where^hJW^ing  i<Mt  his  ccittti^  itid  wdl  piit^ed     V 
The  methods  iJAki^  in  fk^hlfbB^X^  %^  JignH^d, 
Returned  a  IflhitehM  ^{>ark  IftfJS  *««ittkjr  dowh. 
Stocked  with  the  freshfest  ^ififtferi^  of  the  town ; 
A  jargon  fWfti'd  iFrom'thte^ld^  liihgtiage,  wit, 
Confounded  in^at  Babfel  6f<lihe  pil  J 
FonnM  by  diseased  c6ioic^ptibv&i  iHreSlk  and  wild. 
Sick  lust  of  souls,  arid  a*i  afbottlVe  'child ; 
Bom  betv^'Sen  whores  ^M  fojis,  by  IteWd  compacts. 
Before  the  plajr;  6t  elise  betweeti  thfe  ^ts ; 
Nor  woridisr,  if  frbm  such  pdlltited  iriinds 
Should  spring  such  shott  Wid  transitoi^y  kinds, 
Or  criBizy  rules  to  make  us  wits  "by  l^ote. 
Last  just  as  long  as  ev'iry  cuckoo's  nbtfe: 
What  bungling,  rusty  tbols,  are.  us*d  by  ftite ! 
Twas  in  an  evil  hoiir  to  tirge  my  hati. 
My  hate,  ^ho^  la^  jiist  Hfeavefh  hsis  long  decreed 
Shall  on  i  diay  makte  sin  arid  folly  bfefed  :* 
When  man'fe  ill  genius  to  my  presence  sfeht 
This  wretch,  to  Irouse  my  wrath,  for  rtiih  meant ; 
Who  in  his  idiom  vile,  with  Gr£ly*s*'Ifatt  grace. 
Squandered  his  noisy  talents  to  my  face ; 
Nain'd  every  player  on  his  fingers  endsj 
Swore  all  the  wits  were  his  peculiar  friends ; 
TalkM  with  that  saucy  and  familiar  eas^ 
Of  Wycherly,  and  you,  and  Mr  Bays :  f 
Said,  how  a  late  report  your  friends  had  vex'd. 
Who  heard  you  meant  to  write  heroics  ttext ; 


»  Tims  early  in  life  did  Swift  feel  the  efforts  of  his  genius 
struggling  for  birth,  And  prognosticate  its  rigorous  exertions  a« 
gainst  vice  and  folly,  when  arrived  at  maturity. — S* 

f  Dryden^  whom  Swift  never  mentions  with  reverence, 
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For,  tragedy,  he  knew,  would  lose  yonf  quite. 
And  told  you  so  at  Will's  but  t'other  nigjit.  *   v 
Thus  are  the  lives  of  fools  a  sort  of  dreams, 
Rendering  shades,  things,  and  substances  of  naiQes} 
Such  high  companions  may  delusion  keep^. 
Lords  are  a  footboy's  cronies  in  his  sleiep. 
As  a  fresh  miss,  by  fwcy,  face,  and  gown, 
RenderM  the  topping  beauty  of  the  town,  » 

Draws  ev'ry  rhjrming,  prating,  dressii^g  sot, 
To  boast  of  favours  that  he  never  got  j 
Of  .which,  whoe'er  lacks  confidence  to  prate. 
Brings  his  good  parts  and  breeding  in  debate  j 
And  not  the  meanest  coxcomb  you  can  find. 
But  thanks  his  stars,  that  Phillis  has  been  kind  j.  . 
Thus  prostitute  my  Congreve's  n^u^iie  is  grown  ^ 
To  ev'ry  lewd  pretender  of  th^  town,  .    ^ 

'Troth  I  could  pity  you  y  but  this  is  it, 
You  find,  to, be  the  fashionable  wit; 
These  are  the  slaves  whom  reputatioi>.  chains, 
Whose  maintenance  requires  no  help  from  brains* 
For,  should  the  vilest  scribbler  to  the  pit,        ,         , 
Whom  sin  and  want  e'er  furnish'd  out  a  wit ;       .^ 
Whose  name  must  not  within  my  lines, be  shown,^ 
Lest  liere  it  live,  wh^n  perish'd  witfi  his  ownj  f 
Should^  such  a  wretch  usurp  my  Congreve's  place. 
And  choose  out  wits  who  ne'er  have.sem  his. face  i- 
I'll  be  my  life  but  the  dull  cheat  would  pa$s. 
Nor  need  the  lioii's.skin  conceal  the  a§s  ;         /,      > 


♦  There  was  probably  some  report  stirring  concerning  the 
Mourning  Bride,  which,  howerer,  did  not  appear  tilt  1697^ 

+  To  this  resolution  Swift  ever  after  adhered;  for  of  the  infi- 
iiite  multitude  of  libellers  who  personally  lattack^  him,  there  is 
not  the  name  mentioned  of  any  one  of  them  throughout  hia 
works  ;  and  thus,  together  with  their  writings,  have  they  beea 
consigned  to  eternal  obliviun.**-S. 
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Yes>  thatheau*s  look/that  vic^,  those  critic  ears. 
Must  needs  be  right,  so  well  resemUing  theirs. 

Perish  the  Muse V  hour,  thus  vainly  spent 
In.satire,  td  my  Congreve's  praises  meant  5 
In  how  ill  season  her,  resentments  rule, 
What's  that  to  her  if  mankind  "be  a  fool  ? 
Happy  beyond  a  private  muse's  fate. 
In  pleasing  all  that's  good  among  the  great,  * 
Where  though  her  elder  sisters  crowding  throng,    - 
She  ^U  is  wielcome  with  her  inn'cent  song  ; 
Whom  were  my.  Congreve  blest  to  see  and  know,-   . 
What  poor  regafrds  would  merit  all  below  ! 
How  proudly  wbuld  he  haste  the  joy  to  meet. 
And  drop  his  laurel  at  Apollo's  feet.  / 

Here  hy  a  mountain's  side,  a  reverend  cave 
Gives  murmuring,  passage  to  a  lasting  wave ; 
'Tis  the  world'is  wat'rjnhour-gla^s  streaming  fast,     ' 
Time  is  no  inore  when  th'  Utmost  drop  is  past ; 
Here,  on  a  better  day,  sbme  druid  dwelt,  - 

And  the  ybung  muse's  eSarly  favour  felt; 
Druid,  a  name  she  does  with  pride  repeat. 
Confessing. Albion  once  hfer  darling  seat ;    ! 
Far  in  this  primitive  cell  might  we  pursue  . 
Our  priedeeessors'  footsteps  still  in  view ; 
Here  would  we  sing — But,  ah !  you  think  I  dream^ 
And  the  bad  world  may  well  believe  the  same  i 
Yes :  you  are  all  malicious  standers  by. 
While  two  fond  lovers  prate,  the  Muse,  and  I. 

Since  thus  I  wander  from  my  first  intent. 
Nor  am  that  grave  adviser  which  I  meant, 
Take  this  short  lesson  from  the  god  of  bays. 
And  let  my  friend  apply  it  as  he  please  :  ^ 


*  This  alludes  to  Sir  William  Temple,  to  whom  he  gives  the 
pame  of  Apollo  in  a  few  lipes  after.«-*S. 
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# 
Beat  not  the  cUrty  ^^ths  where  Viilgar  feet  tiav^ 
trod,  *  . 

But  giyb  the  vigorpus  fancy  Fpom; 

For  when  Hke  stupid  alcfaymastls  you  try 
To  fix  this  nimble  god, 
Thi$  volatile  mercury  v    . 

The  subtile  spirit  all  flies  up  in  fuine ;, 

Nof  shall  the  bubbled  tirtuosb  find    ;      . 
More  than  a  fade  insipid  mixture  Icift  l)dbii»L  *  - 

While  thus  I  write,  vast  .Shoals  erf  critics  come^ 
And  on'itay  verse  pronounce  their  sauc^  doom^ 
The  musfei  like  somiB  .bright  country  virgin,  shows 
Fairn,  by  mishap  among  a  knot  of  beaux  5 
They,  in  their  lewd  and  faihionkble  prate. 
Rally  her  dress,  her  lanjguage,  and  her  gait  5 
Spend  their  base  coin  before  the  bashfiil  maid^ 
Current  like  copper,  and  as  often  paid  x 
She,  who  oh  shady  banks  has  joy'dto  deep  ;  . 
Near  better  animals,  her  fiather's  sk^p : 
Shamed  and  amazed,  beholds  the  chattering  lhroQg> 
To  think  what  cattle  she  is  got  among ; 
But  with  \he  odious  smell  and  sight  aiinoyy. 
In  haste  she  does  th^  offensive  herd  avoid,  f 

Tis  time  to  bid  my  friend  a  long  farewfell, 
,The  Muse  retreats  far  in  yon^arystsd  cell;     • 
Faint  inspiration  sickens  as  she  flies. 
Like  distant  echo  spent,  the  spirit  dies. 

In  this  d^cending  sh^et  you'll  haply  find 
Some  short  refreshment  for  your  v^reaflry  mind. 


♦  Out  of  ail  Ode  I  writ,  inscribed  «  The  Poet."  The  rest  of 
It  is  lost — Original. 

f  Would  not  one  imagine  that  Swift  had  at  this  time  already 
concelTed  hb  idea  of  the  Yahoos  I — S. 
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Nought  it  contains  is  cdiBmon  or  unclean. 
And  once  dr^wn  up,  is  ne^er  let  down  again  f. 


It  |i|M  I  .  )     ,  (.. 
OCCASIONED   S^Y 

SIR  WILLIAM  TEMPLES 
LATE  ILLNteSS  AND  RECOVERY. 

WRITTEN  IN  DBCEMBEH  1693« 

SxRAyfig  to  conceive,  ho^  tl^^  same  objects  strik^^ 

At  distant  hours  t^e  mind  with  forms  so  like  I 

Whetlier  in  time,  Dediuctipii's  brokep  chain 

Meets,  and  salutes  her  sister  link  again ; 

Or  hiluted  Fancy,  by  a  circjing  flight. 

Comes  back  with  joy  to  its  own  seat  at  nighty 

Or  whether  d^ad  Imagination's  ghost 

Oft  hovers  where  fidive  it  haunted  most; 

Or  if  Thought's  rolling  globe,  her  circle  run. 

Turns  up  old  objects  Uf  tb^  soul  her  sun ; 

Or  loves  the  muse  to  walk  with  conscious  pride 

O'er  the  glad  sc^ne  whence  first  she  rose  a  bride  : 

Be  what  it  will;  late  i^^  yon  whisp'ring  stream, 
Whei:e  her  ovn  Temple  was  her  darling  theme  ^ 
There  first  the  visioi^ary  $ound  was  heard. 
When  to  poetic  view  the  Muse  appear'd. 
Such  seem'd  her  eyes,  as  w|ien  sui  evening  ray 
Gives  glad  farewell  to  a  tempestuous  day ; 
Weak  is  the  beam  to  dry  up  nature's  teai^s. 
Still  ev'ry  tree  the  pendent  sorrow  wears ; 

*  The  allasipn)  I  am  ftfraid,  iji  to  the  tUion  of  St  Paul  in  tbt 
ActsoftheApoitlps. 
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Such  are  the  smiles  where  drops  ^f  crystal  ^haW 
Approaching  joy  at  strife  with  parting  woe. 

As  when  to  scare  th'  ungrateful  or  the  proud 
Tempests  long  frown,  and  thunder  threatens  loud. 
Till  the  blest  sun  to  give  kind  dawn  of  grace 
Darts  weeping  beams  across  Heaven*s  wat'ry  face  ; 
When  soon  the  peaceful  bow  unstring*d  is  shown, 
A  sign  God's  dart  is  shot,  and  wrath  .o'erblown ; 
Such  to  unhallowed  sight  the  Muse  divine 
Might  seem,  when  first  she  rais'd  her  eyes  to  mine. 

What  mortal  change  does  in  thy  face  appear. 
Lost  youth,  she  cried,  since  first  I  met  thee  here  ! 
With  how  undecent  clouds  are  overcast 
Thy  looks,  when  every  cause  of  grief  is  past ! 
Unworthy  the  glad  tidings  whi'ch^  I  hriiig. 
Listen  while  the  Muse  thus  teaches  thee  to  sing: 

As  parent  earth,  burst  by ^ittiprison'd  winds, 
Scatters  strange  agues  o*et  meh's- "sickly  minds. 
And  shake's  the  atheist's  knees ;  such  ghastly  fear 
Late  I  beheld  on  every  face  appear ; 
Mild  Dorothea,  *  peaceful,  wise,  and  great. 
Trembling  beheld  the  doubtful  hand  of  fate ; 
Mild  Dorothea,  whom  we  both  have  long 
Not  dared  to  injure  with  our  lowly  song ;  ' 

Sprung  from  a  better  world,  and  chosen  then 
The  best  companion  for  the  best  of  men : 
As  some  fair  pile,  yet  spared  by  zeal  and  rage 
Lives  pious  witness  of  a  better  age ; 
So  men  may  see  what  once  was  womankind^ 
In  the  fair  shrine  of  Dorothea's  mind.' 


♦  Sister  to  Sir  William  Temple. — S.     Lady  Gifford,  a  woman 
of  great  spirit  and  talents,  who  accompanied  her  brother  "on  all 
his  embassies.     Swift  afterwards  quarrelled  witii  her  irreconcile- . 
ably,  as  appears  from  many  passages  in  his  Jourjial.   - 
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You  th^t  would  grief  describe;  come  here  and 
trace  ' 

Its  wat'ry  footsteps  in  Dorinda's  face  :  ♦ 
Grief  from  Dorinda'fe  face  does  ne*er  depart 
Further  than  its  own  palace  in  her  heart : 
Al),  since  our  fears  are  fled,  this  insolent  expel. 
At  least  confine  the  tyrant  to  his  cell. 
And  if  so  blgfcck  the  cloud,  that  Heaven's  bright 

queen  - 
Shrouds  her  still  beams;  how  should  the  stars  be 

seen  ? 
Thus  when  Dorinda  wept,  joy  ev'ry  face  forsook. 
And  grief  fiung  sables  oh  each  menial  look ; 
The  humble  tribe  mourrt'd  for  the  quickening  soul. 
That  furnish'd  spirit  and  motion  through  the  whole ; 
So  would  earth's  face  titm  pale,  and  life  decay. 
Should  Heaven  suspend  to  act  but  for  a  day  ; 
So  nature's  crazed  convulsions  make  us  dread 
That  time*  is  sick;  or  the  world's  mind  is  dead.— 
Take,  youth,  these  thoughts,  large  matter  to  employ 
The  fancy  furnish'd  by  returning  joy ; 
And  to  mistaken  man  these  truths  rehearse. 
Who  dare  revile  the  integrity  of  verse : 

Ah  fav' rite*  youth,  hovr  happy  is  thy  lot ! * 

But  I'm  deceiv'd,  or  thou  regard' st  me  not ; 

Speak,  for  I  wait  thy  answer,  and  expect 

Thy  just  submission  for  this  bold  neglect.          ■  •' 

Unkhotvn  the  forms  we  the  high-priestliood  us^ 
At  the  divine  appearance  of  the  muse," 
Which  to  divulge  might  shake  profane  belief, '  <  ' 
And  tell  the  irreligion  of  my  grief; 


*  Lady  Temple,  who  is  described  as  a  Tcry  exlraordioary  and 
accomplished  woiqaD.  ^ 
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Qrief  that  e^cuse4  t)i^  trit(9te  of  i»y  ki^ee?. 
And  shaped  my  passion  in  such  words  as  the^e. 

Malignant  gQ4(iess  I  ^3.11^  tq  i^y  ri^Qs^^ 
Thou  iinivet^aJ  cfm^  of  all  v^y  Vj'oe^i 
Say  whence  it  coqn^^  that  thoi:|  art  giTOWft  Pf  I^t^ 
A  poqr  amfis^^iBCint  for  my  scwu  an^  h?ite ; 
*  The  malice  tljou  in^j^r'st  I  n?ver  £i*il 
Qn  thQ0  to  wreak  tjie  lri|>Kte  when  I  rp^ij ; 
Fool's  commonplace  thou  art,  their  w^^k  enscoa* 

Gi0g  foyt, 
Th*  appeal  of  dulness  in  the  last  resort : 
H^avep  with  a  par^i^t's  eye  regarding  earth, 
Deals  out  to  map  th?  pllaiiet  of  his  hiiph  : 
,B^%  sees  thy  metoqr  blagQ  ^^bonl;  m^  phiw. 
And  pa3?mg  o^ier,  miflrt^<^  thee  $tUl  fpr  mine : 
Ah^  should  I  tell  a  $^prQt  yet  unjc^own9  = 
That  thou  nq'er  hadst  a  heing  of  thy  own. 
But  a  wild  form  dependent  on  the  bpin, 
ScattVinjif  loose  features  o'er  the  optic  yeifi ; 
Trouhling  the  crystal  fountain  of  the  sight* 
Which  dart^  on  poet*:?  eyes  a  trembling  light; 
Kindled  while  reason  sleeps,  hut  quickly  flies. 
Like  antic  shape?  in  dreamy,  from  M^ftking  eyeii : 
In  sumy  a  g^itt'ring  vojce,  a  painted  n^ime, 
A  walking  vapour,  \\k^  thy  sifter  f^v\e. 
But  if  thou  be'st  wha^  thy  mad  vot'ries  pr^te, 
A  female  powV,  loose  governed  thoughts  create ; 
Why  near  the  dregs  of  youth  perversely  lyilt  thou 

stay. 
So  highly  courted  by  the  brisk  and  g^y  ? 
Wert  thou  right  woman,  thou  should^  sporn  to 

look 
On  an  abandoned  wretch  by  hopes  forsook ;  - 
Forsook  by  hopes,  ill  fortune's  last  relief. 
Assigned  for  life  to  unremitting  grief  5 

12 
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For,  let  Heaven's  wrath  enlarge  these  weary  days. 

If  hope  e*er  dawns  the  smallest  of  its  rays*  * 

Time  o'er  the  happy  takes  so  swift  ^  flight. 

And  treads  so  soft,  so  easy,  and  so  light. 

That  we  the  wretc^ied,  creeping  far  behind. 

Can  scarce  th*  impression  of  hi$  footsteps  find;    v 

Smooth  as  that  airy  nymph  so  subtly  bom 

With  inoffensive  feet  o'er  standing  com ; 

Which  bow'd  by  evening  breeze  with  bending  stalks. 

Salutes  the  weary  traveler  as  he  walks ; 

But  o'er  the  afflicted  with  a  heavy  pace 

Sweeps  the  broad  scythe,  and  tramples  on  his  face. 

Down  falls  the  summer's  pride,  and  sadly  shows 

Nature's  bare  visage  furrow'd  as  he  mows  : 

See,  Muse,  what  mvoc  in  these  looks  appear. 

These  are  the  tyrant's  trophies  of  a  year ; 

Since  hope  his  last  and  greatest  foe  is  fled. 

Despair  and  he  lodge  ever  in  its  stead ; 

March  o'er  the  ruin'd  plain  with  motion  slow, 

Still  scatt'ring  desolation  where  they  go. 

To  thee  I  owe  that  fatal  bent  df  mind, 

Still  to  unhappy  restless  thou^ts  inclin'd ; 

To  thee,  what  oft  I  vainly  strive  to  hide. 

That  scorn  of  fools,  by  fools  mistook  for  pride ; 

From  thee  whatever  virtue  takes  its  rise. 

Grows  a  misfortune,  or  becomes  a  vice ; 

Such  were  thy  rules  to  be  poetically  great, 

^  Stoop  not  to  int'rest,  flattery,  or  deceit  5 

Nor  with  hired  thoughts  be  thy  devotion  paid; 

Learn  to  disdain  their  mercenary  aid ; 


*  What  a  miserable  state  of  mhid  fntist  Swift  have  been  in 
when  he  wrote  ttd$\  wMttk  was  amriag  to  the  state  of  dependence 
in  which  he  had  alumyft  lived  froni  hi9  btrtb  to  that  time,  with 
bnt  little  prospect  of  his  being  relieyed  from  it.  How  grating 
must  this  have  been  to  such  a  proud  and  generous  spirit  l-— S. 

VOL.  XIV,  n 
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Be  this  thy  sure  defence,  thy  brazen  wtll,'  i  i 
Know  no  base  action,  at  no  guilt  turn  pale  i  -,    '  ^ 
And  sin^ce  unlwippy  distance  thus  deniei^    >v>  o(  i- . 
T'  expose  thy  soul,  clad  in  this  poor  disguised;' 
Since  thy  few  ill-presented  grades  seem  ;  » /M  i 
To  breed  contempt  where  thou   hast. hoped  es- 
teem/'-^—  ' 
Madness  like  this  no  fancy  ever  seized,    :     i 
.  Still  to  be  cheats,  never  to  be  pleased  y         il-j  > 
Since  one  false  beam  of  joy  in  sickly  minds      j'^i 
Is  all  the  poor  content  delusion  finds.^ —    -   'o  uu 
There  thy  enchantment  broke,  atid  from  this  hour 
I  here  renounce  thy  visionary  pow'r;  .  ' 
And  since  thy  essence  on.my  breath  depends. 
Thus  with  a  puff  the  whole  delusicim  ends. 


WRITTEN  IN  A  LADY^  IVORY  TABLE- 
BOOK,  1698. 


[This  is  the  firtt  of  Swift*s  poems  which  displays- his  strong  and 
peculiar  yeip  of  humour.  Husi  genius  seems  to  have  thtown 
off  its  eocumbrances,  and  assumed  proper  and  legitimaite  ex- 
ercise,  so  soon  as  he  was  released  from  his.  slavish  dependence 
upon  Temple.  3 


Peruse  my  leaves,  through  every  parj. 
And  think  thou  seest  my  owner's  heart, 
Scrawrd  o'er  with  trifles  thus,  and  quite 
As  hard,  as  senseless,  and  as  light ; 
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lExpos'd  to  every  coxcomb's  eyes. 
But  hid  with  caution  from  the  wise. 
Hej^Qfowfmy  f^^.  *^I>ear  chaining  saint;'' 
Beneath  "  A  new  receipt  for  paint :" 
Here,  in  beau-spellingi  "  Tru  tel  deth ;" 
There,  in  her  own,  "  For  an  el  breth  :*' 
Here,  "  Lovely  n3rmph,  pronounce  my  doom  l" 
There,  ^*  A  safe  way  to  use  perfume :" 
He^e,  ta.page  fiU'd  with  billet  doux,; 
Oft  t'other  side,  "  Laid  out  for  shoes"— 
^  Madam  I  die  without  your  grace" — 
**  Item,  for  half  a  yard  of  lace." 
.  Who  that  had  wit  would  place  it  here. 
For  ievisry  peeping  fop  to  jeer? 
To  think  that  your  brains'  issue  is 
Expos'd  to  th'  excrement  of  his. 
In  power  of  spittle  and  a  clout. 
Whene'er  he  please  to  blot  it  out ; 
And  then,  to  heighten  the  disgrace. 
Clap  his  own  nonsense  in  the  place. 
Whoe'er  expects  to  hoM*  his  part 
In  such  a  book,  and  such  a  heart. 
If  he  be  wealthy,  and  a  fool. 
Is  in  all  points  the  fittest  tool ; 
Of  whom 'it' may  be  justly  said, 
He^i^  a  gold  pencil  tip^'d  with  lead. 
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m^WKAVOES  HARRIS'S  PETITIOl^, 


\Thhy  and  the  following  piece  of  humour,  which,*  b'  thelif  itWn 
.peculiar  style,  wtil  probably  aet^r  be  equalled,  were  wiAMa 
while  Swift  was  c^p^in  Uf  Lord  Berl^el^y  iq  If elfn^^  NcM 
of  his  talents  is  move  remarkable  than  t^  ^a^  with  mihiflh 
he  could  assume  the  character  which  he  best  plefis^  to  o^ijipy 
for  the  moment,  and  bind  down  his  powerful  genius  to  |)m 
thoughts,  sentiments,  and  ^xpre^non^  oi  a  chunberra^  or 
housekeeper.] 


Ttf  their  exceltep^es,  4;ha  Jjok^  Jurtioeft.of  Ire* 

land,  *  . , .    ;  f    '^ 

The  humble  petiti<pin  of  Fimnceai  H^nis^         ^^ 
Who  must  starve  8^nd  die  $iinald  if  i\  imscjairif^.; 
Humbly  sheweth,  th?rt  I  wient  t<>  yiwm  mywH  i» 

Lady  Betty's  f  clawtwibw,  b^^duse  I  wfe  raid; 
And  I  had  in  a  pu^e  i^eyieo  poundi^  four  daiUings^ 

and  sixpence^  besii^es  ferAings,  ia  o^mey  mA 

gold; 
So  because  I  had  been  buying  things  for  my  lady 

last  night, 
I  was  resolv'd  to  tell  my  money,  to  see  if  it  was 

right. 


*  The  Earls  of  Berkeley  and  of  Galway H. 

f  ^ady  Betty  Berkeley,  afterwards  Germain*— H. 
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:  hai  ttx 

1,  Goaf 


.Now,  yoii  rtmst  kriow,  because  my  trank  hai  tt^ 

very  bad  lock, 
Therefbie  iill  the  monejr  I  hare,  which, 

knows,  is  a  very  small  stbck, 
I  keep  in  my  pocket,  ti^  dbbttt  my  middle, 

my  smock. 
So  when  I  weiit  to  put  up  my  purse,  as  God  would 

have  it,  my  smock  was  unripp*d. 
And  instead  of  putting  it  into  my  pockety  dowh  it 

slipped ; 
Then  the  bell  rung,  and  I  went  down  to  put  my 

lady  to  bed ; 
And,  God  knows,  I  thought  my  money  wais  ss 

safe  as  my  maidenhead. 
So,  when  I  came  up  again,  I  f6uAd  my  pocket  feel 

very  light; 
But  whetf  I  searchM,  and  mis^'d  my  purse^  Lord  I 

I  thought  I  shouhl  have  smik  otitright. 
*'  Ldrd }  madam/'  says  Mary,  '*^haw  a*ye  do  ?'* — 

**  Indeed,"  says  I,  ^*  never  worse : 
But  pray,  Mary,  Can  you  tell  what  I  have  dohe 

with  my  purse  ?'* 
**  Lord  help  me !"  says  Maty,  ^  I  never  stirr'd  out 

of  this  plac6  r* 
**  Nay,"  said  I,  *^  I  had  it  in  Lady  Betty's  cham- 

-ber,  that's  a  plain  case;" 
So  Mary  got  me  to    bed,    and  cover'd    me   up 

warm: 
However,  she  stole  away  my  garters,  that  I  might 

do  myself  no  harm. 
So  I  Umtbl^d  and  tosd'd  all  night,  as  you  may  very 
V       well  think, 
;    But  hardly  ever  set  my  eyes  together,  or  slept  a 

wink/ 
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So  I  was  a  dream'd,  m^ought,'  that  I  went  and 

searched  the  folks  round. 
And  in  a  owner  of  Mrs  Dukes's^  box,  tied  in  aragV 

the  money  was  found. 
So  next  morning  we  told  Whittle  f*  and  he  fell  a 

swearing : 
Then  my  dame  Wadger  J  came;  and  she,  yon know^ 

is  thick  of  hearing. 
**  Paiiie,"  said  I,  as  loud  I  could  bawl,  ^*  do  y6u 

know  what  a  loss  I  have  had  ?" 
^^  Nay,"  said  she,  "  my  Lord  Colway's§  folks  are 

all  very  sad : 
For  my  Lord  Dromedary  H  comes  a  Tuesday  with* 

out  fail."  » 

^'  Pugh  !"  said  I,  "  but  thafs  not  the  business  thit 

I  ail." 
Says  Cary,  %  says  he,  "  I  have  bew  a  servant  this 

five  and  twenty  years,  come  springs 
And  in  all  the  places  1  liv'd  I  never  heard  of  such 

a  thing."  ' 

^^  Yes,"  says  the  steward,  **  "  I  remember  when  I 

was  at  my  Lady  Shrewsbuiy's, 
^$uch  a  thing  as  this  happein'd;  just  about  the  time 

oi  goobeberries*^ 


*  Wiftj  to  one  of  the  footmen. — H. 

f  'J  he  Earl  of  Berkeley's  yalet.— H, 

%  The  old  deaf  housekeeper.**-!!. 

k  Galway — H. 

II  The  I  arl  of  Orogheda,  who,  with  the  primate,  was  to  Juc- 
ceed  the  two  earls,  then  lords  justices  of  Ireland. 

f  Clerk  of  the  kit€hen.*«H. 

**  Ferris ;  whom  the  poet  terms  in  his  Journal  a  scowiclret 
dog.    Vol.  II.  p.  11^ 
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So  I  went  to  the  piurty  suspected,  and  I  found  her 
full  of  grief: 

(Now,  you  must  know,  of  dl  things  in  the  world, 
I  hate  a  thief :) 

However,  I  was  resolv'd  to  bring  the  discourse  slily 
about : 

^*^  Mrs  Dukes,"  said  I,  **  here's  an  ugly  accident 
has  happened  out : 

'Tis  not  that  I  value  the  money  three-  skips  of  a 
louse;* 

But  the  thing  I  stand  upon  is  the  credit  of  the 
house.  ^ 

Tis  true,  seven  pounds,  four  shillings,  and  sixpence, 
makes  a  great  hole  in  my  wages : 

Besides,  as  they  Bay,  service  is  no  inheritance  in 
these  ages. 

Now,  Mrs  Dukes,  you  know,  and  every  body  un- 
derstands, 

'that  though  'tis  hard  to  judge,  yet  money  can't  go 
without  hands." 

*^  The  devU  take  me  !"  said  she  (blessing  herself) 
^•if  ever  I  saw't !" 

So  she  roar'd  like  a  bedlam,  as  diough  I  had  call'd 
her  all  to  naught. 

So  you  know,  what  oould  I  say  to  her  any  more  ? 

I  e^en  left  her,  and  came  away  as  wise  as  I  was  be- 
fore. ' 

Well ;  but  then  they  would  have  had  me  gone  to 
the  cunning  man ! 

^  No,"  said  I,  "  'Tis  the  same  thing,  the  Chap- 
lain t  will  be  here  anon." 


♦  A  usual  saying  of  hers.— H»  +  Swift.— H. 
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So  the  Chaplain  eame  in.    Now  the  serrants  say 

he  is  my  sweetheart. 
Because  he's  always  in  my  chamher,  and  I  always 

take  his  part. 
So,  as  the  devil  would  have  it,  befwe  I  was  aware, 

out  I  blundered, 
*^  Parsouj^'  said  I,  ^'^  can  you  cast  a  nativiiy,  when. 

.    a  body's  plunder'd  ?" 
j(Now  you  must  know,  he  hates  to  be  caU*d  Par^Uy 

like  the  devil !) 
"  Truly,"  says  he,  ^*  Mrs  Nah,  it  mig)^  become 

you  to  b^  more  civil ; 
If  your  money  be  gone,  as  a  learned  Divine  says^^ 

d'ye  see. 
You  are  no  text  for  miy  hapdhng;  so  ts^e  tiiat 

from  me :  >^ 

I  was  never  taken  for  a  Coi^urer  before,  I'd  have 

you  to  know." 
^^  Lord  !''  said  I,  ^^  doh't  be  asgry,  I  am  sure  I 

never  thought  you  so ; 
You  know  I  honour  the  cloth ;  I  design  to  be  a 

Parson's  vnfe ; 
I  never  took  one  in  yowi^  coat  for  a  conjurer  in  all 

my  life." 
With  that  he  twisted  his  ^rdle  at  me  like  a  ro^,  as 

who  should  say, 
^  Now  you  may  go  hang  yourself  for  me  !"  and  so 

went  away. 
Well :  I  thought  I  should  have  swoon'd.    *«  Lord!" 

said  I,  '^  what  shall  I  do  ? 
I  have  lost  my  money,  and  shall  lose  my  true  love 

too!" 


*  Dr  Boytony  one  of  the  cIiaplains.-*FAULKM£B. 
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Then  my  lord  calFd  me :  **  Hariy,  f*  said  my  Lord, 
*^  don't  cry ; 

ril  give  you  something  toward  thy  loss'' :  *'  And,'* 
says  my  la^,  **  so  will  I/' 

Oh!  but,  said  I,  what  if,  after  all,  the  Chajilain 
won't  come  to  ? 

For  that,  he  said,  (an't  please  your  Excellencies,) 
I  must  petition  you. 

The  premises  tenderly  consider'd,  I  desire  your 
Excellencies  protection. 

And  that  I  may  have  a  share  in  next  Sunday's  col- 
lection ; 

And,  over  and  abore,  tha^  I  may  have  your  Excel* 
lencies  letter. 

With  an  order  {of  the  Chaplain  aforesaid,  or,  in- 
stead of  hkn  a  better: 

And  then  your  poor  petitioner,  both  night  aind 
day. 

Or  the  chaplain  (for  'tis  his  trade,)   as  iii  duty 
bound,  shall  ever  pray. 

*  A  cant  word  of  Lord  «|d  Ladj  Berkdqr  to  Mrs  Har* 
ins.— H. 
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A  BALLAD  ON  THE  GAME  OF  TRAFFIC. 

i 

f  WRITTEN  AT  THE  CASTLE  OF  DUBI^IM,  1699* 

My  Lord,  *  to  find  out  who  must  deal. 
Delivers  cards  aboijt, .  ,    j 

f  But  the  first  knave  dbe^  seldom  fail       ... 
To  find  the  doctor  out. 

-  Bu{  thmi  hishonour  dry'd,  gadssooks! 
And  seemed  to  knit  his  brow  :- 
For  orf  a  knave  he  never  looks       , 
But  h'  thinks  upon  Jack  How,  f 

lily'ladjr,  th'oigh  she  is  no  player,         ' 
^  Some  bungling  partner  iake?,    .  , 
'  Ahd|  W^edg'd  in  corner  of  a  chair. 
Takes  snuff,  and  holds  the  stakes. 

Dame  Floyd4ooks'Ofrt"in  grave  suspense-  - 
.,  For  pair  royaJs  and  sequents } 
But,  wisely  cautioit^  ^f*her  pence. 
The  castle  seldom  frequents. 

Quoth  Herries,  {  fairly  putting  cases, 

I'd  won  it  on' my  word. 
If  I  had  but  a  pair  of  aces. 

And  could  pick  up  a  third. 

But  Weston  has  a  new-cast  gown 
On  Sundays  to  be  fine  in. 


♦  The  Earl  of  Berkeley,— H. 

+  Paymaster  to  the  army.— H. 

i  Mrs  Frances  Harris^  the  heroioe  of  the  preceding  poem. 


Digitized  by 


Google  J 


A  BALLAD.  59 

Aliid,  if  sfaje  ca»  but  win  a  crown, 
*TwUl  just  new  dye  the  lining. 

^  With  lliese  is  parson  Swift,  * 
"  Not  knowing  how  to  spend  his  time, 

*^  Does  make  a  wretched  shift, 
"  To  deafen  them  with  puns  and  rhyme." 


A  BALLAD, 

TO  THE  TUNE  OF,  THE  CUT.FUR9E«f 
WBITTEN  IN  AUGUST  1702. 

L 
Oj^CE  on  a  time,  as  old  stories  rehearse, 

A  friar  would  need  show  his  talent  in  Latin  5 
But  was  sorely  put  to*t  in  the  midst  of  a  verse. 
Because  he  could  find  no  word  to  come  pat  in : 
Then  all  in  the  place 
He  left  a  void  space. 
And  so  went  to  bed  in  a  desperate  case : 


*  Written  by  Lady  Betty  Berkeley,  afterwards  Lady  Betty 
Germain.     See  the  next  poem. 

'  ir  Lady  Betty  Berkeley,  finding  the  preceding  yerses  in  the  au- 
thor's roqm  unfinished,  wrote  under  them  the  concluding  stai^a, 
which  gs^T^  occasion  to  this  ballad,  written  by  the  author  in  1^ 
counterfeit  hand,  as  if  a  third  person  had  done  it.«-^wiFT. 

The  Cut-purse  is  a  ballad  sung  by  NiA^htingale,  the  balhid« 
smger,  in  Ben  Jonson's  Bartholomew  Fair.  The  tune  seems  to 
haye  been  yery  popular,  and  the  wonls  the  subject  of  many  paro* 
dies.  See  one  upon  an  adyenture  of  Jonathan  Wild^  in  Fopean4 
Swift's  Miscellanies^  Vol.  X|U.  p.  365, 
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When' behold  the  next  morning  a  wonderful  Hddle  ! 
He  found  it  was  strangely  fili*d  up  in  the  middle. 

Cho.  Let  censuring  critics  then  think  j^HU  tfcey 
list  on*t} 
Who  would  not  write  verses  with  such  an  as- 
sistant ? 

II. 

This  put  me  the  friar  into  an  amazement : 

For  he  wisely  considered  it  must  be  a  sprite ; 
That  he  came  through*  the  keyhole,  or  in  at  the 
casement; 
And  it  needs  must  be  one  that  could  both  read 
and  write : 

Yet  he  did  not  know 
If  it  were  friend  or  foe. 
Or  whether  it  came  from  above  or  below ; 
Howe'er,  it  was  civil,  in  angel  or  elf, 
For  he  ne'er  could  have  fill  d  it  so  well  of  himself. 
Cho.  Let  censuring,  &c. 

lit 

Even  so  Master  Doctor  had  puzzled  his  brains 

In  making  a  ballad,  but  was  at  Qr  stand  :    ^ 
He  had  mixt  little  wit  with  a  great  deal  of  pains. 
When  he  found  a  new  help  from  invisible  hand. 
Then,  good  Doctor  Swift, 
Pay  thanks  for  the  gift. 
For  you  freely  must  own  ycm  were  at  a  dead  lift ; 
And,  though  some  malicious  young  spirit  did  do\ 
You  may  know  by  the  hand  it  had  no  cloven  foot. 
Cho.  Let  censuring,  &c. 
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[In  the  anihfur'fit  life  W9  li^ye  meptioned  the  disappointment  which 
he  experienced  under  the  inefficient  patronage  of  Lord  Berke- 
ley, chiefly  from  the  influence  of  his  Lordship's  secretary,  Mr 
Bush.  The  following  tibes,  among  other  satirical  effusions^ 
were  the  eyidence  of  his  fesen^nienty  and  probably  had  some 
share  in  determining  the  earl  to  get  rid  of  so  untractablea 
dependent,  by  gratifying,  him  with  a  liying  so  soon  as  pos- 
sible.] 


When  wise  Lord  Berkeley  first  came  here,  * 

Statesmen  and  mob  expected  wonders. 
Nor  thought  to  find  so  great  a  peer 

Ere  a  week  past  ccunmitting  blunders. 
Till  on  a  day  cut  out  by  fate. 

When  folk^  came  thick  to  make  their  courts 
Out  slipt  a  mystery  of  ^iate. 

To  give  the  town  and  country  spwt. 
Now  entersi  Bushf  with  new  state  airs. 

His  lordship's  premier  minister ; 
And  who»  in  aU  profound  fi^ffairs. 

Is  held  as  needful  as  his  clyster.  J 
With  head  reclining  on  his  shoulder. 

He  deals  and  hears  mysterious  chat. 


*  Tp  I9^1an4,  as  one  of  the  lords  justices. «*>H. 
-f  Bush,  by  some  underhand  insinuation,  obtained  the  post  dt 
secretary,'  which  had  l)eeri  promisied  to  Swift, — H. 
X  Always  taken  before  jay  lord  went  to  councU.-^H. 
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While  every  ignorant  beholder 

Asks  of  his  neighbour,  who  is  that  ? 
With  this  he  put  up  to  my  lord, 

The  courtiers  kept  thejr  distance  due. 
He  twitchM  his  sleeve,  and  stole  a  word ; 

Then  to  a  comer  both  withdrew. 
Imagine  now  my  lord  and  Bush 

Whispering  in  junto  most  profound. 
Like  good  king  Phyz  and  good  king  Ush,* 

While  all  the  rest  stood  gaping  round. 
At  length  a  spark,  not  too  well  bred. 

Of  forward  face  and  ear  acute. 
Advanced  on  tiptoe,  leaned  his  head^ 

To  overhear  the  grand  dispute  ; 
To  learn  what  Northern  kings  design. 

Or  from  Whitehall  some  new  express. 
Papists  disarmM,  or  fall  of  coin ; 

For  sure  (thought  he)  it  canH  be  less. 
My  lord,  said  Bush,  a  friend  and  I, 

Disguised  in  two  old  threadbare  coats. 
Ere  moming*s  dawn,  stole  out  to  spy 

How  markets  went  for  hay  and  oats^ 
With  that  he  draws  two  handfuls  out. 

The  one  was  oats,  the  other  hay ; 
Puts  this  to*s  excellency*s  snout,  \ 

And  begs  he  would  the  other  weigh. 
My  lord  seems  pleased,  but  still  directs 

By  all  means  to  bring  down  the  rates  ; 
Then,  with  a  congee  circumflex, 

Bush,  smiling  round  on  alt,  retreats. 
Our  listener  stood  a  while  confused. 

But  gathering  spirits,  wisely  ran  for% 
EnragM  to  see  the  world  abus*d. 

By  two  such  whispering  kings  of  Brentford. 

♦  See  «  The  Rehearsal."— H. 
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THE  PROBLEM. 


^^  THAT  MY  LORD. BERKELEY  STINKS  WREN  KE  IS 
IN  LOVE." 


Did  ever  problem  thus  pefpkX) 

Or  more  emplov  the  female  sex  ? 

So  sweet  a  passion,  who  would  think, 

Jove  ever  formed  to  make  a  stink  ? 

The  ladies  vow  and  swear^  they^Il  try. 

Whether  it  be  a  truth  or  lie. 

Love's  fire,  it  seems,  like  inwaitl  heat. 

Works  in  my  lord  by  stool  and  sweat. 

Which  brings  a  stink  from  every  pore. 

And  from  behind  and  from  before ; 

Yet  what  is  wonderful  to  tell  it, 

None  but  the  favourite  nyroph  can  smell  it. 

But  now,  to  solve  the  natural  cause 

By  sober  philosophic  laws : 

Whether  all  passions,  when  in  ferment. 

Work  out  as  anger  does  in  vennin ; 

So,  when, a  weasel  you  tonhent. 

You  find  his  passion  by  his  scent. 

We  read  of  kings,  who,  in  a  fright, 

Though  on  a  throne,  would  fall  to  sh— -• 

Beside  all  this,  deep  scholars  know. 

That  the  main  string  of  Cupid's  bow^ 

Once  on  a  time  was  an  a —  gut ; 

Now  to  a  nobler  office  put. 

By  favour  or  desert  preferred 

From  giving  passage  to  a  t — ; 
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But  still,  though  fix'd  among  the  stars. 
Does  sympathize  with  human  a—. 
Thus,  when  you  feel  a  hard-bound  breech. 
Conclude  love's  bowstring  at  full  stretch. 
Till  the  kind  looseness  comes,  and  then. 
Conclude  the  bow  relaxed  again. 

'  And  now,  the  ladies  all  are  bent 
To  try  the  great  experimttit. 
Ambitious  of  a  regent's  heart. 
Spread  all  their  charms  to  catch  a  f— ; 
Watching  the  first  unsavoury  wind. 
Some  ply  before,  and  some  behind.. 
My  lord,  on  fire  atnid  the  dames, 
F — ^ts  like  a  laurel  in  the  flames. 
The  fair  approach  the  speaking  part. 
To  try  the  back-way  to  his  heart. 
Tor,  as  when  we  a  gun  discharge, 
Although  the  bore  be  ne'er  so  large, 
Before  the  flame  from  muzzle  burst. 
Just  at  the  breech  it  flashes  first : 
So  from  my  lord  his  passion  broke. 
He  f — d  first,  aad  then  he  spc^^. 

TJie  ladies  vanish  in  the  smother. 
To  confer  notes  with  one  another ; 
And  now  they  all  agreed  to  name 
Whom  each  one  thought  th^  happy  dame. 
Quoth  Neal,  whatever  tiie  rest  may  think^ 
I'm  sure  'twas  I  dmt  smelt  the  stink. 
You  smell  the  stink  I  by  G-— d,  you  lie. 
Quoth  Ross,  for  I'll  be  sworn  'twas  I.' 
Ladies,  quoth  Levens,  pray  forbear : 
Let's  not  fall  out ;  we  s^  had  share ; 
And,  by  the  most  I  can  discover, 
My  lord's  a  universal  lover. 

13 
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ti<ii\  ':  "I"  :  /■'  i  f)..;  ;>■;• 
:  i.fit ;  ■•  .'■  '.'.  ■■'■  '!-■  "';:  " 


THE  DESCRIPTION  OF  A  SA^JAMANDER.* 

■''■■V'-'- 1705. '■■'■"        '  ;  't 

'        •       -  '■■■  w.^  '^        ■:i*'^ 

■*    "'^   "'/^    '-'>      /'•■        •    ■-'■—  ''C  ? 

[At  the  siege  of  Nf^^,,iii.  ip95^  LordCn^ts  comnui«ded  a.b^ 
of  English  employed  as  a  storming  parij,  and  displayed  such 
cool  intrepidity  amidst  bi  most  treme^&ous  fire  of  artillery  and 
mnsqnetry,  that  hmwni  edrnpInnetiM  idth  the  name  6f  the 
Salamander,  as  if  j^k^H/l^^.  flamp/ and  <»rror  hud  been  his 
proper  element.     ,,:      f?  !' *>  ;  /:  ^  :  ' 

Swift,  no  admiret  of  ^ilikry  Writ,  and  Vnfriendly  to  liOrdCntis 
in  particular,  has^  eftfplojred  his  wit  in  deducing  from  hia  rices 
and  follies,  th^'  ikmc^  ^be^towed  on '<lim  .for  his  intrepid, 
bravery.]  ^i  f.;/  i  r.  .     -   >,';   '      >'.' 

.  )!:;  ').i  <,    ■  .  ^         •'  '^  ..■. .    -j/m  ?••(  ^ 
As  mastiff  dogs  in  modem  phrase  are*  I  r' 

iSaii'd  P(mpe7/iiiSkiftWy  QXidCossar ;  >  :       .    .      i!* ' 
As  pies  and  daws,  lare  often  stjl-d  •        : 
With  Christjaii^nicknaakes^  like  <a  child ;  »c; 

As  we  say  AfoWeur  to  an  apfe/       '  /  ' 

Without  ofTence  to  liuinafli  shape ;  '■ 

So  men  have  got^/rbiXi'hirdiadid  brute. 
Names  that  would/ bi^st  their  nature  suit.  '  • 

The  Lion,  EagleytFoxidiodBoar, 
Were  heroes  ti|;te6  heret^forc^  v  •  t 

Bestowed  as  hieroglyphics  !fit) 
To  shew  their  valour,  str^gth,  or  wit : 


♦  From  Pliny,  Nat  HUt  lib.  x.  c.  67.  lib.  xxix.  c  4. 
VOL.  XIV.  S 
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For  what  is  understood  hyfame^ 

Beside  the  getting  of  a  name  ? 

But,  e'er  since  men  invented  guns, 

A  different  way  their  fancy  runs : 

T^  p^ntAj|I/5r<py^/^^^  -la  JHl'J 

For  something  that  wilLftonquer^r^. 

Would  you  describe  Turehne  or  Trump  ? 

Think  of  a  bucket  or  a  pump. 

Are  these  too  low  ?----«tlieiM?id  out  grander. 

Call  my  Lord  Cutts  a  Salamander. 

:Whaia(MkyiOlfleet»giaiB»t:th^te»^   hi:>   .nVjnp^nm 

<Plroy  a[dlipTO^te^wbattweaffir«i!>^«    ■•     '^«^ 


This  reptile  of  the  serpent  kind,. 

With  gaudy  coat,  and  shining  train  5 

But  loathsome  spots  hts'body' stain : 

Out  from  some  hole  obscure  he  flies. 

When  rains  descend,  and  t&npe^i  ri$€(,  '^ i  =   ua    A 

Till  the  sun  clearathe  air  j  :a^\t*rfen  ;    ^   '^  ^t^^ 

Crawls  back  neglected  to  hie  dMi;      ♦  '  f»    -   f  / 

So,  wheiilth^Mmr  hids.nds?d  di^OPItt,  *  -   •  ^' 

IVe  seen  a  snake  in  human  fbtm^  /        '  //^^ 

All  stain'd  with  mfcimy  and  viie>  i    ;  : ; ' ' 

I^ap  from  the  dnbghtll  in  ai  trrcie,       .      '  r^  ' 

Burnish,  and^madccl  a  gaudy'sfodW^  Ii    m       ' 

Become  a  general,  p^^,f  mtdbeku,  /*   > »  T 

Till  peace  has  made  tYiesky  setexiky'         :!• 
Then  shrink  into  its  hdea^n.    >     r    .   i» 
"  AH  this  we:grantT4^why  then  look  yonder. 
Sure  that  must  be  a  Salamander !" 

Further,  we  are  by  Pliny  told^ 
This  serpent  is  extrjepaely  cold  5  .       ;  '■  ;  :o.  1 


t   i  * 
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So  cold,  that  put  it  iii  tliej fjre>^^  ^  ,   ,p^   ,^,    .  ;,» 

Twill  make  the  ferv^ names ^^xpire.;  ,.,    ^    j'- '     ' 
Besides,  it  spews  a  filthy  troth 
(Whethe^th^o^gh  ragf^^r^We,  orbpl^^^      /.,,- 
Of  matter  pfurulent  ar\d  w|^ite^  ^    .   .  ,,^     ,.    '   i'      .  r 
Which,  happening  pjji^jfh^s)^^^  ^p^Jig^^V ' , ":  .  •    ;. 
And  there  corrupting  to  a  wound,  ' 
Spreads  leprosy  and  bal^n^s:^  rpujlfd.    ..j.   c:  ^     - 

So  have  I  seep.a'b^r^a>^^     ^^i  ^, ,.;.;:  ;Vr 
%  age  and  clat>s  g^wi^^  ni  oiiM  JnoM 

Whose  breath  or  touch,'  where  er  he  came. 


Receive  the  filth  whicli  he  ejects,' 

She  soon  would  find  the  same  .effects,,       r   .     — 

Her  tamted  catease  to  biirsue,  j    / 

As  from  the'i^alatria!Mer*SjSpew  ;'^  //^^^^  '         *       , 

A  dismal  shedding  of  het  locks. 

And,  if  no  leprosy,  a  pox^  ^  r      — 

"  Then  III  appeal  to'  eSabhlbystaiiier; '  '     • ' 

IfthisbenAta^^alanldiiaerr     '    ;"-\  ''   ,/ 


TO  THE  JlARLpF'PErTERBOIlOUGjfiE^, 

'  ./.^..':  .  ,.:.  Yi     ;..iy....ii  •     ■• 

WHO    COMMikKbBD    THE    BRITISH    FORCES    IN    $PAIK« 

MoBDANTcfitUs'the  trump  of  fame,   :  !  »;    ' 
The  Christian  woilds^his  deeds  pi^ddaiin/ 
And  prints  are  crowded  with  his  nape, 
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68  POBMS^ 

In  journies  he  outrides,  the  post,  .  ...  r  r  ^  ^  ^, 
Sits  up  till  midnight  mm  hi^,  host,  ,  ^^  , , ;  j  - 
Talks  politics,  knd  gives 'ilie  toast;        ^      j     \ ';    r . 

Knows  eveiypflttc^^ihj  Europe's  fa^^  .*.,.,  y 
Flies  like  a  squib  frorti^lk'c^e  to  place,  '  |^  1  ,  i 
And  travels  not,  b|it  runs  a M^^^      !''''?n/fli  f    '/ 

From  Pans  gazette  a-ja^mam,       ^.  ]     ;    ;  ^  ' 
This  day  *s  arrivM;WitJiputhi^trairi,'^l^^^^^  r  ! .!  !      /j^^ 
Mordanto  in  a  Week  from  l^pain-      ^'  ^      *  - 

A  messenger  comes  jail  a-r6ek  ^^^  ;.f.,^.i  ;,  ^ 
Mordanto  at  Madp^i^to^ s^^^^^^^^  ^^^.^j.,^..;  .,^;;^ 

Heleft  the  town  above  a  yepk.,,^  ^,,,;.     .^  ^^^.^     . 

Next  day  the  postbo^  \yi|lids  lii^J^<ii^^^^^  ,  * : 

And  rides  through  Dover  iix  the  iporji  t^^.j    ,"^.;,  'Jj 
Mordanto*s  landed  from  Leghorn,     r     j    j^.^^y  j,  / 


i; 


Mordanto  gaUops  on  ^one, 
The  roads  are  with  his  followers  $tFOWA,, 
This  breaks  a  girth,  and  that  a  bone ; 

His  body  active  as  his  mind. 
Returning  sound  in  limb  and  wind, 
Except  scKue  leather  lost  behind. 

A  skeleton  ip  outward  iigpre,  -  ^  '  - 
His  meagre  corpse,  though  full  of  vigour^ 
Would  halt  behind  him,  were  it  bigger. 


{''.(• 


So  wonderful  his  expedition, 
When  you  have  not  the  least  isuspicibh^ 
He's  withiybii  like  an  apparition^      m 
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ON  THE  bmov.  6g 

Shines  in  all  climates  like  a  star;  '  > , 

In  senates  bold,  and  fierce  in  war  i      _   ,  • 

A  land  commandei^,  and  a  tar : 

Heroic  actions  early  bred  in. 
Ne'er  to  be  matched  in  modem  reading, ' 
But  by  his  namesake,  Charles  of  Swedfeix. 

■  '  ■      •  '.     ','■'.'    •;  .        .     .\ '  '/^  I. •; 


ON  THE  UNION. 


[Swift's  hatred  to  t^e  ScotttehQ^tipm  led  hh^itp  look  upon  tha 
Union  with  great  resentment,  as  a  measure  degrading  to  Eng- 
land. The  Scottish  themselves  haardlj  detested  the  idea  mora 
than  he  did ;  and  that  is  saying  as  much  as  possible.3 


The  queen: has  lately  lost  a  part 
Of  her  ENTIRELY-ENGLISH  *  heart. 
For  want  of  which,  by  way  of  botch. 
She  piecM  it  up  again  with  Scotch. 
Blest  revolution  !  which  creates 
Divided  hearts,  united  states  ! 
See  hoW'tbedouUe  nation  lies, 
Like  a  rict  coat  with  skirts  of  frize : 
As  if  a  man,  in  making  posies, 
Sho«kil4mndle  thistles- tip  with  roses. 


♦  Thtt4i^ttt>  on  Queen' Anne^^Gorotmtion  medal.-^N. 
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Who  ever  yet  a  union  s^y^:  -     r 

Of  kingdoms  without  fj^m  prtaw  ?  * .  V  ^ : 
Henceforward  let  ho'  sV^tesman  dare 

kingdom  to  a  ship  compare  ; 
Lest  he  should  call  our  cpmiUQpweal,  j , 
A  vessel  with  a  double  keel :  -  /'-  .   '";  '^ 
Which,  just  liT^e  piirs,*  newVjgg'^d  an4j 
And  got  atoutsL  league  from  land^ 
By  change  of  wind  to  leeward  side, 
The  pilot  knew  not  how  to  guide, 
So  tossing  faction  will  overwhelm 
Our  cra^y  doubl^-bottom'd  realm. 


vVi 


,'.') 


TO  MRS  BIDDY  FLOYD y\\   .' 

OB,  THE  RECEIPT  TO  FORM  A  BEAUTYjf  1708. 


[Thi 


is  elegant  compliment  led  to  numerous  silly  imitations,  whii^ 
causes  Swift  to  put  9.  caution  in  Apdlb^i  Ediet^to  t^^^^s^ 

^  With  feaoales*  eomponliids  1  am  cioyV9, '     '  ^  * 

Which O0l3rplease<;l;ia, Biddy flo^d^''     .\      ;,  ;       /        ,. 


When  Cupid  did  his  grandsire  Jove  ieisir^al 
To  form  some  Beaufy  by  a  n0W  r^eipty 


*  I.e.  I2iflering.io  religion.andJaH. 

+  The  folloDring  elegant  Latin  yersiqn  of  this  **  Receipt*'  wa» 
£rst  prated  in  the  si^th  Tolume  of  X^yd^^»  JAis^dlafljier : ' 
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Jove  sent,  and  founds  far  in  a  country  scene. 
Truth,  innocence,  good  nature,  look  serene : 
From  which  ingre^ftt^ /ifsj  t^e  ^xtrous  boy 
Picked  the  demure^^fe  aWkwara;  and  the  coy. 
The  Graces,  from  the  court  did  next  provide 
Breedtagy  and  wi%i  ^iiid^^r^  i^  deeent^rride  e 
These  Venus  cleans  from  every  spurious  grain 
Of  nice,  coquet,  a0l^tf{)^p^  s^  vain. 
Jove  mix'd  up  all,  and  the  best  clay  employed  s 
Then  call'd  the  happy  CQiopQgition  Floyd. 


71 


OiW^tiyi^cibdsCiii^idbMaiBd^   '  "  ' 
«irt  tabdem  omb^teiiB  patec  dteiw    :  • 

Arridens  cito,  runs  ad  recessum 
AlmiM  mifSX  arau^  Fidem^ue  nudam  , . 
lUic  repperit,  Iniidcenfiimidae^  .   '"'   . 
£t  vnltam  placichinl,  I^dolediqae  siiiiveiA : 
Dextiiy  quae,  fiicili  Puer  peritus 
i)i(ia  ^liiniorparioiie  piii^i^    •  ^    .*?>';// 
Etporomir^datoinelegaBtV:.  ..    .       ti 
Ac  mmift  timidafugabitate. 
Sacrae  Piendes  parai^t  deiode  .  , 

"Eol^Ml  ibgeiiiiam  lustiftmcAoiettr,''  "  '    ' 
Acninenque  acre^  Oratiarnqoe  iorvom^ 
$4#tn  fe>DOft  ovnife  effereaie  BMtii^  .  '  / ) 
Ab  his  flava  Venos  removit  oinnem 
Procul  oiolitieiiiy  et  malas  dolosse 
Mentis  lUecebta^  Ineptiagque 
Bonum  prav^  imitantiamTlevesqae 
Bf  otns^  GloriokBque  Inaoitatenu 
Miscet  omnia  Japiter,  lutOQH^ 
Temperat  melioi^,  lVcl&(lit|ue     '    t     -  ^ 


Hi  .; 


// 


,'i/a   ill*  I!;  -i  i'MiJ 


:>.:^ 
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THE  REVEiRSE 


■   '  :    ;:-     '  ^.        —   -    ,r-       .      -.•;;!:)   .,,.'5 

(to  swift's  VEB$»SQN'BIf>OV.jPL0¥D)^!r)      • 

. .  •  '"^  ;:  ^  :  :     :j  i  //  ^  .</ 

OR  MRS  Gfct^DDJ    ^ 

[These  Tenes  were  fint  printed  by  tEel^radDr  Barrett,  from 
the  Whimsical  Medlej,  a  Manuspi^pt  from  which  he  recorered 
sereral  of  Dr  Swift's  lighter  pieces.  It.  seems  to  be  alluded  to 
a^  Swift's,  ia  a  stupid  imitatiou  of  the  Liliputum  Ode,  occur- 
ring among  other  trash  in  Hba  CruUiyeriana. 

House  of  Van,  Mother  Qndd 
Made  the  man^  food  of  mad* 

I  do  not,  howeyer,  pretend  to  deny  that  the  line  may  only  re- 
late to  the  poem  on  Van's  house,  which  b^ins 

When  Mother  Cludd  rose  np  from  play. 

In  that  case  the  authenticity  will  rest  on  the  intraisic  eyi- 
denoe.] 


Venus  one  day,  as  story  goes. 
But  for  what  reason  no  man  knows. 
In  sullen  mood  and  grave  deport, 
Trudg'd  it  away  to  Jove's  high  court ; 
And  there  his  Godship  did  entreat 
To  look  out  for  his  best  receipt : 
And  make  a  monster  strange  and  odd, 
Abhorred  by  man  and  every  god. 
Jove  ever  kind  to  all  the  fair. 
Nor  e'er  refused  a  lady's  prayer. 
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Straight  ope'd  'scrutore,  and  forth  he  took 

A  neatly  bound  and  well-gilt  book ; 

Sure  sign  that  nothing  enter'd  there. 

But  what  wag?  4tety  ehoiice  and  rare. 

Scarce  had  he  turned  a  page  or  two, — 

It  might  be  more  for  aught  I  know  j  . 

But,  be  the  matter  more  or  less, 

'Mong  friends, 'twill  bre^Ji  no  equwes,  I  guess* 

Then,  smiling,  to  the  dame  quoth  h^ 

Here's  one  will iityou  to  a  T.  ^ . 

But,  as  the  writing  doth  presicribej 

Tis  fit  the  ingredii^hts  we  proVidfe^  : 

Away  he  went,  and  searched  [the  3tewS| 

And  every  street  about  the  Mews  : 

Diseases,  impudence,  and  lias,    ;  \       . 

Are  found  4nd  brought  Mm  iH  a^t^ipe.  .       i 

From  Haclmeythwhedidpirovide,  ,     •  :. 

A  clumsy  air  and  awkward  pridte : 

From  lady's  toilet  next  he  brought 

Noise,  scandal,  and  malicious  thought. 

These  Jove  put  in  an  old  close-stpol. 

And  with  them  mix'd  the  vain,  the  fool.    .     . 

But  now  came  on  his  greatest  care. 
Of  what  he  should  his  paste  prepare; 
For  common  cjajf  Q?  filler  mould 
Was  much  too  good,  such. stuff  to  hold      , 
At  last  he  wisely  thought  oa  mud  ^ 
So  raisM  it^^,  and  ca^ird  itr-^CA/flW,     ._, 
With  this,  the  lady  well  content. 
Low  courtesyM,  and  away  ^Iji^  went. 
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TO   THE    HOHMTiABLB  JIBS  imrCH,*      .      .   '■ ') 
UNDER  QSft  NAME  OF  ARDXLlAi 

Phoebus^  now  shortening  evety  .i^ade,  ^ 

^    Up  to  the  northern  iTD^j^^came^  .          ' 

And  thence  beheld  a  lovely  tnsud,  '  ^ 
Attending  on  a  royal  dame» 

The  god  laid  down  his  feeble  rays^  * 

Then  lighted  frdm  his  glitlmng  ooach;   ;  ^ 

But  fenc'd  his  head  witji  his  own  l^ys. 
Before  he  durst  the  nyirtph  appr^k 

Under  those  sacred  leaves^  secure 
From  conunoB  lightning  <rf  ^  skie% 

He  fondly  thought  he  might  endure        * 
The  flashes  of  Ardelia's  eyeis.   '  * 

'» . 

The  nymph,  who  oft  had  read  in  hook^ 
Of  that  bright  god  whom  biurdi^  intokdj 

Soon  knew  Apollo  by  his  looks^ 
And  guess'd  his  busine3S  ere  he  spoke^ 

He,  in  the  old  celestic^I  cant,  ;,    * 

Confessed  his  flame,  and  $wore  by  otyx. 

Whatever  she  would  desire,  to  grant — 
But  wise  Ardelia  knew  his  tricks. 


*  Afterwards  Countess  of  Winchelsea* 
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Ovid  had  wam'd  h#fc  J^  biSwmre , 
Of  strolling  gpds^ ;  iviop*  ikaual  trade  b. 

Under  pretencp  of  takiaga^r,   .  . 

To  pick  up  sublunary  itadies. 

Howe'er she  g^kveiu^Aat^eaiaJy.      i  .   ^  .  : 

As  having  ma|ic6.i0  her  b^irt^     >  : 
And  was  resoly'd  iippa  a«tm^,  /    V 

To  cheat  the  ;god  i»his  ognoa  ^^  i  *  .  .     \ 

*^  Hear  my  reijuest/*  the  .vii^in  said ; . 

*^  Let  which  I  pjii^a^e.of  all  the  Nine    • 
Attend,  whene'er  J .  want  their  aid. 

Obey  my  cqU,  andjQidyi  inine/' 

By  vow  oblig'd^  fcy  .passion  led,       w 
The  god.qgwld iOOt  jrefusei tier  pi^y^r e 

He  wav'd  his  vreathithri^o-er  her  head,  •    f       > 
Thrice'iiiuHex'd:SGm^hsttg  to  ih^  air,!      "   '. 

And  now  he  thought  to  seize  his  due; 

But  she  the  chsErttt^reaify  tried : 
Thalia  heard  the  call,  and  flew 

Tq  wait  at  J^gjjt ;4fdeli^jj  :5id^     / 

On  p\^h%  pf .tju^  cA^fiisiffrudf^  ,   . , , 

Apollo  thought  ij  Y^in  to  stay ; 
Nor  in  her  presence  duri^  be  riide. 

But  made  his  leg  and  went  away* 

He  hop'd  tq  fin4  some  lucky  hour, 
l^heti  oil  their  queen  the  M^s«9  wp(^ , 

B^t  Fall^  own^  ArdcJia'^s  power :. 
For  vows'divine  are  kept  by  FaDe.   "    ' 


Digitized  by 


Google 


76  fOBM$. 

Then,  full  of  rage,  ApoUo  i^oke  :  '  ' 

**  Deceitfiil  njnBph  !  I  see  thy  art  ^ . 

And,  though  I  can't  my  gift  revoke^ 
I'll  disappoint  its  nobler  part.  -  > 

X^t  stubborn  pride  possess  thee  long>     ' 
And  be  thou  negligent  of  fame^    '       • 

With  every  Muse  tQ.gra&ethytSOng,-  >   '' 
May'st  thou  despiser.9r  poet's  haQpiei 

Of  modest  poets  thoii  be  first; 

To  silent  idiades  repeat  thy  verse. 
Till  Fame  and  Eioho  almk)^  burst. 

Yet  hardly  dare  one  line  rehearse.  '      ^ 

And  last,  my  vengeaace  ta  complete,        ' 
May'st  tfaoo  descend  to  take  renown, 

Prevail'd  bu'by  thething  you  bate, 
A  whig !  and  one  that  wears  a  gown  T* 


>  O  t 


.>  jl- 


BUILT  FROM  THE  BITINS  OF  WHITEHALL  THAt  WAS 


VANfeRUGff  S  HOUiE, 

B  BiriNS  OF  WHr 

;,|^]ijRNT,  1704. 


^In  the  preface  to  thi^ 'Miscellanies,  in  which  i\m  Jirelj  satire 
first  appeared, '.  tKd' authors  express  some  compuoctioa  for 
haying  written  it.:  It  docs  injustice  to  Vandrugh,  bdth  a»'a 
poet  and  architect .'  The  coviediet  of  that xblebriKted  dramatist 
ifford  excellent  examples  of  light,  easj^  and  natural  dialogues; 
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and  were,  as  Cil;;ber;  bas  aMprdQd,.  lefs,  tfpal^sc^  t^ftiie 
memory  of  the  performers  Ihan  those  of  any  other  dramatist. 
He  died  at  the  house  in  WhilbhaH'  (bereTidiciiled)/^th  March 

In  times  of  old,  when  T'liime^vfas  yqinig^j/  ;i  ^ 
And  poets  their  own  ygps^  ^^^r      :::oiI  /)  i: 
A  verse  would  draw/j^  ;sU#^ .or.  j^eapi ,  ;  f  [    ,  7  /  ^    . 
That  now  would  overload. ^tpain.;    f      ^  ;.  .  j   , 
Lead  them  a  dance  of  nifiny  ^;  |pilg»  ^    ^.^  r    ;  j 
Then  rear  them  to  a  gowiiyfjgi^^^:  ^  ,u  ni  i  ij  (i 
Each  nu^b|^^ had i^; diffeif^t  poif er t  tnc'.  \;:y\r}   ' 
Heroic  strams  could,hu^4>^ #ls^^ ;     .'  v!  ?  '!r  ^  u  T 
Sonnets,  or  elegies  tp^jChlorjs^  ,,r     v   r  .ij , 
Might  raise  a  house  aboujL^wastofi  ;  ," 

A  lyric  ode  would  slat^;  a  q^Jb^.      >     ,.  v.      (  '  <    ; 
Would  tile ;  ang^epigf afOji  jwpuld  tljfatchr^  ^  i :  i  ; . , 

But,  to  their  own  or  jsMi^lord's  pqst^  f[):,i        *   / 
Now  Poets  feel  this  art  is  lost.  K/:/n;  *    ir 

Not  one  of  all  pur  iuneful  throng   ;    i  ! : :  ( •<  *  m   . 
Can  raise  a  lodging  fpr  a  spng.    ,    .  ;i. 
For  Jove  considered  wpll  the  case, .   •     .  ,  ^      ,  :  > 
Observed  they  greyr  a  numerous  racj^j      :     J  i    / 
And  should  they  build  as  fs^t  8^  ^rit^i  ,    /  <  : 

Twould  ruin  undertakers  quite.  ,  .  i  t ' 

This  evil  therefore  to  jfxrevent,  ; ' ' 

He  wisely  ehang'd  their,  element :  .  i  ,,        . 

On^eaith  the  God  of  Wealth  was  made      ;  ; 
Sole  patron  of  the  building  trade  j' 
Leaving  the  Wits  the  spacious  air,  . 
With  licence  to  build  castles  there : 
And  His  conceiv'd,  their  old  pretence 
TolPdge  in  garrets  comes  from  thence^ 

Premising  thus,  iii  modern  way, 
The  better  half  we  have  to  say  ; 
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in  highier ^trains  tI\aD^  We b^aii.     ,  .i  . .;         :f,   :: 
Van  (for  'tis  fit  the  reader  know  it)  L^  -   ' 

Is  both  a  Herald  *  and  a  Poet ; 
No  wonder  then  if  nicely  slall'd 
In  both  capacities  to  bnild. 
As  Herald,  he  can  in  a>aa/  '      —  '^"^  '''   ^"'  '^  ' 
Repair  a  house  gon^'td  dedk^  ^'"     "\'[^'  ^'  '^^^{  *'^  '' 
Or,  by  achiev^tiientsi'aWrt^;  de^tt^^  ^'^^'"^  '^^'  * '  ^' 
Erect  a  new  one  iii  a'tHfee>r*^''^'^""  •»^/^-''''  -''''  ^-'^  V 
And  as  a  Poet,  ^he  ha!s  OmV  ^^  '  -  '^  -'  ^-^  '  ' 

To  build  in  specuktito  stiff.  -  ^  /     '      :m;>  ^i  r/ v!  i 
'^  Great  Jove!"  hfe't/f  d:  "'th^irt  l-^^^'' .^  -; 
To  build  by  ver^  a&1fel^etirt»r^,-'       - -^     ^''*'  ' 
And  make  my  Muse  th«^  k^eiiftfect  •     '   \*  ^  '  '^' :"*; 
What  palaces ^^h^r^Wi^i^f^;     '     '     v   '  ^"' 
No  longer  shall  fo^safc^*Th^Wes    '    '  "       •  ; ''  ^ 
Lament  his  did  Whit^hkB  Mftm^^r  :.     '  ^;' ^ 
A  pile  shall  fi-om  its  dshes  rft*,'      \    !  ^  ^  / ' ^"  '    . 
Fit  to  invade  or  prop  the  ^kies/*^   '         :''''^     '  '' 
Jove  smilM,  and  MKe-a^geWfl^  gbdj  ;  ^''  V''    •; 
Consenting  with  the  li^Ual  riiid^  '         ^  ^'       '  [  *      ' 
Told  Van,  he  knew  M^  talfent^^st,  >   '/»''   -  ' 

And  left  the  t^hc^Hie't^hi^  6Virti  breafet//*^';  *   ^  -  " 
So  Van  resotv*d  to  write  a' fai^ce  j*         j     ;    jm  ,    ^ 
But,  well  perceiving  Wit  wis  scarfed^*       /    "     \ 
With  cunning  that  defecj^t  sup|ifi^.s ;  ;  ^  ^        » 

Takes  a  French  pldy  as  laWfut  prTzi*  j  f .  / 
Steals  thencte  his  plot  and  every  jokeV 
Not  once  suspecting  Jove  woiild  smokte; 
And  (like  a  wag  set  down' t6  write) 
Would  whisper  to  hiniself,  "  a  Mtei^* 


*  Sir  John  Vanbnigh  at  that  time  held  the  office  of  Clan^ciens 
king  of  arms,  which  he  afterwards  disposed  of. 

f  Several  of  Vanbrugh's  plays  are  taken  from  Molierew 
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Then,  from  ihls  mQt}ct)f)iftifig^'tf ylei 
Proceeded  to  6i^ot[\tkf4^'^\    /;  »  ;      .      ..«!,/-* 
Somen  ofold, to  g^refiwnii  diid]^  .1       '. 

Build  Babel  with  th^ir  t<M|ighei»  idonfouadtd.  ; 
Jove  saw  the  cheaty  brii:thtoiigh«itif*berti:   r.  j    . 
To  turn  the  matter. tioa-JMtrt.    :    fii;  '  ;.  '!  A. 

Down  from  01ympas\  top  ihe^llidSs^    : ,    .    .      i    T 
Laughing  as  if  he'd  bmtitMsf  dsiidof^i' 
Ay,  thought  the  god^.i|r0^thcQfe79Ur4afieka  ?>/;•/ 
Why  then  old  playVderietveiiiWr  brteks^li     -  m*  o  i' 
And  sinceiyotiWspariik^^df'yiQfVrMuff^i      ;  '  !  ^^ 
Your  building  shsQl  be  smill  ^OKHigh^  .  ;  " 

He  spake,  and  grudging^  knJk>hb  Aid  ;j  /   ^ 

Th*  experienced  bfi^^  thutJSifcw  *hiiir;ti!a4*^-  '  ^^ 
{As  being  bricks  attilecoad<4iand)'     i  :      .•    .  > 

Now  move,  and  io!«r  in-otdeiilstarafi^  <        :> 

The  building j.'a&yllid  Poet  writ;  * 

Rose  iilf.propbctkmito  hifr  \HtJi' 
And  first  the  prologue  buih;  a  Will  j  -  I 

So  wide  as  to  eatiopifKuis  alL        ;:  !      *  . 

The  scene,  a  wop4i:prodtiieId  no  oaore  .     — ;  ^  ; . ! 
Than  a  few  scrubbjf  tjsees  btefofi^;   .  if 

The  plot  as  yet  kgr  ;deeg> ;  atod  w  '  i     a 

A  cellapnext;wa»4ugibdk^w;    »  i  n  ;/; 

But  this  a  work  so  hard  wad  fcHind,  i.  >;    .  . 

Two  acts  it  QQ^^hiin  nqder  ground. 
Two  other  acts,  wei  may  presume,  »    , 

Were  spent  in  buildii^g  each  a  roonk :  •  ; 

Thus  far  advano'd^*  he  madB  a  idiift  ;    < 

To  raise  a  roof  with  act  the  fifths 
The  epilogue  bpfaiod  did  fradEn^      . 
A  place  not  decent  here  tQiiaiii?* 

Now  Poets  front) all  quartiei^si'iufi^ 
To  see  the  house  of  brother  Van : 
I^ook'd  high  and  low,  walfc'd  often  round  5 
But  no  such  house  was  to  be  found.  . ; 
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One  Qsks  the yfik^rm^n^}i»d'hy^      ^"  •*        :•        nT 
«'  Where  may  the  Poet'^flrface  lie  ??'  i    i    1       ^^^l 
Another  of  the  Thames  iif<}uiped»i^  o*  ,!  ?    i.r  «  ..    oc! 
If  he  has  seen  its  gtlded^^es?  ■'   •  •  v  '    f  i '  I    :  Jf 
At  length  they  hi'thejtibbisih  ipy     '^     •    .   :-  ^  "  I 
A  thing  resembling  a  gobse-pye.   >  }>    •  -^  ♦   -^^  '  -  ' 
Thither  in  hast^^he^Podts  throngii  '  O    ,  /li  ^ .  ^  i 
And  gaze  in  silent  wonder  long*.  '    »   ; .     •j:i;U-\vrJ 
Till  one  in  raptures  tiins  begati         ^  m  l  r oj  :  ,  // 
To  praise  the  pile  and  builder  Van  r  i    >        :t  v;// 
**  Thrice  happyiPoet!  who  maystitrail  >     '    !r  /- 
Thy  house  about 'thee  like  a  snail  r^  ;>   '  !  f  '  ':•.  Y 
Or,  hamess'd  to  a  nag,  ad  ease         *  '  '       ;'  r/f^  -^H 
Take  journies  in  it  lib^  a  chaise  >  '  '  '  »  i  ...'/.  'i '^ 
Or  in  a  boat  whene'er  thbu  wilt;    c  y"  ;-  ^     :  •  jH  r  A, 
Canst  make  it  serve  thee  fora  tilt  I  •   »    -  *  •  »-   a 
Capacious  house  1  'ti^  own*d  by  all     i^    .  .f    JT 
Thou'rt  well  contrived,  though  thou  art  small :     ^^^ 
For  every  Wit  in  Britain's  isle       -   t  ^: :  f .  A 

May  lodge  within  thy  spacious  pile. :    :        ,  ''r^/-I 
Like  Bacchus  thidUi  as  Poets  feign,  v  .;  ,  ;  T 

Thy  mother  burnt^^art  bom  again,        —  i     T 

Born  like  a  phoenix  iFrom:the  flame  :.•  i     ,  ?  T 

But  neither  bulk  nor  shape  the  same ;  >: ;   .  A 

As  animals  of  larg'^ist'si^e  i  ;     ;   • 

Corrupt  to  maggots.  Worms,  and  flies ;  '      ' 

A  type  of  modern  wit  and  style. 
The  rubbish  of  an  ancient  pUe :  •   ;' 

So  chemists  boait  th(^  have  a  power. 
From  the  dead  ashe«  of  a  flower 
Some  faint  resemblance  to  produce. 
But  not  the  virtue,  ^taste^  or  juice.  *     '  ■ 

So  modern  rhynfifeps  widely  blast 
The  poetry  of  agfe&p^st;  '  . 

Which, '  ^ft<^  they -have  overthrown. 
They  from  its  rtiitts  build  their  own.*' 

1? 
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THE  HISTORY  OF  VANBRtTGHS  HOUSE, 

1708. 

When  Mother  Cludd  *  had  rose  from  play^ 
And  caird  to  take  the  cards  away. 
Van  saw,  but  seem'd  not  to  regard^ 
How  Miss  pick*d  every  painted  card. 
And  busy  both  with  hand  and  eye. 
Soon  rear'd  a  house  two  stories  nigh. 
Van's  genius,  without  thought  or  lecture. 
Is  hugely  tum*d  to  architecture  : 
He  viewed  the  edifice,  and  smil'd, 
Vow'd  it  was  pretty  for  a  child : 
It  was  so  perfect  in  its  kind» 
He  kept  the  model  in  his  mind.        ^     : 
But,  when  he  found  the  boys  at  pl^y. 
And  saw  them  dabbling  in  their  day. 
He  stood  behind  a  stall  to  lurk. 
And  mark  the  progress  of  their  work ; 
With  true  delight  observed  them  all 
Raking  up  mud  to  build  a  watt. 
The  plan  he  much  admir'd^  and  took 
The  model  in  his  table-book  : 
Thought  himself  now  exactly  skilled. 
And  so  resolved  a  house  to  build : 
A  real  house,  with  rooms,  and  stairs. 
Five  times  at  least  as  big  as  theirs; 
Taller  than  Miss's  by  two  yards ; 
Not  a  sham  thing  of  clay  or  cards : 


*  Tbe  same  lady  who  is  severely  handled  in  the  satire  called  the 
Rererse. 

VOL.  XIV.  V 
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And  so  he  did ;  for,  in  a  while. 
He  built  up  such  a  monstrous  pile. 
That  no  two  chairmen  could  be  found 
Able  to  lift  it  from  the  ground. 
Still  at  Whitehall  it  stands  in  view. 
Just  in  the  place  where  flrst  it  grew  ^ 
There  alji  the  little  schoolboys  run. 
Envying  to  see  themselves  outdone. 

From  such  deep  rudiments  as  these, 
Van  is  become,  by  due  degrees. 
For  building  fam'd,  and  justly  reckon'd. 
At  court,  Vitruvius  the  second :  * 
No  wonder,  since  wise  authors  show,    - 
That  best  foundations  must  be  low : 
And  now  the  duke  has  wisely  ta*en  him 
To  be  his  architect  at  Blenheim. 

But  raillery  at  once  apart, 
If  this  rule  holds  in  every  art ; 
Or  if  his  grace  were  no  more  skilled  in 
The  art  of  battering  walls  than  buildihg. 
We  might  expect  to  see  next  year, 
A  mouse-trap  man  chief  engineer. 


*  Sir  John  Vanbrugh  held  the  office  of  comptrpllcr-general 
•f  his  majesty's  wprl^s. 
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BAUCIS  AND  PHILEMON. 

ON   THE    EVER-LAMENTED    LOSS    OF    THE    TWO    YEW- 
TREES  IN  THE  PARISH  OF  CHJLTHORNE,  SOMERSET. 

1706. 

luvuamuwMm  the ieigbtu  book  of  otid. 

In  ancient  times,  as  story  tells. 
The  saints  would  often  leave  their  cells. 
And  stroll  about  but  hide  their  quality 
To  try  good  people's  hospitality. 

It  happened  on  a  winter  night. 
As  authors  of  the  legend  write. 
Two  brother  hermits,  saints  by  trade. 
Taking  their  tour  in  masquerade, 
Disguis'd  in  tatter'd  habits.  Went 
To  a  small  village  down  in  Kent; 
Where,  in  the  strollers'  canting  strain. 
They  be^M  from  door  to  door  iti  vain. 
Tried  every  tone  might  pity  win ; 
But  not  a  soul  would  let  them  in. 

Our  wandering  saints^  in  woful  state. 
Treated  at  this  ungodly  rate. 
Having  through  all  the  village  past. 
To  a  small  cottage  came  at  last  l 
Where  dwelt  a  good  old  honest  ye'man, 
Call'd  in  the  neighbourhood  Philemon  $ 
Who  kindly  did  these  saints  invite 
In  his  poor  hut  to  pass  the  night ; 
And  then  the  hospitable  sire 
Bid  goody  Baucis  mend  the  fire  ; 
While  he  from  out  the  chimney  took 
A  flitch  of  bacon  off'  the  hook. 
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And  freely  from  the  fattest  side 
Cut  out  large  slices  to  be  fry'd  ; 
Then  steppM  aside' to  fetcJh  them  ddtjk^ 
Fiird  a  large  jug  up  to  the  brink. 
And  saw  it  fairly  twice  go  round ; 
Yet  (what  was  wonderfid)  they  found, 
'Twas  still  replenished  to  the  top. 
As  if  they  ne'er  had  touched  a  drop. 
The  good  old  couple  were  amas'd. 
And  often  on  each  other  gaz'd ; 
For  both  were  frightened  to  the  heart. 
And  just  began  to  cry^  "  What  ai^'t !" 
Then  softly  turned  aside,  to  view 
Whether  the  lights  were  burning  blue. 
The  gentle  pilgrims,  soon  aware  on't. 
Told  them  their  calling  and  their  errand : 
' "  Good  folks,  you  need  not  be  afraid. 
We  are  but  saints,!'  the  hermits  said ; 
**  No  hurt  shall  ccmie  to  you  or  yours : 
IBut  for  that  pack  of  ckuriish  boors. 
Not  fit  to  live  on  Christian  ground, 
They  and  their  bouses  shall  be  drowned; 
While  you  shall  see  y^ur  cottage  rise,  ^ 
And  grow  a  church  before  your  eyes/' 

They  scarce  had  spokcy*  whi^ti  fair  and  soft^ 
The  roof  began  to  mount  aloft ; 
Aloft  rose  every  beam  and  rafter; . 
The  heavy  wall  cHmb'd  slowly  aften 

The  chimney  widen'd,  and  grew  higher. 
Became  a  steeple  with  a  spire. 

The  kettle  to  the  top  was  hmst. 
And  there  stood  fi^en'd  to  a  joists 
But  with  the  upside  down,  to  show 
Its  inclination  for  below : 
In  vain;  for  a  superior  force 
Apply'd  at  bottom  slops  its  course  v 
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Do^m*d  ever  in  suspense  to  dwells 
*Tis  now  no  kettle^  but  a  bell. 

A  wooden  js^f^  which  bl4  abaost 
Lost,  by  disuse  Ih^  w\  to  rq^t^ 
A  sudden  alteratiQQ  fa^ls, 
Increased  by  new  intesfiof  wb?^ ; 
And,  what  exalt?^  ^q  wwder  wore,    \ 
The  number  made  the.  iQOtion  slower* 
The  flier,  though  it  t^id  le^en  feetj 
Tum'd  round  so  quick  yo^  scsiTQe  €ould  «0e't ; 
But,  slacken'fi  by  some  secret  power. 
Now  hardly  moyes  9ft  inch  ^  hour. 
The  jack  and  qbimiwy,  new  aUi^, 
Had  never  left  .ei^gb  olbw'^  side  t 
The  chimney  to  a  £ttQ$p}^  growtl. 
The  jack  would  not  b0  l0ft  aloiie ; 
But,  up  against  the*  ateeple  rear'd. 
Became  a  c}oQk,  a^^d  still  ^ber'd ; 
And  still  it^  love  %^  hoiisehpld  ciires,  - 
By  a  shrill  voice  At  noon,  d^clnres. 
Warning  the  qookmmd  not  to  bum 
That  roast  meat«  which  it  cwnot  turn. 

The  groaningHPbairbeg^  to  crawly 
Like  a  huge  mmh  rtlong  the  wall ; 
There  stuck  aloft  in  puWic  view. 
And  with  small  obilige,  n  pulpit:  grew- 

The  porringers,  that  in  a  row 
Hung  high,  and  mjid0  a  glittering  show. 
To  a  less  noble  substmuie;  <:?hang'd. 
Were  now  but  leather»  buckets  r^i^-d. 

The  ballads,  fMtfd  on  the  wall. 
Of  Joan  of  VmBLim*  Md  English  Mall,  f 


*  Probably  Molly  ;Ambree,  upon  whose  "warlike  exploits  in 
Planders  a  popular  ballad  wa9  composed. .  It  is  preaerred  in  the 
Reliqnesof  ]bg&h.Boctvy^  Voh  II. 
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Fair  Rosamond,  and  Robinhood, 
The  little  Children  in  the  Wood, 
Now  seem'd  to  look  abundance  better. 
Improved  in  picture,  size,  and  letter : 
And,  high  in  order  placed,  describe 
The  heraldry  of  every  tribe;  * 

A  bedstead  of  the  antique  mode. 
Compact  of  timber  many  a  load,  ' 
Such  as  our  ancestors  did  iise^ 
Was  metamorphosed  into  pews;  ^^ 
Which  still  their  ancient  nature  keep. 
By  lodging  folks  disposed  to  Aeep. 

The  cottage,  by  such  feats  as  these. 
Grown  to  a  church  by  ^fust  degrees^ 
Tbe  hermits  then  desired  their  lio^t 
To  ask  for  what  he  fiaincy*d  most. 
Philemon,  having  paus'd  a  while. 
Returned  them  thanks  i»  homely  st3H[e ; 
Then  said,  "  My  house  is  grown  so  fine^ 
Methinks,  I  still  would  call  it  mine. 
J'm  old,  and  fain  would  live  at  ease ; 
Make  me  the  parson  if  you  please." 

He  spoke,  and  presently  he  feels 
His  grazier's  coat  fall  down  his  heels : 
He  sees,  yet  hardly  can  bdieve. 
About  each  arm  a  puddiifig  sleeve; 
His  waistcoat  to  a  cassock  grew. 
And  both  dssum'd  a  sable  hue ; 
But,  being  old,  continu'd  just 
As  threadbare,  and  as  foil  of  dust. 
His  talk  was  now  of  tithes  and  dues : 
He  smok'd  his  pipe,  and  read  the  news ; 


*  The  tribes  of  Israel  are  sometimes  distingtiished  in  ooflDtTy 
churches  by  the  ensigns  gWen  to  them  by  Jacob.— U. 
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BAUCIS  AN&  PHILEMOK.  VJ 

Knew  how  to  preach  old  s^^non8  next, 

Vamp'd  in  the  preface  and  the  text ; 

At  christenings  well  could  act  his  part^ 

And  had  the  service  all  by  heart; 

Wished  women  might  have  children  fast,  • 

And  thought  whose:  sow.  had  farrow'd  last ; 

Against  dissenters  wouW  repine,  ;   : 

And  stood  up  firm  for  "  right  divine;** 

Found  his  head  f^ll'd  with  many  a  system; 

But  classic  authors,-r-rheiBe*er  miss d  -em* 

Thus  having  furbish'd  tip  aparsdn,  f     j 
Dame  Baucis  next  they  play*d  th^ir  forCeiOfl; 
Instead  of  homespun  coife,  were  seen    . 
Good  pinners  edg^d  with  colberteen ;.     ' 
Her  petticoat,  transfoim'd  apace. 
Became  black  satin  flounc'd. with  lace.    • 
"  Plain  Goody**  would/ no  longer  doivn, 
Twas  *^  Madam/'  in  hergrogram  gown; 
Philemon  was  in  great  surprise. 
And  hardly  could  believe  his  eyes, 
Amaz*d  to  see  her  look  so  prim ; 
And  she  admir'd  as  much  at  him. 

Thus  haj^py  in  their  oli^nge  of  life. 
Were  several  years  this  man  and  wife ; 
When  on  a  day  whicl>  prov*d  their  last^ 
Discoursing  o*er  pld  j»tories  past. 
They  went  by  chance,  amid  their  talk. 
To  the  churchyar4  to  t^e  a  walk ; ...  , 
When  Baucis  hastily  cnr'd  out,  v 

^* My  dear,  I .seeypjar  forc^head  sprout  T*-^ 
"Sprout!*'  qjnp^htheffian;  "  what*s  thi?  you  tejl 

us? 
I  hope  you  don*44>elieveiBe  ^jealous ! 
But  yet,  methinks,  I  feel  it  true ; 
Arid  really  yours  is  budding  too-^ 
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Nav, — ^now  I  caxmot  stir  my  foot  5 
It  feels  as  if  'twere  taking*  root." 

Description  would  but  tire  1117  mmes 
In  short,  they  both  were  tum'd  to  yews- 
Old  goodman  Dobson  of  the  green 
Remembers  he  the  treei^  has  seen ; 
He'll  talk  of  them  from  noon  till  nighty 
And  goes  with  folks  to  show  the  sight ; 
On  Snnda3rs,  iafter  evening  prayer. 
He  gathers  all  the  parish  there  $ 
Points  out  the  place  of  eithir  yew ; 
Here  Baucis^  there  Philemon,  grew  t 
Till  once  a  parson  of  om:  town. 
To  mend  his  bam,  cut  Baucis  down ; 
At  which,  'tis  hard  to  be  bdBev'd 
How  much  the  other  tree  was  griev'd. 
Grew  scrubbed^  died  a-top,  was  stunted  1 
So  the  next  panxm  stubbed  and  burnt  it* 


A  ORUB-STREET  ELEGY 

ON   THE    Stypl'OSBD   P9AVH   OF   PAHTmiDOB  THE 
ALMANACK   MAKER.       170^^  * 

Well;  ^tis  as  Bickersfaffhas  guess'd. 
Though  we  all  took  it  for  a  Jest :  '     '      '  . 

partridge  is  dead  j  nay  more,  hie  died  * 
*  Ere'  he  could  jprove  the  go6d  ^squire  lied. 


Mlh^'W     *iTM     '■!■» ittHl      lll>^     III  I  I   I 


*  See  the  ludicrous  controYer€^'  sustaiaed  by  Swift  and  Talden 
on  the  pretended  death  of  Partndge  the  astrologer.  Vol  IX. 
p.  151. 
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A  GRUB-SYEftE'T  ELEGY.  9^ 

Strange,  an  9^trologeF  should  die  ' 

Without  oue  wonder  ia  the  sky  : 

Not  one  of  all  his  crony  stara 

To  pay  their  duty  at  his  hearse  \  . 

No  meteor,  |io  eclipse  appeared  1 

No  comet  with  a  flaming  beard  ^ 

The  sun  has  r^se  and  gone  to  bed,  > 

Just  as  if  Partridge  were  not  dead'; 

Nor  hid  himself  behind  the  n^^n 

To  make  a  dreadful  night  «t  noon. 

He  at  fit  periods  walks  through  j^rien,       |     : 

Howe'er  our  ej^rthly  motion  varies  ;  * 

And  twice  a-year  he'll  cut  th'  jSquatqr, 

As  if  there  had  been  no  suoh  matter. 

Some  wits  have  wondeir'd  what  analogy 
There  is  'twixt  cobbling  *  and  astrology; 
How  Partridge  made  his  optics  rise 
From  a  shoe-sqle  to  reach  the  skies. 

A  list  the  cobbler's  temples  ties. 
To  keep  the  hair  out  of  his  eyes  j 
From  whence  His  plain  the  diadem 
That  princes  wear  derivos  from  them : 
And  therefore  crowns  are  nowadays 
Adom'd  with  golden  stars  and  mys ;     . 
Which  plainly  shows  the  near  alUfmce 
Twixt  cobbling  and  the  planets'  science.    .  . 

Besides,  that  slow*piiK^*d  sign  Bootes, 
As  'tis  miscaU'd,  we  know  not  who  'tis : 
But  Partridge  eoded  ^11  disputes ; 
He  knew  his  trade,  and  call'd  it  boots,  f 

The  homed  moon,  which  heretofore 
Upon  their  shoes  Ihe  Romans  wore. 


*  Partridge  was  a  cobb]er.-*-^Swi>T. 
f  See  Us  Almanack.— Swift, 
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§0  POEMS?. 

Whose  wideness  kept  their  toes  from  comsr. 

And  whence  we  claim  our  sboeing-horns. 

Shows  how  the  art  of  cobbKng  bears 

A  near  resemblance  to  the  spheres. 

A  scrap  of  parchment  hung  by  geometry, 

(A  great  refiner  in  barometry ) 

Can,  like  the  stars,  foretel  the  weather ;  ^ 

And  what  is  parchment  else  but  leather  ?  ' 

Which  an  astrologer  might  use 

Either  for  almanacks  or  shoes.  '  ^ 

Thus  Partridge,  by  his  wit  and  parts,  *  ^ 

At  once  did  practise  both  these  arts  i 
And  as  the  l^di|)g  owl  (or  rather  '^ 

The  bat,  becau^  her  wings  are  leather)* 
Steals  from  her  private  cell  by  night,  • 
And  flies  about  the  candle-light ; 
So  learned  Partridge  could  as  well 
Creep  in  the  dark  from  leathern  cell. 
And  in  his  fancy  fly  as  far 
To  peep  upon  a  twinkling  star. 

Besides,  he  could  confound  the  spheres. 
And  set  the  planets  by  the  ears  ;  * 

To  show  his  skill,  he  Mars  could  join 
To  Venus  in  aspect  nfmlign ; 
Then  call  in  Mercury  for  aid,  ' 

And  cure  the  wounds  that  Vemis  made'. 

Great  scholars  have  in  Lucian  read. 
When  Philip  king  of  Greece  was  dead. 
His  soul  and  spirit  did  divide, 
And  each  part  took  a  diffJerent  side  : 
One  rose  a  star;  the  other  fell 
Beneath,  and  mended  shoes  in  Hell. 

Thus  Partridge  still  shines  in  each  art* 
The  cobbling  and  star-gazing  part. 
And  is  installed  as  good  a  stan 
A^  any  of  the  Caesars  are. 
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A  GRUB-STRrKT  ELECT.  91 


Triumphant  Star !  somie  pity*  show 
On  cobblers  militant  below. 
Whom  roguish  boys,  in  stormy  nights, , 
Torment  by  pissing  out  their  lights. 
Or  through  a  <jhink  convey  their  smoke,    ' '  / 
Enclosed  artificers  to  choke. 

Thou,  high  exalted  in  thy  sphere. 
May  St  follow  still  thy  calling  there. 
To  thee  the  Bull  will  lend  his  hide. 
By  Phoebus  newly  tann'd  and  dry*d: 
For  thee  they  Argo's  bulk  will  tax. 
And  scrape  her  pitchy  sides  for  wax: 
Then  Ariadne  kindly  lends 
Her  braided, hair  to  mak^  thee  en^ls ;. 
The  points  of  Sagittarius*  dart 
Turns  to  an  awl  by  heavenly  art ; 
And  Vulcan,  wheedled  by  his  wife. 
Will  forge  foE  tlUse.  a  paring-knife. 
For  want  of  room  by  Virgoes  «id€. 
Shell  strain  a  point,  and  sit  *  asUide, 
To  take  thee  kindly  in  between ; 
And  then  the  Signs  will  be  Thirteen. 


THE  EPlTAEHl 

Here,  five  feet  deep,  lies  on  his  back 
A  cobble,  stemndager,  and  quack ; 
Who  to  the  stars,  in  pure  good  will. 
Does  to  his  best  look  upwiirdistill. 
Weep,  all  you  customers  that  use 
His  pins,  his  almanacks,  or  shoes: 


*  **  TilM  brachia  contrahit  ingens 
Scorpiiis,"  &c. 
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And  you  that  di4  your  fortw^es  seeli^,. 
Step  to  his  grave  but  once  a-we(^k  ^ 
This  earthy  wbiqh  bea]r|i  his  body's  fTiVSAn 
You'll  find  has  sO:  ffiuc^  yi^e  ip%     .      , 
That  I  durst  pawn  my  ear?,  'twill  ^Ut 
Whatever  concerns  you  full  a:^  wejl,    . ,  ; 
In  physic,  stolen  gqods,  pr  love. 
As  he  himself  couldr:  when  abQve. 


MERLIN'S  PROPjHECY.    1709  / 

Seven  and  ten,  addyd  to  nioe^ 

Of  Fraunce  her  woe  lliifikip  the  3ygil^> 

Tamys  rivere  twys  y^froaen,  ,  ; 

Walke  sans  wetyng  shoes  tk^  liQZim^ 

Then  comyth  foorth^,  ich  underSMmde, 

From  towne  of  stoffe  to  fattjn  londe^ 

An  bardie  cbjrftan,*  woe  the  mome. 

To  Fraunce  that  evere  he  was  bom. 

Then  shall  the  fydi^  t  beweylfe  his  bosse: 

Nor  shall  grin  berrys  J  make  up  the  losse. 

Yonge  Symnele  |  ihall  again  miscarye : 

And  Norway's  pSyd  ^  again  shall  marpye. 

And  from  the  ttee  where  hloeium^  feele. 

Ripe  fruit  shall  comie,  and  nil  is  w^. 

*  Duke  of  Marlborongh.— H.     f  The  Dauphin.— H. 

t  Duke  of  Berrj.— H.  ||  The  young  Pretender.— H. 

4  Queen  Anne.— H. 
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A  DB8CRIPTI0K  tf  WiE  MORNING^  i>8 

RisaUttis  fthsil  datoice  honde  ii4'  hotide,  ^ 
And  it  shall  be  ttiertve  in  oldi^  Ihg1ond)e» 
Then  old  tnglbhdfe  shall  b6  nd  inof e, 
Attd  116  tfiatt  shall  be  done  therefore. 
Geryon^  shall  have  three  hedes  agayne, 
iTill  Hapdburge  {  ms^yth  tberti  but  twayne. 


A  DESCRIPTION  OF  THE  MORNING. 

WRITTEN  IN  APRIL  1709, 
AND  FIRST  PRINTED  IN  THli  TaTLER. 

Now  hardly  here  and  there  a  hackney-coach 
Appearing,  show'd  the  ruddy  mom's  approach. 
Now  Betty  from  her  master's  bed  had  flown. 
And  soffly  stole  to  discompose  her  own ;     . 
The  slip-shod  '^ntice  fttim  his  nHuiter's  door 
Had  par'd  the  dirt,  and  sprinkled  round  the  floor. 
Now  Moll  tiad  whirled  her  mop  with  dextrous  aire, 
Prepar'd  to  scrub  the  entry  and  the  stairs. 
The  youth  with  broomy  stui(nps  began  to  trace 
ITie  kennefi^  ^g^>  where  wheels  had  worn  the 
place. § 


«  By  the  Uiiioa.-*H. 

f  A  king  of  Spain,  ^in  by  Hercules.— ^R. 

t  The  Archdike  Charles  was  of  the  Hapsbnrg  family. ^H. 

\  To  find  old  oaHs. — Favlensr. 
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9^  JPO£MS. 

The  sinall-c^al  oxaji  was  heard  with  cadeace  deep^.: 
Till  drown'd  in  shriller  notes  of  chimney-sweep  : ; 
Duns  at  his  lordship's  gate  began  to  meet  5 
And  brickdust  AIoll  hsid  screani'd  through  half  the 

street. 
The  turnkey  now  his  flock  returning  sees. 
Duly  let  out  a-nights  to  steal  for  fees  r 
The  watchful  bailiffs  take  their  silent  stands. 
And  schoolboys  lag  with  satchels  in  their  hands. 


A  DESCRIPTION  OF  A  CITY  SHOWER. 

IN  IMITATION  OF  VIRGIl's  GEORGICS. 

WRITTEN  IN  OCTOBER    1710;   AND   FIRST   PRINTED   IN  TBC 
TATtEU. 

Careful  observers  may  foretel  the  hour, 
(By  sure  prognostics)  when  to  dread  a  shower. 
While  rain  depends,  the  pensive  cat  gives  o'er 
Her  frolics,  and  pursues  her  tail  no  more. 
Returning  home  at  night,  you'll  find  the  sink 
Strike  your  oifended  sense  with  double  stink. 
If  you  be  wise  then  go  not  far  to  dine : 
You'll  spend  in  coach-hire  more  than  save  in  wine* 
A  coming  shower  your  shooting  corns  presage. 
Old  aches  will  throb,  your  hollow  tooth  will  rage  $ 
Sauntering  in  coffeehouse  is  Dulman  seen ;. 
He  damns  the  climate,  and  complains  of  spleen. 
Meanwhile  the  South,  rising  with  dabbled  wings, 
A  sable  cloud  athwai't  the  welkin  flings. 
That  swiird  more  liquor  than  it  could  contain, 
Atid,  like  a  drunkard,  gives  it  up  again. 
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DESCRIPTION  OF  A  XIT Y  SHOWER.  05 

Brisk  Susan  whips  her  liiien  from  the  rope. 
While  the  first  drizzling  shower  is  borne  aslope  : 
Such  is  that  sprinkling  which  some  careless  quean 
Flirts  on  you  from  her  mop,  but  not  so  clean : 
You  fljr,  invoke  the  gods ;  then,  turning,  stop 
To  rail;  slie,  singing,  still  whirls  on  her  mop. 
Not  yet  the  dust  had  shunned  th'  unequal  strife. 
But,  aided  by  the  wind,  fought  still  for  life^ 
And  wafted  with  its  foe  by  violent  gust, 
*Twas  doubtful  which  was  rain,  and  which  was  dusL* 
Ah  i  where  must  needy  poet  seek  for  aid. 
When  dust  and  rain  at  once  his  coat  invade  } 
t  Sole  coat !  where  dust,  cemented  by  the  rain^ 
Erects  f  the  nap,  and  leaves  a  cloudy  ^n ! 
Now  in  contiguous  drops  the  flood  comes  down. 
Threatening  with  deluge  this  devoted  town. 
To  shops  in  crowds  the  daggled  females  fly. 
Pretend  to  cheapen  goods,  but  nothing  buy. 
The  Tanplar  spruce,  while  every  spout's  abroach^ 
Sta}rs  till  'tis  fair^  yet  seems  to  call  a  coach. 
The  tuck'd-up  sempstress  walks  with  hasty  strides, 
"While  streams  run  down  her  oil'dumbrdla's  sides* 
Here  various  kinds,  by  various  fortunes  led. 
Commence  {acquaintance  underneath  a  shed. 
Triumphant  Tories,  and  desponding  Whigs,  % 
Porget  their  feuds,  and  join  to  save  their  wigs. 


*  ^^  'Twas  doubtful  wMcb  was  sea  and  which  was  skj/' 

Garth's  Dispeosaiy, 

f  Originally  thus,    but  altered  when  Pope  published   tlte 
^*  Miscellanies:" 

**  W»  only  coat,  where  dust  confusM  with  rain. 
Roughens  the  nip,  and  leares  a  mingled  stain.** 

X  Written  in  the  fint  year  of  the  Earl  of  Oxford*s  mioistry. 
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Box'd  in  ft  chair  th^  Beon  i«matirat  sits^ 
White  8p6uts  run  clatterii^  o^er  the  roctf  by  fits^ 
And  eter  and  anon  with  frightful  din 
The  leather  sounds  $  he  trembles  from  within. 
So  when  Troy  <^hairmen  bore  the  wooden  steeds 
Pregnant  with  Greeks  impatient  to  be  freed^ 
(Those  butiy  Greteks,  who,  as  the  modems  do> 
Instead  of  paying  chairmen^  ran  them  through) 
Laocoon  struck  the  outside  with  his  spear. 
And  each  imprisoned  hero  quak'd  for  fear. 

Now  from  all  parts  the  swelling  kennels  flow^ 
And  bear  their  trophies  with  them  as  jfliey  go : 
Filths  of  all  hues  and  odour,  seem  to  tell 
What  s^eet  they  sail'd  from,  by  thdr  sij^t  and 

smell. 
They,  as  each  torrent  drives  with  rapid  force. 
From  Smithjfield  to  St  Pulchre's  shape  their  coursd. 
And  in  huge  confluence  join'd  at  SnowhiU  ridge/ 
Fall  from  the  conduit  proue  to  Hoibom  bridge. 
Sweepings  from  butchers'  stalls,  dung,  guts,  and. 

blood, 
Drown'd  puppies,  stiukiiig  sprats,  aU  drench' 

mud. 
Dead  cats,  and  turnip-tops  come  tumbling  down 

ikne  flood. 


,  «»d 
I'd  in/ 
down  j 


ON  THE  LITTLE  HOtJSE 

BY 
THE  CHURCHYARD  OP  CASTLEKOCK.       1710. 

Whoever  pleases  to  inquire 
Why  yonder  steeple  wants  a  spire, 

12 
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LITTLE  nOVSM  <KF  CASTLENOCK.  97 

The  grey  old  fellow^  poet  Joe,* 
The  philosophic  cause  will  show* 
Once  on  a  time  a  western  blast,      ^ 
At  least  twdve  inches  oyercast. 
Reckoning  roof^  wedthercock,  and  all. 
Which  came  mth' a  prodigious  fall ; 
And  tumbling  top^^tarvy  round,     . 
Lit  with  its  bottom  on  the  ground : 
For,  by  the  law^  of  gravitatiosi^ 
It  fell  into  its  proper  stittion. 

This  is  the  little  strutting  pile 
You  see  just  by  the  ebuirchyard  stile  5 
The  walls  in  tumbling  gai^e  akaiock. 
And  thus  the  steeple  got  a  shock ;: 
From  whence  the  oeighfoouring  farmer  eallsE^ 
The  steeple,  Km>ck;  the  viear.  Walls,  f 

The  vicar  ottce  a-week  cceeps  ia^ 
Sits  with  hds  knees  up  to  his  chin ; 
Here  cons  his  kiotes,  and  takes  a  whet, 
Till  the  small  ragged  flock  is  met. 

A  traveller,  who  by  did  pass, 
Observed  the  roof  behind  the  grass ; 
On  tiptoe  st(»>d,  aiud  reared  his  snout, 
And  saw  the  parsons  creeping  out : 
Was  much  surprised  to  see  a  crow 
Venture  to  build  his  «est  so  low. 

A  schoolboy  ran  unto't,  and  thought 
The  crib  was  down,  the  blackbird  caught. 
A  third,  who  Ibsit  his  way  by  night, 
Was  forc'd  for  safety  to  alight. 
And  stepping  o'er  the  fabric  roof. 
His  horse  had  like  to  spoil  his  hoof. 


*  Mr  Beaumont  of  Trim,  remarkable,  though  not  a  verjr  old 
iDan,  for  venerable  white  locks. 
,  i  Archdeacon  Wall,  a  correspondent  of  Swift's.«»F. 
VOL.  XIV.  G 
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Warburton  *  took  it  ia  his  noddle^ 
This  building  was  designed  a  model  j 
Or  of  a  pigeon-house  or  oven. 
To  bake  one  loaf,  and  keep  one  dove  in. 

Then  Mrs  Johjisonf  gave  heF  verdict. 
And  every  one  was  pleas'd  that  heard  it ; 
All  that  you  make  this  stir  about* 
Is  but  a  still  which  wants  a  spout.  ' 

The  reverend  Dr  Raymond  J  guessed 
More  probably  than  all  the  rest; 
He  said,  but  that  it  wanted  room,  ♦ 

It  might  have  b^n  a  pigmy's  tomb^ 

The  doctor's  family  came  by. 
And  little  miss  began  to  cry. 
Give  me  that  house*  in  my  own.  bakkd ! 
Then  madam  bade  the  chariot  stand, 
Caird  to  the  clerk,  in  manner  mild. 
Pray,  reach  that  thing  here  to  the  child: 
That  thing,  I  mean,  among  the  kale; 
And  here's  to  buy  a  pot  of  ale. 

The  clerk  said  to  her  in  a  heat. 
What !  sell  my  master's  country  seat. 
Where  he  comes  every  week  from  town  f 
He  would  not  sell  it  for  a  crown. 
Poh  !  fellow,  keep  not  such  a  pother ;  ' 
In  half  an  hour  thou'lt  make  another. 
Says  Nancy,  §  I  can  make  for  miss 
A  finer  house  ten  times  than  this ; 
The  dean  will  give  me  willow  sticks. 
And  Joe  my  apron-fall  of  bricks. 


♦  Dr  Swift's  curate  at  Laracor.^F.  t  Stella. 

J  Minister  of  Trim.— F.  §  The  waiting.woman,— F. 
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(PIEST  raiMTID  in  TBE  TAT£Bll.) 


\Switt  and  Pope  delighted  to  ridicule  Philips*  ^torals,  and 
wrote  sereraf  parodies  upon  them,  the  fame  ot  Which  has  been 
swallowed  up  in  Gaj's  Shepherd's  Weelf;.] 


Scene,  the  Royal  Exchange* 

COBYDQN* 

Now  the  keen  rigour  of  the  winter's  o*er. 
No  hail  descends/and  frost  can  pinch  no  more^ 
While  other  girls  confess  the  genial  spring, 
And  laugh  aloud,  or  amorous  ditties  sing. 
Secure  from  cold,  their  lovely  necks  display^ 
And  throw  each  useless  chamng-dish  away  i 
Why  sits  my  PhiUis  discontented  here, 
Nor  feels  the  turn  of  the  revolving  year? 
Why  on  that  brow  dwell  «)rrow  and  dismay^ 
Where  Loves  were  wont  to  sporty  and  Smiles  to  play  ? 

PHILLIS. 

Ah,  Corydon !  survey  the  'Change  around. 
Through  all  the  'Change  no  wretch  like  me  is  found : 
Alas !  the  day,  when  I,  poor  heedless  maid,  ^ 

Was  to  your  rooms  in  Lincoln's  Inn  betray'd ;      v 
Then  how  you  swore,  how  many  vows  you  made ! ) 
Ye  listening  Zephyrs,  that  o'erneard  his  love, 
Waft  the  soft  accents  to  the  gods  above. 
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Alas !  the  day ;  for  (O,  eternal  shame  !) 
I  sold  your  handkerchiefs,  and  lost  my  fame* 

COHYDON. 

When  I  forget  the  £»voiir  you  bestowM, 
Red  herrings  shall  be  spawn'd  in  Tyburn  Road : 
Fleet-Street,  traneform'd,  beoame  a  ^wery  green^ 
And  mass  be  sung  where  operas  are  seen. 
The  wealthy  cit,  and  the  St  James's  beau, 
Shall  change  their  quarters^  and  tlieir  joys  forego^ 
Stock-jobbing,  this,  to  Jonathan's  shall  come. 
At  the  Groom  Porter'^,  that  play  off  Ills  pkun. 

FHILLIS. 

But  what  to  me  does  all  that  love  avail. 

If,  while  I  dose  at  home  o'er  porter's  aJe, 

Each  nigHt  with  wine  and  wenches, you  regale  ? 

My  livelong  hours  in  anxious  cares  are  past. 

And  ragkng  liunger  lays  my  beauty  waste/  ' 

On  t€mpla**s  spruce  in  vain  I  glances  thifotr,       * 

And  with  shrill  voice  invite  them  as  they  go., 

Expos'd  m  ytiin  my  glossy  ribbaikts  shine. 

And  unregarded  wave  upon  the  twine. 

The  week  fliefs  rdtin^,  and  when  my  profit's  faaown^ 

I  hardly  clear  enough  to  change  a  crown. 

CORYDON.  ^  . 

Hard  fate  of  virtue,  thus  to  be  <?istrest. 
Thou  fairest  of  thy  trade,  and  far  the  best  j 
As  fruitmen's  stalls  the  summer  market  grace^ 
And  ruddy  peaches  them ;  as  first  in  place 
Plumcake  is  seen  o'er  smaller  pastry  ware/ 
And  ice  on  that :  so  Phillis  does  appear 
In  playhouse  and  in  Park,  above  the  rest 
Of  belles  mechanic,  telegantly  drest* 
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PHILLIS. 

And  yet  Crepundia,  that  conceited  fair. 

Amid  her  toys,  affects  a  saucy  air. 

And  views  me  hourly  with  a  scornful  ey^. 

CORYDON. 

She  might  as  well  with  bright  Cleora  vie. 

PHILLIS. 

With  this  large  petticoat  I  strive  in  vain 
To  hide  my  folly  past,  and  coming  pain ; 
Tis  now  no  secret ;  she,  and  fifty  more. 
Observe  the  symptoms  I  had  once  before : 
A  second  babe  at  Wapping  must  be  plac'd. 
When  I  scarce  bear  the  charges  of  the  last* 

CORYDON. 

What  I  could  raise  I  sent ;  a  pound  of  plums, 
Five  shillings,  and  a  coral  for  his  gums; 
To-morrow  I  intend  him  something  mor$. 

FRILLIS. 

I  sent  a  frock  and  pair  of  shoes  before. 

CORYDON. 

However,  you  shall  home  with  me  to-night. 
Forget  your  cares,  and  revel  in  delight. 
I  have  in  store  a  pint  or  two  of  wine. 
Some  cracknels,  and  the  remnant  of  a  chine*. 

And  now  on  either  side,  and  allaround. 
The  weighty  shop-boards  fall,  and  bars  resound  5 
Each  ready  sempstress  slips  her  pattens  on, 
And  ties  her  hood,  preparing  to  begone. 

L.B.    W.  H.    J.S.    «.T. 
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A  CONFERENCE 


BETWBCH 


SIR  H.  P CE*S  CHARIOT^  AND  MRS  D.  ST — l>'s  CHAIR. 


[This  dialogue,  which  bears  stron^^  internal  marks  of  Swifts  bo- 
monr,  was  among  those  published  by  Dr  Barrett,  from  the 
Whimsical  Medley.  The  lady  so  severely  handled  was  Miss 
Dorothy  Stopford,  afterwards  Countess  of  Meath,  and  termed 
bv  Swift,  in  his  Journal  to  Stella,  <<  that  owl  0oll,  Countess 
of  Meath."  She  .marri^  General  Gorges  on  tiw  deatii  of 
Lord  Meath  ;  and  as  her  second  husband  and  she  died  within 
a  few  days  of  each  other,  the  circumstance  occasioned  a  second 
satirical  effusion  of  Swift's  humour,  entitled  Dicky  and 
Dolly.] 


CHARIOT. 

My  pretty  dear  Cuz,  tho*  I've  rov'd  the  town  o'er. 
To  dispatch  in  an  hour  some  visits  a  score ; 
Tho',  since  first  on  the  wheels,  I've  been  every  day 
At  the  'Change,  at  a  raffling,  at  church,  or  a  play ; 
And  the  fops  of  the  town  are  pleas'd  witfi  the  notion 
Of  calling  your  slave  the  perpetual  motion ; — 
Tho'  oft  at  your  door  I  have  whin'd  [out]  my  love, 
As  my  Knight  does  grin  his  at  your  Lady  above  \ 
Yet  ne'er  before  this,  tho*  I  used  all  my  care, 
I  e'er  was  so  happy  to  meet  my  dear  Chair  5 
And  since  we're  so  near,  like  birds  of  a  feather. 
Let's  e'en,  as  they  say,  set  our  horses  together. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


i^  CONFBRBNCE,  &C«^  IQff 


CHAIR. 

By  your  awkward  address,  you're  that  thing  which 

should  carry, 
With  one  footman  behind,  our  lover  Sir  Harry. 
By  your  language,  I  judge,  you  think  me  a  wench ; 
He  that  makesiove  to  me,  must  make  it  in  French. 
Thou  that's  drawn  by  two  beasts,  and  carry'st  a  brute. 
Canst  thou  vainly  e'er  hope,  I'll  answer  thy  suit  ? 
The'  sometimes  you  pretend  to  appear  with  your  six. 
No  regard  to  their  colour,  their  sexes  you  mix : 
Then  on  the  grand-paw  you'd  look  very  great. 
With  your  new-fashion'd  glasses,  and  nasty  old  seat. 
Thus  a  beau  I  have  seen  strut  with  a  cock'd  hat. 
And  newly  rigg'd  out,  with  a  dirty  cravat. 
You  may  think  that  you  make  a  figure  most  shining. 
But  its  plain  that  you  have  an  old  cloak  for  a  lining. 
Are  those  double-gilt  nails  ?  Where's  the  lustre  of 

Kerry, 
To  set  00*  the  Knight,  and  to  finish  the  Jerry  ? 
If  you  hope  I'll  be  kind,  you  must  tell  me  what's  due 
In  George'^'-lane  for  you,  ere  I'll  buckle  to. 

CHABI0T« 

Why,  how  now,  Doll  Diamond,  you're  very  alert ; 
Is  it  your  French  breeding  has  made  you  so  pert  ? 
Because  I  was  civil,  here's  a  stir  with  a  pox ; 

Who  is  it  that  values  your or  your  fox  ? 

Sure  'tis  to  her  honour,  he  ever  should  bed 
His  bloody  red  hand  to  her  bloody  red  head. 
You're  proud  of  your  gilding;  but  I  tell  you,  each 

nail 
Is  only  just  ting'd  with  a  rub  at  her  tail : 
And  although  it  may  pass  for  gold  on  a  ninny. 
Sure  we  know  a  Bath  shilling  soon  from  a  guinea. 
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^sy,  her  foretop's  a  cheat ;  each  mom  she  Aoe^ 
black  it. 

Yet,  ere  it  be  night,  it*s  the  saiiie  with  her  placket. 

I'll  ne'er  be  run  down  any  more  with  your  cant ; 

Your  velvet  was  wore  before  in  a  mant. 

On  the  back  of  her  mother;  biit  now  'tis  much  dul- 
ler,— / 

The  fire  she  carries  hath  changed  its  colour. 

Those  creatures  that  draw  me  you  never  would  mind. 

If  you'd  but  look  on  your  own  Pharaoh's  lean  kine  5 

They're  taken  for  spectres,  they're  so  meagre  and 
spare. 

Drawn  damnably  low  by  your  sorrel  mare. 

We  know  how  your  lady  was  in  you  befriended ; 

You're  not  to  be  paid  for  'till  the  lawsuit  is  ended : 

But  her  bond  it  is  good,  he  need  not  to  doubt; 

She  is  two  or  three  years  above  being  out. 

Could  my  Knight  be  advis'd,  he  should  ne'er  spend 
his  vigour 

On  one  he  can't  hope  of  e'er  making  bigger. 
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A  DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN 

fIR  WILLIAM  HANDCOCK  AND  THADY  FITZPATRICK, 
IN  THR  devil's  ANTICHAMBER. 

Also  from  the  Whimsical  Miscellany* 

THADY- 

You're  welcome  Sir  William  j  by  my  shoul  and  sal- 
vation, 

I  rejoice  for  to  see  one  from  my  own  nation: 

We  have  long  wanted  news:  was  it  growing  wealthy. 

Has  made  all  my  brothers  so  damnable  healthy  ? 

When  I  think;  of  their  nuipber,  I  look  for  them 
faster ; 

Sure  they  are  not  grown  honest,  and  quitted  their 
Master. 

Come,  never  look  squeamish,  nor  be  out  of  order. 

We're  here  on  a  level,  good  Master  Recorder. 

Let  me  know  what  hsis  pa3s'd,  and  you'll  find  I'll 
be  civil, 

And  speak  a  good  word  for  you  here  to  the  DeviL 

SIR  WILLIAM. 

Oh,  thank  you,  dear  Thady,  and  must  own  for  my 

part. 
It's  much  more  your  goodness  than  it. is  my  desert  5 
But,  to  speak  for  his  fee,  you  know  'twas  our  calling} 
Which  because  I  could  not,  I  then  fell  a-bawling. 
I  never  stuck  out  to  quote  a  false  case  : 
And  to  back  it,  I  e'er  had  an  impudent  face ; 
Or  on  my  right  hand  I  had  always  my  brother. 
To  vouch,  which  we  still  did,  the  one  for  the  other. 
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To  be  sure,  to  be  rich  was  always  my  guide ; 
To  take,  when  I  could,  a  fee  on  each  side. 
All  this  you  well  know.     But  pr'ythee  now  tell 
If  I  have  any  more  acquaintance  in  hell. 
Is  not  that  TuUamore  ?  * 

THADYr 

You  see  how  he  trudges 
At  the  head  of  a  shoal  of  unrighteous  judges. 
By  oppression  and  cheating,  by  rapine  and  lust, 
We  shall  in  good  time  have  the  rest  of  the  Trust. 
But  our  Master,  the  Devil,  has  solemnly  swore, 
Till  they're  out  of  commission,  not  to  admit  more. 
If  you  speak  me  but  fan*,  you  shall  not  go  far 
To  meet  with  your  friends  of  the  Bench  or  the  Bar  i 
Look  at  Reynolds,  and  Lyndon,  and  Whitshed,  and 

Keating, 
The  four  rogues  are  all  got  together  a  prating, 

SIR  WILLIAM. 

Pr*ythee,  where  is  fat  Hely  ?  I  durst  lay  my  life. 
That  he's  got  to  heaven,  by  help  of  his  wife. 

THADY. 

You'll  ever  be  urging  a  rea^son  that's  faint ; 
If  that  would  have  done,  we  might  each  be  a  saints 
But  what  is  become  of  Sir  Toby  and  Stephen  ?  t 
There's  neither  of  them,  I  am  sure,  gone  to  heaven. 


*  John  Moore,  of  Croghan,  in  the  King^s  County ;  created  in 
1715,  Baron  Moore  of  Tullamore:  in  1716,  and  again  in  Fgb. 
1722-3,  appointed  one  of  the  Lords  Commissioners  for  holding 
the  Great  Seal  Coring  the  absenoe  of  Lord  Chancellor  Middleton. 

BAllttBTT. 

+  Prpbably  Sir  Theobald  Butler,  and  Sir  Stephen  Ric^.  Tfcft 
totter  was  Lord  Chief  Baron  of  the  Exchequer.^-BAuaETT. 
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Does  your  brother  as  yet  speak  law  in  a  cause ; 
And  has  Pauca  left  off  making  use  of  his  claws  ? 
Does  the  Bar  from  the  Bench  with  patience  still 

pocket 
The  calling  them  rogue,  and  rascitl,  and  blockhead? 

SIR  WILUAM. 

Faith,  Thady,  our  Judges  are  grown  very  humble  5 
And  one  is  suspicious,  he'll  soon  have  a  tumble. 
The  new  ones  they  keep  the  old  ones  in  awe, 
And  have  taught  them  civility,  prudence,  and  law. 

THADY. 

Pox  take  me.  Sir  William,  why  was  not  I  asking. 
All  this  time  you've  been  here,  for  poor  Clara  Gas* 

coyne  ? 
The  woman  that  lay  so  long  by  my  side ; — 
But  I  fihow'd  I  forgot  her  before  that  I  died. 
I  believe  she's  unmarried,  for  I  think  I  took  care 
To  leave  her  but  little,  and  much  to  my  hein 

SIR  WILLIAM. 

She  still  is  thy  widow,  thou  barbarous  teague ; 
Both  living  and  dead,  thous't  to  her  been  a  plague : 
It's  not  for  that  sin,  that  I  am  come  here. 
Having  left  all  the  wealth  I  had  to  my  dear. 

THADY. 

That  thou  e'er  wert  a  blockhead,  you  need  not  now 

own. 
But  this  thy  last  action  all  others  does  crown ; 
Thou  scarce  wert  got  hither,  thou  pitiftil  cully, 
-  Before  she  had  gotten  a  lusty  young  bully : 
I  have  of  our  Master  a  proverb  to  tell  you ; 
What's  got  o'er  his  back,  is  spent  under  his  belly. 
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*«*  Tbis  {Kdofne  is  taMen  fr^m  ike  san^  MS* ;  and  ilscnliej 
to  Swift  on  conjecture,  it  must  liaje  been  written  about  1703 ; 
dbout  which  time  Sir  Wiltiam  Handcock,  Recorder  of  Dublin, 
died,  and  was  succeeded  in  that  office  by  Mr  John  Forster^ 
Thady  Fitzpatrick  represented  the  town  of  Maryborough  in 
%XDg  James's  Pariianient«-^B/kitR£TT« 


TO  LORD  HARLEY,  ON  HIS  MARRIAGE, 

OCTOBER  31,  1713. 


[Lbrd  Harley  married  Lady  Henrietta  Cavetidish  Holies,  the  daugh- 
ter and  sole  heiress  of  John  Duke  otf  Newcastle.  Bolingbroke 
malignantly  called  this  match  ^'  tie  ultimate  end  of  a  certain 
administration."  It  was  certainly  the  only  adt^ntage  wMch 
the  Earl  of  Oxford's  family  derived  from  his  possession  of  mi- 
nisterial power.] 


Among  the  numbers  who  employ 
Their  tongues  and  pens  to  give  you  joy. 
Dear  Harley  !  generous  yout^l,  admit 
What  friendship  dictates  more  than  wit. 
Forgive  me,  when  I  fondly  thought 
(By  frequent  observations  taught) 
A  sph-it  so  inform'd  as  yours 
Could  never  prosper  in  amours. 
The  God  of  Wit,  and  Light,  and  Arts, 
With  all  acquir'd  and  natural  parts. 
Whose  harp  could  savage  beasts  enchant, 
Was  aji  unfortunate  gallant. 

13 
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Had  Bacchiis  after  Daphn^i^  reei'd. 

The  nymph  had  soon  been  Ibirovght  to  yield: 

Or,  had  embroi^r'd  Mari&  pursued. 

The  nympTi  would  ne'er  have  been  a  prude. 

Ten  thousand  footsteps,  fell  in  view, 

Mark  out  the  way  wliere  Daphne  flew : 

For  such  is  all  the  sek's  flight. 

They  fly  from  ieaming,  wit,  and  Hght : 

They  fly,  and  none  can  overtake 

But  some  gay  coxcomb,  or  a  rake. 

How  then,  dear  Harlejf,  could  I  ^ess 
That  you  should  meet,  in  love,  succMs  ? 
For,  if  those  ancient  tales  be  %rue, 
Phoebus  was  beautiful  pas  you : 
Yet  Daphne  never  slaokM  her  pace, 
For  wit  and  learning  spoiled  his  faoe. 
And  since  the  scune  resemManoe  held 
In  gifts  whereiti  you  both  excell'd, 
I  fancy'd  every  nytnph  would  run 
From  you,  as  from  Latona's  son. 
Then  where,  said  I,  shall  Hariey  find 
A  virgin  of  superior  mind. 
With  wit  and  virtue  to  discover, 
And  pay  the  merit  of  her  lover? 

This  character  shall  Ca'endish  clsom. 
Bom  to  retrieve  her  sex's  fame. 
The  chief  among  the  glittering  crowd> 
Of  titles,  birth,  and  fortune  proud» 
(As  fools  are  insolent  and  vain) 
Madlv  aspic'd  to  wear  her  chain : 
But  rallas,  guardian  of  the  maid. 
Descending  to  her  chargers  aid. 
Held  out  Medusa's  snaky  locks. 
Which  stupify'd  them  all  to  stocks. 
The  nymph  with  indignation  view'd 
The  dull,  the  noisy,  and  the  lewd : 
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For  Pallas,  with  cdestial  ligh^ 
Had  purify'd  her  mortal  sight ; 
Show'd  her  the  irirtues  all  combin'dj 
Fresh  bloomings  in  young  Harley's  mind. 
Terrestrial  nymphs,  by  formal  arts. 
Display  their  various  nets  for  hearts : 
Their  looks  are  all  by  method  set^ 
When  to  be  prude,  and  when  coquette ; 
Yet,  wanting  skill  and  power  to  choose. 
Their  only  prid^  is  to  refuse. 
But,  when  a  goddess  would  bestow 
Her  love  on  some  bright  youth  below^ 
Round  all  the  earth  she  casts  her  eyes ; 
And  then,  descending  from  the  skies. 
Makes  choice  of  him  she  fancies  best. 
And  bids  the  ravished  youth  be  bless*d» 
Thus  the  bright  empress  of  the  morn 
Chose  for  her  spouse  a  mortal  bom: 
The  goddess  made  advances  first; 
Else  what  aspiring  hero  durst  ? 
Though,  like  a  virgin  of  fifteen^ 
She  blushes  when  by  mortals  seen; 
Still  blushes,  and  with  speed  retires. 
When  Sol  pursues  her  with  his  fires. 

Diana  thus.  Heaven's  chastest  queeu^ 
Struck  with  Endymion*s  graceful  mien, 
Down  from  her  silver  chariot  came. 
And  to  the  shepherd  own*d  her  flame* 

Thus  Ca'endish,  as  Aurora  bright. 
And  chaster  thai>  the  Queen  of  Nighi, 
Descended  from  her  sphere  to  find 
A  mortal  of  superior  kind. 
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PHYLLIS; 

OR,  THE  PROGRESS  OP  LOVE,  17l6. 

Desponding  Phyllis  was  endued 

With  every  talent  of  a  prade  : 

She  trembled  when  a  man  drew  near ; 

Salute  her,  and  she  tum'd  her  ear : 

If  o'er  against  her  you  were  plac'd. 

She  durst  not  look  above  your  waist : 

She'd  rather  take  you  to  her  bed. 

Than  let  you  see  her  dress  her  head ; 

In  church  you  hear  her,  through  the  crowd. 

Repeat  the  absolution  loud : 

In  church,  secure  behind  her  fan. 

She  durst  behold  that  monster  man  : 

There  practised  how  to  place  her  head. 

And  bite  her  lips  to  make  them  red ; 

Or,  on  the  mat  devoutly  kneelinff. 

Would  lift  her  eyes  up  to  the  ceiling. 

And  heave  her  bosom  unaware. 

For  neighbouring  beaux  to  see  it  bare. . 

At  length  a  lucky  lover  came^ 
And  found  admittance  to  the  dame. 
Suppose  all  parties  now  agreed. 
The  writings  drawn,  the  lawyer  fee'd^ 
The  vicar  and  the  ring  bespoke : 
Guess,  how  could  such  a  match  be  broke  f 
See  then  what  mortals  place  their  bliss  in ! 
Next  mom  by  times  the  bride  was  missing: 
The  mother  scream'd,  the  father  chid; 
Where  can  this  idle  wench  be  hid  ? 
No  news  of  Phyl !  the  bridegroom  came. 
And  thought  his  bride  had  i^ulk'd  for  shame ; 
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Because  her  father  us'd  to  say. 
The  girl  had  such  a  bashful  way  ! 

Now  John  the  buder  must  be  sent 
To  learn  the  road  that  Phyllis  went : 
The  groom  was  wish'd  to  saddle  crop ; 
For  John  must  neither  light  nor  stop. 
But  find  her,  wheresoe'er  she  fled,  • 
And  bring  her  back.  aUve  or  dead. 
See  here,  again  the  devil  to.  do ! 
For  truly  John,  was  ^ssing  too  : 
The  horse  and  pillion  both  were  gone 
Phyllis,  it  seems,  was  fled  with  John- 
Old  Madam,  who  went  up  to  fin^ 
What  papers  Phyl  had  left  behind, 
A  letter  op  the  toilet  sees,    ^ 
"  To  my  much  honour'd  father— these — " 
('Tis  always  doii^j  r^rniances  tell  us. 
When  daughters  run  away  with  fellows) 
Fiird  with  the  choicest  common-places^ 
By  others  us'd  in  the  like  casies. 
**  That  long  ago  a  fortune-teller 
Exactly  said  what  now  befel  her; 
And  in  a  glass  had  made  her  see 
A  servant  man  of  low  degree. 
It  was  her  fate,  must  be  forgiven ; 
For  marriages  were  made  in  Heavea : 
His  pardon  begg'd :  but,  to  be  plain. 
She'd  do't  if  'twere  to  do  again : 
Thank'd  God,  'twas  neither  shan^e  nor  sin  > 
For  John  was  come  of  honest  kin- 
Love  never  thinks  oif  rich  and  poor ; 
She'd  beg  wi^h  J^hn  from  door  to  door^ 
Forgive  her,  if  it  be  a  crime; 
She'll  never  do't  another  time. 
She  ne'er  before  iji  all  her  life 
Oaee  disobey'jd  kfira,  maid  nor  wife/' 
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One  argument  she  sunun'd  up  all  in^ 
^<  The  thifig  was  done  and  past  recalling ; 
And  therefore  hop'd  phe  should  recover 
His  favour  whepkbi^  passi^Voy^r* 
She  valued  not  what  others  thought  her. 
And  was — his  most  obedient  daughter." 
Fair  mkidenff  alt  dttend  ilk^  Muse, 
Who  now  the  wandering  pair  pursuei^ : 
Away  they  rode  in  homely  sort, 
Their  journey  lon^,  their  mqi^ey  short  j 
The  laying  cquple  ^ell  b^n^rf^; 
ThUi hm^  9xd  b^th  the  ridet^  tif*d: 
Their  victuals  bad,  their  lodjgings^  woiise ; 
Phyl  cried !  and  John  l>egan  to  curse : 
Phyl  wishM  that  she  had  strained  a  limb, 
When  first  she  ventured  out  with  him  j 
John  wish'd,  that  he  had  broli;^  a:  leg. 
When  first  for  her  he  quitted  Peg^ 

But  what  adventures  more  befel  theoi^ 
The  Muse  has  now  po  time  ta  teU  th^ngir ; 
How  Johnny  wheedled,  tbreatenM^  fawn'd. 
Till  Phyllis  all  her  trii^^ts  pawned  i 
How  oft  she  broke  h8r  marriage  vows> 
In  kindness  to  maintain  hei?  s^ouse^ 
Till  swains  unwholesome  spGal'^  the  trade  ^ 
For  now  the  surge^w  must  be  paid. 
To  whom  those  p^jq^isites  are  goae. 
In  Christian  justice  due  to  John. 

When  food  and  raiment  now  grew  scarce, 
Fate  put  a  peariod  to  the  farce. 
And  with  exact  poetic  justice ; 
For  John  was  landlord,  Ph^dlid  hostess ;  i 

They  keep,  at  St9W»9i»  ^  Qld>Bk»  Bofr, 
Ave  cat  and  dog,  and  rogue  and  whpre* 


VOL.  XIV.  H 


r       Digitffed  by 


Google 


E  "4  3 


HORACE,  Book  IV.  Ode  IX. 

ADDBESSED  TO  ARCHBISHOP  KING,    1718, 


[With  Arclibisliop  King,  Swift  prcserred  a  sort  of  dubious  frieiid. 
ship,  the  nature  of  which  b  best  illustrated  by  reference  to 
the  correspond^ce  between  them  and  thfe  corresponding  plus- 
sages  in  the  Journal  to  ^tellaf.] 


Virtue  conceal'd  within  our  breast 

Is  inactivity  at  best : 

But  never  shall  the  Muse  endure 

To  let  your  virtues  lie  obscure  ; 

Or  suffer  Envy  to  conceal 

Your  labours  for  the  public  weal. 

Within  your  breast  all  wisdom  lies. 

Either  to  govern  or  advise ; 

Your  steady  soul  preserves  her  frame, 

In  good  and  evil  time's  the  same. 

Pale  Avarice  and  lurking  Fraud, 

Stand  in  your  sacred  presence  aw'd; 

Y'our  hand  alone  from  gold  abstains. 

Which  drags  the  slavish  world  in  chains. 

Him  for  a  happy  man  I  own. 
Whose  fortune  is  not  overgrown ; 
And  happy  he  who  wisely  knows 
To  use  the  gifts  that  Heaven  bestows ; 
Or  if  it  please  the  powers  divine, 
Can  suffer  want  and  not  repine. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


HaRACl.  i}3 


The  man  who  infamy  to  shun 
Into  the  arms  of  death  to  tun  ^ 
That  man  is  ready  to  defead. 
With  life  his  country  orhis  friend. 


TO  MR  DELaNY,  Nov.  10,  17I8. 


[The  Rer.  Patrick  Delany,  an  excellent  and  learned  dMne,  had 
been  greatly  patronized  by  Sir  Constantine  Phipps,  who  was 
chancellor  of  Irebuid  undex^  Harky's  administration.  Beiog 
in  a  corresponding  degree  discountenanced  by  the  Whig  mini, 
stry,  he  was  recommended  to  Swift  as  much  by  similarity  of 
situation  as  by  learnmg,  wit,  and  social  talents.  He  was  at 
this  time  a  tutor  in  Trinity  college,  Dublin.  The  following 
piece  has  relation  to  tfao  phiyful  exercises  of  fiuicy,  which  She- 
ridan, Delany,  the  Grattans,  and  other  friends  of  the  Dean, 
were  wont  to  indulge,  and  which  they  sometimes  drove  to  the 
▼erge  of  eztrayagance.] 


To  you  whose  virtues,  1  must  own 
With  shame,  I  have  too  lately  known  9 
To  you  by  art  and  nature  taught 
To  be  the  man  I  long  have  sought. 
Had  not  ill  Fate,  perverse  and  blind. 
Placed  you  in  life  too  far  behind  : 
Or,  what  I  should  repine  at  more, 
*ftac'd  tne  in  life  too  far  before : 
To  you  the  Muse  this  verse  bestows. 
Which  might  as  well  have  been  in  prose ; 
No  thought,  no  fancy,  no  sublime. 
But  simple  topics  told  in  rhyme. 
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Talents  for  conversaUoii  fit 
Are  humour,  breedings  senses  end  wit: 
The  last,  as  boundless  a$  Uie  Wiiid^ 
Is  well  conceived,  thoiigh  wA  defined  *. 
For,  sure  by  wit  is  chiefly  meant 
Appljring  well  what  we  invent. 
What  humour  is,  not  all  the  tribe 
Of  logic-mongers  can  describe ; 
Here  nature  only  acts  her  p^rt, 
Unhelp'd  by  practice,  books,  or  irt :  * 
For  wit  and  humour  differ  quite ; 
That  gives  surprise,  and  this  delight. 
Humour  i?  odd,  grotes<j}ae,  and  wild. 
Only  by  aiTectation  spoi^'d  z 
'Tis  never  by  inventicm  got^ 
Men  have  it  when  they  know  it  not. 

Our  conversation  to  refine, 
Hurpour  and  wit  vfixisl  both  cojrpbine : 
From  both  we  leMn  to  rally  well, 
Wherein  scmitetimes  the  French  excel  5 
Voiture,  in  various  lights,  displays 
That  irony  which  turns  to  praise : 
His  genius  first  found  out  Uie.rule 
For  an  obliging  ridicule  : 
He  flatters  with  peculiar  ^ir 
.  The  brave,  the  witty,  ^nd  the  fair : 
And  fools  would  fancy  he  intends 
A  satire  where  he  most  cocdmends.  • 


*  The^e  lines  are  perfectly  chaifi^terbtic  of  Voiture,  wbo  ifas 
famous  for  introducing  n^w  an4  wy  graces  into  the  French  lan- 
guage, and  giving  a  more  agreeable  turn  to  many  trite  and  faral* 
liar  modes  of  expression,  by  a  hajipiness  peculiar  to  himself.  His 
irony  has  been  particularly  admiied'  for  its  singularity  and  ad- 
dress.  He^  as  well  as  th^^f  ourtly  W>i|ller,  was  th^  po^  of  t|M$  fabr  j 


to^  Digitized  by  VjOOQIC  ^  .^ 
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But  as  ^  poor  ipvetemdingrlfeaii,        • 
Because  he  fain  woaUl.iitake  la  gkowy 
Nor  can  arrive  ttikiivCT  bfifce. 
Takes  up  with  copper  fti  ifafe  place  ^ 
So  the  pert  dunces  of  mankiridy         V 
Whene'er  they  woxM  tie 'thought  Tefiil'd, 
As  if  the  difference  1%^/ait^cire 
Twixt  raillery  and  gpoisi  abbs^ '; 
To  show  their  pa¥t»y  will  wotd  «nd  raili  ^ 
Like  porters  o^&r  ^  pot  of  zijA.r  T 

Such  is  that  <Mxi  ofteii9teraiis49eai!s^ 
Always  together  by  tb^'lOTi^i   ! 
Shrewd  fellows  and  orbh^ wa^  k  tribe 
That  meet  for  mrdKhihg  but  a  g%e  ^ 
Who  first  run  on^  itfiochiet?  tbwh^ 
And  then  fall  foul  on  ^i  A6  town  j 
SkiU'd  in  the  horse4i«i)gh  ana*y.Tub> 
And  call'd  by  excdt€aDK»r:Thbi€Jkib. 
I  mean  your  Busier,  Dawsoii^  i6»,r^ 
All  special  frieniis,  "sa^  alw^yB  Jkr. 

The  mettled  and  "^twioioiis^^eed^ 
Differ  as  little  iA  thfeit  breed !      / 
Nay,  Voiture  id  a$  Rtee  Topi  Leighi 
As  rudeness  is  to  rebartefe; 

If  yvhhm  f^  md  I  wisfh  lihspoke. 
Twill  not  suffice  it  was  a^jbkie  3 
Reproach  not,  Ib^ti^h ill jest^hfp^      ' -i 
For  those  def^tB'  he  dannot  medd  ; 

and  both  hare  celebiibd  ttte  dhaiblihij^ti^uVi^s  bf  OaHlsl^.  •  It 
has  been  obserrdd)  ^Mt^^  MitftoH^fiiVd  fca&r^  iEf6  Inmib  by 
translation  as  Voiture.  His  native  beaaties  a^e  of  too  delicate  a 
unci  to  be  copied  vn  "a  iO'rei|^n  "Huiiliia^e* 

*  It  appmn^  b}^  Voitnrelft  Lett^h,  th^t  ht  was  ia  Epd^and  in  1653. 
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His  lineage^  caUing»  drnpe^  ordenee^  <  ,  '; 
If  nam'd  with  scorn,  gives  ju^t  offence.'  > 

What  use  in  life  to  make  men  fret, .  :  i 
Part  in  worse  hmnoiir  than  they  met  ?. . 
Thus  all  society  is  lost,  i .  .  ^ 

Men  laugh>at  one  anoUier's  cdst ;  ;      ' 

And  half  the  company  is  teas'd 
That  came  together  to  be  pleasM :     r 
For  all  buffoons  have*  most  in  view 
To  please  themselves,,  by  vexing  yorii. 

You  wonder  now  to  see  mie  write 
So  gravely  on  a  subject  lig^t;     . 
Some  part  of  what  I  here  design 
Regards  a  friend  *  of  yours  and  mine  ; 
Who  neither  void  of  sense  Dior. wit. 
Yet  seldom  judges  what  is  fit,  t 
But  sallies  ofit  beyond  his  bouads, 
And  takes  unmeasurable  rounds. 

When  jests  are  carried  on  top  fttr,  . 
And  the  loud  laugh  begins  the  war. 
You  keep  your  countenance  for  shame. 
Yet  still  you  think  your  friend  to  Idame : 
For  though  men  cry  they  love  a  jest,     v ,      ' 
'Tis  but  when  others  stand  the  test  j    ;       .. 
And  (would  you  have  their  meaning  kn^wn) 
They  love  a  jest  that  is  their  own-         ,      » * 
You  must,  although  the  point  be  nice,      . 
Bestow  your  friend  some  good  advice  j 
One  hint  from  you  will  set  him  right. 
And  teach  him  how  to  be  polite. 
Bid  him  like  you  observe  with  care. 
Whom  to  be  hard  on,  whom  to  spare ; 


♦  Dr  Sheridan.— H. 
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Nor  indistinctly  to  suppose 

All  subjects  like  Dan  J^kson's  nose*  * 

To  study  the  obliging  jest. 

By  reading  those  who  teach  it  best; 

For  prose  I  recommend  Voiture's,  f 

For  verse  (I  speak  my  judgment)  yours. 

He'll  find  the  secret  out  from  thence,    ' 

To  rhyme  all  day  without  offence ; 

And  I  no  more  shall  then  accuse 

llie  flirts  of  his  ill-manner'd  n^use. 

If  he  be  guilty,  you  must  mend  him  ? 
If  he  be  innocent,  defend  him. 


n\ 


*  WU^  way  .9fietymd  the  subject  of  leireral  poema  ^bjfh 
Swift  and  ojth^s.-^  ,  ,  ,. 

.  t  Sa  prose, .dit  Pe^sson,  es^  cp  qa*ii  y.a  de j^us  ch^^i *  ^  ^ 
plus  exact ;  elle  a.  un  certain  air  ^  g^VNc^ie,  4ffi^  p^tB^  troiaTO 
point  aillenrs,  et  qnelque  chose  de  si  naturel,  et  de  si  fin  tout  en« 
semble,  qne  la  lecture,  en  est  infinitement  ^gi^ble^  Ses  rers  ne 
8ont  peut^tregueres  moins  beaux,  encore  qu'ils  soient  plus  n^li. 
gez ;  mats  quand  11  m^prise  les  regies.  €*e8t  en  maitre,"— Moreri. 
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ON  yiz  d^atS  of  ©emar,  rui  vsuRffi : 

WHO  DIED  TfiE  SIXT?  4>r  JUXT,   172CL 


[My  late  regretted  friend,  Mr  Cooper  Walker,  faroured  me  witi 

tiipf olio  whig  uuUtwitmiceriiiBy  this  elegy  ;  ^  The  wibject -wa< 

John  Deman  a  great  merchant  in  Dublin,  who  died  6th  July 

^TfO;    «Mift^  ivm  Bikoib  otf  hk  iumal  ^fy,  %App^ria'i6^  in 

*'    ^-^    -    -     •     -      •  "treet,  when  tteii^WsW  Cbtoairt 

^d  ihethfy  was^heJiMbl  cdtain 


Mr  Sheridan^,  in  Capel  Street^  when  Aeii^WsW  Ctettart 


Know  all  men  by  these  presents.  Death,  the  taftie^ 
By  mortgage  has  secured  the  corpse  of  Demar : 
Nor  can  four  hundred  thousand  sterling  pound 
Redeem  him  from  his  prison  under  ground. 
His  heirs  might  well,  of  all  his  wealth  possessed, 
Bestow  to  bury  him  one  iron  chest. 
Plutus,  the  god  of  wealth,  will  joy  to  know 
His  faithful  steward  in  the  shades  below. 
He  walked  the  streets  and  wore  a  threadbare  cloak ; 
He  din'd  and  supp'd  at  charge  of  other  folk  : 
And  by  his  looks,  had  he  held  out  his  palms. 
He  might  be  thought  an  object  fit  for  alms. 
So,  to  the  popr  if  .he  refused  his  pelf. 
He  us'd  them  full  as  kindly  as  himself. 
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Wherever  he  went,  he  never  saw  his  betters ; 
Lords>  knights,  and  squires,  were  all  his  humble 

debtor^V  ,  v^  1?  ) 

Aad  under  hand  and  seal,  tlie  Irish  nation 
Were  forc'd  to  own  t^  him  t^ndr,  obligation.     ^ 

He  that  could  once  baveb^^  al^ingdom  bought, 
In  half  a  mintiie  is  not  worth  a  gi;oat.  ,[ 

His  coffers  from  the  coffin  coiuild  hot  save. 
Nor  all  his  iiUferctst  Ijiee^  him  from  the  grave,  i 
A  golden  mbhumctnt  would  not  be  right,        ' 
Because  we  wish  the  earth  upon  him  light. 

Oh  London  Tavern  1  *  thou  hast  lost  a  frieflwi. 
Though  in  thy  viraUs  he  ne*er  did  fartiiin^  spend: 
He  touched  the  peiice  when  others  toucad  th/e  pot; 
The  hand  that  sign*d  the  mortgage  paid  the  shot. 

Old  as  he  was,  no  vulgar  known  disease 
On  him  could  ever  boast  a  j>ower  to  seize  ; 
"  t  But  as  he  weigliM  his  gold,  grim  Death  in  spite 
Cast  in  his  dart,  which  made  three  moidores  light ; 
Aw}^  tas  hh  ^im  hi^  dltrHAg  nonb^  MU 
Blew  his  last  breath  to  sink  the  lighter  scale/* 
He  whoso  long  was  current,  'twould  be  straaige 
If  be  shoulcl  now  be  cry'd  down  since  his  change. 

The  i^^ixton  shall,  green  sods  <m  thee  bestow ;  .  . 
Alais,  the  f  ex^n  Is  t|ty  banker  now !  4.1 

A  dismal  banbei:  must  that  banker  be. 
Who  gives  no  bills  but  of  mortality ! 

'.'        ■        jy  >■     t  ■      ■  ■        ■      Ml 

♦  A  tayern  in  Dublin,  where  Dcmar  kept  his  office.— F. 

Mr  Walker  found  this  note  in  the  diarj  of  a  deceased  friend :' 
^^  As  I  passed  through  Smithfield  (Dublin),  I  saw  the  house. 
No.  34,  in  which  the  remarkable  John  Demar,  the  usurer ,  lired 
aod  died.  He  was  buried  in  the  S.  W.  corner  of  St  VuuVs  church. 
yard.-i^No  tombstone  for  many  years." 

i  These  fonr  linas  were  written  by  Stella,«-*F. 
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EPITAPH  ON  THE  SAME. 

i 

BEiJfiATH  this  \>:erdant  hillock  Kqs 
Demar,  th6  wealthy  and  the  wise^ 
His  heirsi  that  he  might  safely  rest. 
Have  put  his  carcase  in  a  chest ; 
The  very  chest  in  which,  they  say, 
His  other  self,  his  money,  lay. 
And,  if  his  heirs  continue  kind. 
To  that  dear  self  he  left  behind, 
I  dare  believe,  that  four  in  five    * 
Will  think  his  bettfer  half  aliVe. 


.;j 


TO  MRS  HOUGHTON  OF  BOURMONT, 

ON  PRAISING  HER  HUSBANn  TO  DR  SWIFT. 

You  always  are  nlaking  a  God  of  your  Spouse ; 
But  this  neither  Reason  nor  Conscience  allows ; 
Perhaps  you  Will  say,  His  in  gratitude  due. 
And  you  adore  hini,  because  he  adores  you. 
Your  argument's  weak,  and  so  you  will  find ;  _ 
For  you,  by  this  rule,  must  adore  all  mankind. 
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VERSES, 

WRITTEN  OiJ  A  WINDOW,  AT  THE  DEANERY  HOUSE, 
ST  I^ATRICK*S. 

Are  the  gpests  of  this  house  still  doom*d  to  b^ 

cheated  ? 
Sure  the  Fates  have  decreed  they  by  hajvefs  should 

he  treated. 
In  the  days  of  good  John,  *  if  you  came  here  to  din^. 
You  had  choice  of  good  meat,  but  no  choice  of 

good  wine. 
li^  Jonathan's  reign,  if  you  came  here  to  eat, 
Yqu  have  choice  of  good  ^ine,  but  no  choice  of 

good  meat. 
O  Jove !  then  how  fully  might  all  sides  be  blest, 
Would*stth6u  but  agree  ti  this  humble  request! 
Put  both  deans  in  one ;  or,   if  that's   too  much 

trouble, 
lustead  of  the  deans,  make  the  deaneiy  double. 


ON  ANOTHER  WINDOW,  f 

A  BARD,  on  whom  Phoebus  his  spirit  bestow*d. 
Resolving  t'  abkiiowledge  the  bounty  he  ow'd. 


*  Dr  Sterne,  the  predecessor  of  Swift  in  the  deanery  of  St  Pa- 
trick's^  a6d  afterward  bishop  of  Clogher,  was  distinguished  for 
his  hospitalkyt-^F. 

t  Written  by  Dr  Oelany,  in  conjunction  withStdla,  as  appears 
from  the  rerses  which  follow. 
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Found  out  a  new  method  at  once  of  confessing^ 
And  making  the  most  of  so  mighty  a  blessing : 
To  the  God  he'd  be  ^grate^;  but  mortals  he*d 

chouse. 
By  making  hi§  patron  preside  in  his  house ; 
And  wisely  foresaw  this  advan^ge  from  thence. 
That  the  God  would  ia  honour  bear  most  of  th* 
^  i     ,    expencej 

1^6  tW  bard  he  finds  drink,  and  leaves  l^hfBbus  to 
M.        tres^t 

With  the  thoughts  he  inspires,  regardless  of  meat. 
H^ce  they  that  come  hither  expecting  to  ^ne^ 
;^re  al\y^^  fobb'd  off  with  sheer  wit  and  sheer  wine* 


APOLLO  TO  THE  DEAN.    17fia     , 


[This  was  written  by  Swift,  in  reply  to  the  Tcrses  on  the  wIb- 
dows.] 


') 


Right  tri^^yjf  and  so  forth-*7  we  let  you  tp^i^w  • 
We  ar,e  v^nr  ili  us'd  by  you  mortals  Dielpw^    ; 
For,  first,  I  tiate  often  by  chemists  been  told. 
Though  I4»iow  nothiag  ea't^it  kl  that  mokegold^ 
"VThich  when  you  have  got,  you  so  carefully  hme  it. 
That,  siiicfe  t  Was  born,  1  hardly  haVi^  ^J>iy  d  |i 
Then  It  must  be  allowed,  that,  whenever  I  i^bioa,^ 
I  forward  th**  grass^  and  I  r^en  the  riirti  5  - 
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To  iae  tlie  good  fellows  apply  for  relief^  . 
Without!  whoni  th^  could)  get  neid^ier  cliapet  nor 

beef: 
Yet  their  wine  and'their  victtiafe  those  cumittdgeon 

faibbacds 
Lock  np  from  1117  sight  in  cellars  aad  cnpboardi^. 
That  I  have  am  ill  eye,  they  wickedly  think, 
And  tadnt  all  their  meat,  and  sour  adl  their  drink:     ' 
But,  thifldly  and  lastly,  k  must  be  aUow^d^ 
I  idcMfie  can  inspire  the  poetical  crowd : 
Thisiis  gnttefnUy  Own'd  by  each  boy  in  the  coUe^^ 
Whom  if  I  inspire,  it  is  not  tamy  kno^wi^edge. 
This  evet^  pretender  to  rhyme  ^iW  admil^ 
Without! troubling  his  hesld  about  judgn^nt  or  wil^ 
These  gentlemen  use  me  with  kindness  and  free-^ 

dogi, 
And  as  for  their  works,  when  I  please  I  niay  read 

'em. 
They  lie  open  on  purpose  on  counters  and  stalls, 
And  the  titles  I  view,  when  I  shine  on  the  walls.   ' 
But  a  c<Hnrade  of  yours,  that  traitor  Delany, 
Whom.  I  for  yaur  sake  lore  better  than  anyi 
And,  of  n^  mere  motion,  and  special  good  grace^  '' 
Ii^tended  ia  time  to  succeed  in  your  place; 
On  Tuesday  the  tenth  seditiously  came 
With  a  certain  false  traitress,  one  Stella  by  name. 
To  the  deanery  house^  and  on  the  north  glass. 
Where  for  fear  t)f  the  cold  I  never  can  pass. 
Then  and  there,  vi  et  armisy  with  a  certain  utensil^ 
Of  value  five  shillings,  in  English  a  pencil. 
Did  maliciously,  falsely,  and  traitorously  write. 
While  Stella  aforesaid  stood  by  with  a  light. 
My  sister  had  lately  deposed  upon  oath. 
That  she  stopt  in  her  course  to  look  at  them  both ; 
That  Stella  was  helping,  abetting  and  aiding ; 
And  still,  as  he  writ,  stood  smiling  and  reading: 
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That  her  ey&5  were  as  bright  as  myself  at  noon-day# 
But  her  graceful  black  locks  were  all  mingled  with 

grey : 
And  by  the  description  I  certainly  know, 
'Tis  the  nymph  that  I  courted  some  ten  years  ago ; 
Whom  when  I  with  the  best  of  my  talents  endued 
On  her  promise  of  yielding,  she  acted  the  pruBe  t 
That  some  verses  were  writ  with  felonioiis  intent. 
Direct  to  the  north,  where  1  never  yet  went:  > 
That  the  letters  appeared  reversM  through  the  pane. 
But  in  Stella's  bright  eyes  they  were  plac'd  right 

again: 
Wherein  she  distinctly  could  read  every  line. 
And  presently  guess'd  that  the  fancy  was  mine,. 
She  can  swear  to  the  person,  whom  oft  she  has  seen 
At  night  between  Cavan  Street  and  College  Green. 
Now  you  see  why  his  verses  so  seldom  are  shown ; 
The  reason  is  plain,  they  are  none  of  his  own : 
And  observe  while  you  live  that  no  man  is  shy 
To  discover  the  goods  he  came  honestly  by. ' 
If  I  light  on  a  thought,  he  will  certainly  steal  it. 
And  when  he  has  got  it,  iind  ways  to  conceal  it : 
Of  all  the  fine  things  he  keeps  in  the  dark. 
There's  scarce  one  in  ten  but  what  has  my  mark  j 
And  let  them  be. seen  by  the  world  if  he  dare, 
I'll  make  it.  appear  they  are  all  stolen  ware^ 
But  as  for  the  poem  he  writ  on  your  sash, 
I  think  I  have  now  got  him  under  my  lasJh ; 
My  sister  transcribed  it  last  night  to  his  sorrow. 
And  the  public  shall  see't,  if  I  live  till  to*morrow. 
Through  the  zodiac  around,   it  shall  quickly  be 

spread 
In  ail  parts  of  the  globe  where  your  language  is 

read. 
He  knows  very  well,  I  ne'er  .gave  a  refusal. 
When  he  ask'd  for  my  aid  in  the  forms  that  are  usual : 
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But  the  secret  h  this ;  I  did  lately  intend 
To  write  a  few  verses  on  yon  as  my  ^friend : 
I  studied  a  fortnight,  before  I  could  find. 
As  I  rode  in  nly  <5hariot,  a  thought  to  my  mind. 
And  resolv'd  the  hiext  winter  (for  that  is  my  time,' 
When  the  days  are  at  shortest)  to  get  it  in  rhyme ; 
Till  then  it  was  locked  in  my  box  at  Parnassus ; 
When  that  subtle  companion,  in  hopes  to  surpass 

us. 
Conveys  out  my  paper  of  hints  by  a  trick, 
(For  I  think  in  my  conscience  he  deals  with  Old 

Nick) 
And  from  my  own  stock  provided  with  topics. 
He  gets  to  a  wijadow  beyond  both  the  tropics. 
There  out  ot  my  sight,  just  against  the  north  zone. 
Writes  down  my  conceits,  and  then  calls  them  his 

own ;  .  / 

And  you,  like>  a  booby,  the  bubble  can  swallow : 
Now  who  but  Delany  can  write  like  Apollo  ? 
High  treason  by  statute  !  yet  here  you  object. 
He  only  stole  hints,  but  the  verse  is  correct ; 
Though  the  thought   be  Apollo's  'tis  finely  ex- 
pressed;   . 
So  a  thief  steals  my  horse,  and  has  him  well  dress'd. 
Now  whereas  the  said  criminal  seems  past  repent- 
ance. 
We  Phoebus  think  fit  to  proceed  to  the  sentence. 
Since  Delany  has  dar*d,  like  Prometheus  his  sire. 
To  clime  to  our  region,  and  thence  to  steal  fire ; 
We  order  a  vulture  in  shape  of  the  spleen. 
To  prey  on  his  liver,  but  not  to  be  seen. 
And  we  order  our  subjects  of  every  degree 
To  believe  all  his  verses  were  written  by  me : 
And  under  the  pain  of  our  highest  displeasure. 
To  call  nothing  his  but  the  rhyme  and  the  measure. 
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And  lastly,  for  Stella,  jjoBt  omt  of  h^vpriwtj 
Tm  too  much  rey^engt^  atrwdj  by  time. 
In  return  to  her  $com,  I  aei^  her  diae^Miefi^ 
But  will  now  be  her  friend  wh^Biey^  she  fAcAsts : 
And  the  gifts  I  be^tow'd  her  will  fkMJb  her  a  )w«. 
Though  she  liyea  till  she's  gisey  b»  a  badgiir  tM 
orer. 


NEWS  FROM  PARNASSUS. 


BT  DR  DXLAXT* 
OCCASIONED  BY  "  APOLLO  TO  THK  DEAN-" 

Parnassus,  Februanr  the  twenty-seventh. 
The  Poets  assembled  here  on  the  eleventh. 
Convened  by  Apollo,  who  gave  them  to  know, 
He*d  have  a  vicegerent  in  his  empire  below  ^ . 
But  declared  that  no- bard  should  this  honour  inhe- 
rit. 
Till  the  rest  had  agreed  he  surpassed  them  in  miC- 

rit:  ' 

Now  this,  you'll  allow,  was  a  diflBcult  case. 
For  each  bard  believ'd  he'd  a  right  to  the  plape ; 
So,  finding  the  assembly  grow  warm  in  debate. 
He  put  them  in  mind  of  his  Phaeton's  fate : 

12 
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'TwiftiifgM  to  na  pitcpos^f  disputes  higher  rose, 
Scarce  Phoebus  hunself  could  their  quarrels  com^ 

Till  at  length  he  determined  that  every  bard 
Should  (e^h  in  his  tilni)  be  patiently  heard.  ' 

First,  one  who  believ'd  he  e^^cell'd  in  transla* 

lion^*,^ 
Founds  his  claim  on  the  doctrine  of  man's  transmt; 

gration;  ^' 

'VSinice  the  so^i  of  great  Milton  was  given  to  m^ 
I  hope  the  Conyention  will  quickly  agree;"  f^ 

**  Agree !"  quoth  Apollo :  ^  from^  whence  is  this 

.fO0l?  . 

Is  he  just  come  from  reading  Pythagoras  at  school? 
Begone,  sir,  you've  got  your  subscriptions  in  time, 
AcMd  given  in  return  neither  reason  nor  rhyme." 
To  the  next  says  tlie  God,  "  Though  now  I  won't 

cl)pose  you,  ^ 

ril  tell  you  the  reason  for  which  I  refuse 'you: 
Love's  Goddess  has  oft  to  her  parents  complain'd/ 
Of  my  fovouring  a  bard  who  her  empire  disdained ; 
That  at  my  instigation,  a  po^m  you  writ. 
Which  to  beauty  v^d  youth  preferr'd  judgment  and 

wit; 
That,,  to  make  you  a  Lstureat,  I  gave  the  first  voice. 
Inspiring  the  Britons  t' approve  of  my  choice. 
Jove  sent  her  to  me,  her  pow«r  to  try ; 
The  Goddess  of  beauty  what  God  can  deny  ? 
She  forbids  your  preferment^  I  grant  her  desire. 
Appease  the  fair   Goddess:    you  then  may  rise 
higher." 


*  Dr  Trapp,  of  whom  Swift  talks  contemptuonfly  in  hi^ 
Journal* 

VOL.  XIV.  I 
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The  nesdMhdi  apfbar'dfafol  g(R$d  h<i{)««>br^6ii^^ 

ceediqg,'/  .•'■'•■■»'  .' .   :^'  :-  'i^.  c; 

For  he  merited  much  for  his  wit  and  hias  t^r^ding, 

'Twas  ws»:iathe  Britons  no. favotir to  shi^^l  ifk£  ^ 

He  else  might  exptet  theyshbuld  ^fiaj  wliat  ih^ 

■  owiB  hiih.  >'<.:•''       ■  //   ■-    •  ^ ,.  •  - 

And  therefore  they  prudently  chose  to  dii^ard 
The  Patriot,  "irhose  niierHs  they  would  not  rew&rd : 
The  God,  with  a  smile,  bade  his  favourite 'Advance, 
**  You  itere  sent  by  AstMea  her  dnWy  to'lPrance : 
'  You  bend  your  ambiti(m  to  rise  in  the  rt^te ;    ' 
I  iefuse  you,  because  you  ooujd  stbo|>  to  be  great." 
Then  a  bard  who  had  been  a  successful  transla- 
tor, f 
**  The  convention  allows  itie  a  versificatbr .*• 
Says  Apollo, « ^^  You  mention  the  le^st  of  your  me- 
rit; 
By  your  works,  it  appears  you  have  much  of  my 

spirit. 
I  ^teeiu  you  so  well,  that  to  tell  you  the  truth. 
The  greatest  objection  against  you's  your  youth : 
Then  be  not  concerned  you  are  now  laid  aside; 
If  you  live  yoia  shall  certainly  one  day  preside.^ 

Another,  low  bending,  Apollo  thus  greets, 
^^  'Twas  I  taught  your  subjects  to  *ralk  thi'otigh  the 

streets/' J 
"  You  taught  them  to  walk  !  why,  they  knew  rt  be- 
fore: 
But  give  me  the  bard  that  can  teach  them  to  soar. 
Whenever  he  claims,  'tis  his  right,  I'll  confess, 
Who  lately  attempted  my  style  with  success ; 


*  Mr  Prior.--N. 

+  Mr  Po<pe  was  probably  here  meant.— N. 

X  Mr  Gay  ;  alluding  to  his  *^  Tmia."— N. 
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Who  writes  like  Ap6tfb  iias  Stoost  of  hU  spirit. 

And  therefore  'tis  just  I  distihgufeh  his  merit ; 

Who  makes  it  ap]^^ar,  by  all  he  has  writ. 

His  judgment  aloii^  cto  set  bonnds  id  his  wit ;       \ 

Like  Virgil  correct,  with  W^  bvhi  native  ease, '  '  _  ^ 

But  excels  even  Virgil  in  elegaht  praiise :  . 

Who  admires  the  aiicFehts,  and  knows  'tis  their  dui. 

Yet  writes  in  a  manner  entirely  new; 

Though  none  with  more  ease  fhdr  depths  can  ex- 

Yet  whatever  he  wants  he  takes  from  my  istore;      * 

Though  I'm  fond  of  his  virtues,  his  pri(fe  I  can  see. 

In  scorning  to  borrow  from  any  but  me : 

It  is  owing  to  this,  that,  like  Cynthia,  his  lays 

Enlighten  the  world  by  reflecting  my  rays." 

This  said,  the  whole  audience  ^on  found  out  hife 

drift: 
The  convention  was  summoh'^d  in  feVour  of  Swift. 


APOLLO'S  iedict: 

CCCASIONfiD  BV /*  :t^EWS  FROM  PA]^NASSUS  " 

Ireland  is  now  oui-  royal  care. 
We  lately  fix'd  our  viceroy  there  2 
How  near  was  she  to.be  undone. 
Till  pious  love  inspired  her  son  J 
What  cannot  our  vicegerent  da> 
As  poet  and  as  patriot  too  ? 
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Let  his  succe38  our  subjectB  sway5  ,  f,/ 

Our  inspirations  to  obey,  ., 

And  follow  where  he  leads  tiie  way :  .  -  .    V/' 

Then  study  to  correct  your  taste ;  <    :  I J 

Nor  beaten  paths  be  longer  traced.  /.,,.[ J 

No  simile  shall  be  beguii^ 
With  rising  or  with  setting  sun  j  ,  - 

And  let  the  secret  head  of,  Nile  :  ■     , , ,' 

Be  ever  banish'd  frorfi  yoyr  isle.  .     ;       ,;1 

When  wretched  lovers  live  on  air^  :  , 

I  beg  you'll  the  chameleon  spare ;  a    * 

And  when  you'd  make  a  hero  grander. 
Forget  he's  like  a  salamander.  * 

No  son  of  mine  shall  dare  Xq  say, 
Aurora  ushered  i%the  day. 
Or  ever  naime  the  milky-way. 

You  all  agree,  I  make  no  doubt, 
Elijah's  mantle  is  worn  out.  . .        ,   : 

The  bird  of  Jove  shall  toil  no  more 
To  teach  the  humble  wren  to  soar. 
Your  tragic  heroes  shall  not  rant. 
Nor  shepherds  use  poetic  cant. 
Simplicity  alone  can  grace 
The  manners  of  the  rural  race. 
Theocritus  and  Philips  be 
Your  guides  to  true  simplicity.      \ 

When  Damon's  soul  shall  take  its  flight, 
Though  poets  have  the  second-sight. 
They  shall  not  see  a  trail  of  light. 
Nor  shall  the  vapours  upwards  rise. 
Nor  a  new  star  adorn  the  skies  : 
For  who  can  hope  to  place  one  there. 
As  glorious  as  Belinda's  hair  ? 


*  See  tlie  Verses  to  Lord  Cutts. 
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Yet,  if  his  name  youM  eftemize. 
And  must  exalt  him  to  the  skies ; 
Without  a  star  this  may  be  done : 
So  Tickell  moum*d  his  Addison. 

If  Anna^  happy  reign  you  praise, 
Pray,  not  a  wonl  of  halcyon  days  : 
Nof  l^t  my  votaries  show  their  skill 
Ia  aping  fines  from  Cooper's  HHI ; 
For  know  I  cannot  bear  to  hear 
The  mimicry  of  deep,  yet  clear. 

Whene'er  my  viceroy  is  addressed. 
Against  the  phoenix  I  protest. 
When  poets  soar  in  youthful  strains. 
No  Phaeton  to  hold  the  reins. 

When  you  describe  a  lovely  girl,  • 

No  lips  of  coral,  teeth  of  pearU  •    ^ 

Cupid  shall  ne'er  mistake  another, 
However  beauteous,  for  his  mother ; 
Nor  shall  his  darts  at  random  fly 
From  magazine  in  Celia's  eye. 
With  woman  compounds  1  am  cloy'd,  ^ 

Which  only  pleas'd  in  Biddy  Floyd. 
For  foreign  aid  what  need  they  roam. 
Whom  fate  has  amply  blest  at  home  ? 

Unerring  Heaven,  with  bounteous  hand. 
Has  form'd  a  model  for  your  land. 
Whom  Jove  endow'd  with  every  grace ; 
The  glory  pf  the  Granard  race  ; 
Now  deslin'd  by  the  powers  divine 
The  blessing  of  another  line. 
Then,  would  you  paint  a  matchless  dame. 
Whom  you'd  consign  to  endless  fame  ? 
Invoke  not  Cytherea's  aid. 
Nor  borrow  frpm  the  blu^ey'd  m^tid ; 
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Nor  need  you  on  the  Graces  oaU; 
Take  qualities  from  Donegal.  ^      ; 


THE  DESCRIPTION  OF  AN  IRISH  f  EAST. 

TRANSLATED  ALMOST  LITERALLY  OUT  OF  THE 
ORIGINAL  IRIS|I. 

1780. 


[O'Rourke,  a  powerful  chieftain  of  Ulster  m  the  rtiga  of  ^oe^ 
Elizabeth,  was  induced  to  malse  a  Tisit  to  the  court  of  fiiat 
sovereign ;  and,  in  order  to  Ukeleaye  of  his  iidgh)>of  rs  miA 
becoming  splendour,  he  assembled  them  in  the  great  haU  of  his 
castle,  which  was  situated  in  the  county  of  Leitrim,  and  still 
exists  as  a  ruin.  He  entertained  his  nurikerdus  guests  with  such  a 
profusion  of  thp  riide  hospitality  of  the  period^  that  the  tnttnory 
of  his  feast  long  sturvived  in  tradition  ;  ihe  longe)r  pierhaps  0^ 
account  of  the  tragical  fate  of  O'Rourke  himself^  who  was 
put  to  death  in  England.  Hugh  Mac  Guaran,  Esq.  of  Lei- 
trim, a  contemporary  of  the  celebrated  Carolan,  composed, 
upon  this  ttaditionary  foundation,  the  celebrated  song  of 
Plearaca  na  Ruarcah,  The  fame  df  the  ditty  haTing  reached 
Dean  Swift,  he  was  supplied,  at  his  own  request,  with  a  lite* 
ral  version,  from  which  he  executed  the  following  very  spirit* 
ed  translation.  It  was  afterwards  translated  by  Mr  Claris 
Wilson,  who  published  Irish  poepis  in  1782,  from  whose 
scarce  and  forgotten,  though  yery  curious  colloctton,  I  hat® 
transferred  the  original  Irish  words,  for  the  benefit  ot  th^  ca- 
rious in  Hibernian  antiquities.] 


^  Lady  Catharine  Forbes,  daughter  of  the  first  Earl  of  Gra- 
nard,  and  second  wife  of  Arthur  third  Earl  of  Donegal. 
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O'Rourkb's  noble  fairi 
Wai  ne'er  be  fot^ty 

By  those  who  were  therci 
Or  those  who  weiie  riot. 

His  revels  to  keep,    i 
We  sup  and  we  cBiie 

On  seven  score  sUeep^' 
Fat  buUocka^  aad  swihe. 

Usquebaugh  to  oarfeak 
In  pails  was  bfomghl  i^, 

Ap.  hundred  at  least,  ' 

And  a  madtiteir  *  am^  eup. 

O  there  is  the  sport ! 

We  rise  with  1^  light 
In  disorderly  sort, 

From  snoring  aJl  ni^ht. 


PLEARACA  JfiA  RUASCAOL 

Hearaca  na  Riulrca<;h 
Accnimluie  an  atlo  dhaioe, 

Dii  ttincaidh  da  bhaicfeadh 
S'da  cduinfeadh  go  mL 

Seacht  bhfifthchead  aiiic^ 

Mart  aguB  cai9% 
Da  ccasgairt  don  gfaamidby 

GachiioBi  Id, 

Na  ceada  pal  uisge-beaUiay 

'Sna  meadra  dha  lidnadbi 
Ag  dirghe  air  maidiD, 

u  agaion  a  bhi  an  spoirt* 

Do  briseadh  mo  pbiqiQsa, 

Sladamh  mo  phdcasa^ 
Chiideath  mho  bhrisdesi, 

LoMgeadh  mo  chUcawu 


*  A  wooden  Tewel.— F. 
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O  how  was  I  tricked ! :  '    > 

My  pipe  it  was  l^rbke^  • 

My  pocket  was  pick'd,      .      : . 
I  lost  my  new  eloak. , 

I'm  rifled,  quoth  Nell,  i    ^ .  - 

Of  mantle  and  kwcher,  ^ 
Why  then  fare  them  iveMr 

The  de'el  take  the  searc^er^     i 

Come,  harper,  strike^  up ;  *         i  ' 

But,  first,  by  your  fwoiir, ,  /    ;i  *;  j  1 

Boy,  give  us  a  cup :   ,       i      '     :  »   i    ^ 

Ah !  this  hath  soosie  savour*.  :  .  / 

O'Rourke^s jolly boy^i.    <  » 

Ne'er  dreamHofitbetfiatt^ry       .  * 

'Till,  rous'd  by  the  noise^  « 

And  musical  clatter, .  .  - 


ChaiB  me  me  MiftrM,  .        / 

MfkUainnismfiUe^; 
O  dimigh  na  gaireid, 

Ar  sheacbt  mbesmnacht  lea* 

Spreag  air  an  ceUdrngfa  sintf , 

Seinn  an  Plear&ca  sin, 
Prap  dhuinn  sgaird  don  digli  sin : 

A,  81  £o,  an  chuirm  da^4 

Locht  leanmhnna  na  Knafcaeb 
Ag  crabtadh  a  ccleitighe, 

Tra  cbuala  siad  ttmnan, 
Is  troipleasg  a  chedil* 

Qan  aire  air  a  ccolsreagadb, 
Ag  eirghe  as  a  leapacha ; 

Is  a  bbean  fein  ar  leathtaimh 
Ag  gach  aou  don  didip. 


*-  A  coTemi;  of^iacD^  worn  en  tke  beads  of  Ae  woinen.«^FT 
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They  bounce  from  thieir  nest, 

Nfo  longer  will  tarry, 
Th(^  rise  ready  drest. 

Without  one  Ave-Mary. 

They  dance  in  a  rounds      . 

Cutting  caperfe  and  ramping ; 
A  mercy  the  ground 

Did  not  burst  with  their  stamping. 

The  floor  is  all  wet 

With  leaps  and  with  jumps. 
While  the  water  and  ?weat 

Splish-splash  in  their  pumps* 

Bless  you  late  and  early, 

Laughiin  O'Enagin !  * 
But  my  hand,  t  you  dance  rarely, 

Margery  Grinagin.  % 


Badh  liidir  an  seasamh 

Don  talamh,  bfai  f^thfii; 
Gan  r^badh  le  sodar 

Is  glugar  ann  gach  brdig* 

SUluite  agDB  saoglial  chngad 

A  Mhaoileachliiin  ui  Aonagmn,  , 

Dar  mo  laimh  is  maith  adhamaas  tu, 

A  Mhairaillni  Ofariodagain. 

Sdd  ort  a  mhaitfaair 

Go  raibh  nutith  agad  a  ^adrnigy 
Sgag  thusa  an  ag^  sin 

Sios  an  do  sgdig.* 

[*  This  verse,  untranslated  by  Swift,  is  thus  reodered  by  Wilson : 
Here's  to  yot^  dear  mother. 

I  thank  you,  dear  Pat ; 
Pilch  this  down  yoor  throat. 

Pm  the  better  of  that] 


*  The  name  of  an  Irishman,— F.    .     .  t  Aft  Irish  oath.— F. 
X  The  name  of  an  Irishwoman. — F, 


Digitized  by 


Google 


Bring  straw  for  pur  b^d^ 
Shake  it  down  to  the Jeffe    . 

Then  over  us  spread       ^  . 

The  winnowiqgsfieet 

To  show  I  don't  flifidbt 
Fill  the  bowl  i^^  ^gaip  ^ 

Then  give  us  a  pinch 

Of  ^our  sneeaij^,  a  Yean,  * 

Good  lord  !  what  a  sigh^> 
After  all  their  gopd  cheer^ 

For  people  to  %ht 

In  the  midst  of  tjieir  beer  ! 

They  rise  from  their  feapt, 
And  hot  are  their  brakrs, 

A  cubit  at  least 

The  length  of  their  skeans.  f 


Craitb  fdinn  anrtonUdedg  sid, 
Leathnoi^h  ortiinn  an  chi^hedff  na. 

An  bugsa  sin  Aineis 
Graideog  le  na  dL 

Athair  na  ngnsa  cd  be^ 

Chifeadli  an  ghtasmidti^ 
lar  lionadh  a  cecrokne. 

Is  ar  lasadii  san  ol. 

Bhi  cBaimh-migheadh  bachuird 

Ar  far  ann  gacb  sgptn  aca; 
Ag  stabadh  'sa  gearradb 

Go  ledr,  go  leoir. 

Cead  aitfashlisne  dmch  air, 
Lasadli  gabfaail  trid  m  cbeile  | 

Ag  cnagadhy  ar  leagadfa, 
Ag  losgadb,  sa  d^i^dfa. 


*  Surname  of  an  Irishwomaii.-«-F. 
t  Daggers,  or  »hort  sViOrds-.F. 


Digitized  by 


Google 
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What  «tabs  and  what  iqate^ 
What  datterii^g  of  ^^ck?j 

What  strokes  on  the  gu^^,    /     - 
What  bastings  and  kipk?  j. 

With  cudgels  of  oak^      i  ni 
Well  harden'd  in  flame, 

A  hundred  heads  brcjK^ 
A  hundred  struck  lanu^; 

You  churl,  I'll  maintain  , 
My  father  built  Lusk, 

The  castle  of  Slane, 

And  Carrick  Drumrusjc : 

The  Earl  of  Kildare, 

And  Moynalta  his  brother. 
As  great  as  they  are, 

I  was  nurst  by  their  mother.  * 


A  bhodaigh  as  e  mathsdi-se, 
Chair  mainister  na  BuUle  suas, 

SliiEeach  is  Gailtimh  is 
Canriiig  Dhram-Riisga  fos. 

'Se  Jarla  Chilldara, 

Agus  biatach  Mhai^ealta» 
Doil  agiis  daltrom  me 

Fiosraidth  do  Mlioir. 

ij^agaidh  an  UUiuid  siit 
Biiailidh  an  strtoeiid  ain, 

Ciek  an  sa  tarr  is 
Ciijf  an  sa  tsroin. 

Cia  toigan  talamsa? 

Ar  sa  aon  don  eaglais, 
Ag  eirgidh  na  sheasaml), 

'Sa  bagart  go  mdr. 


♦  ttisllte'ctotbih  in  Ireland  to  call  nurses,  fostef-nicithers; 
tfceir  UuflbandB,  foster-fathers ;   and  their  children,  foster-bro. 
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Ask  that  of  old  m iwiam : 
She'll  tell  you  who's  who. 

As  far  up  as  Adam, 
She  knows  it  is  tru^. 

Come  down  with  that  beam. 
If  cudgels  are  scau*ce, 

A  blow  on  the  weam. 
Or  a  kick  on  the  Br-^se. 


Ni  hi  an  spird^  dMiiftriogtha 

Bhi  leis  san  racfto ;  ' 

Aght  bata  maith,'  cnap^Uiacby 

BogUUid6irn.  ^'    • 

Tretfa  shaoil  se  na  caibhIioiTy 

Alasgadh  sdo  thidrail ; 
Do  foigiead  an  Sagart  na  mheall 

Trasna  fosi  an  mbord. 

Deirghe  na  braitbre  do  tbasail 

Na  braoine  sin ; 
'Sdo  iaigead  an  ts^tfaar  gardiaiv 

Ar  athair  ansa  gniosiM^ha. 

Niiair  abhi  mise  tall, 

Agiacad  nan  gradba^ 
Abhfocair  an  phapay 

ThaU  an  sa  Rouuh. 

Se  an  Seven  Wise  Masters, 

Blii  ar  chlaaisar  a  tbarraige 
Is  ^  agitbe  na  bpotatuidb 

Laimh  le  Sheemdr, 

Swift  has  not  translated  the  six  last  rcrses,  which  may  be  ten. 
dered  thus : 

Cia  taigan  ttUamsa,  ifc, 

.     Who  kick'd  up  this  dost? 
Cried  one  of  the  clergy  J 
Bolting  lip  like  a  post, 
Come  bo  quiet,  I  charge  ye« 


thers  or  foster-sisters  ;  and  thus  the  poorest  chum  kindred  to  the 


richest— F 
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THE  PROGRESS  OF  BEAUIY.    17ft0. 

When  first-Diaim  leaves  her  tedy 
Vapours  and  steams  her  look  disgrace- 

A  frowzy  dirty-colour'd  red 
Sits  on  her  cloudy  wrinkled  ^ce : 

But  by  degrees,  when  moucntad  high. 

Her  artificial  face  appears 
Down  fromlier  window  in  the  sky. 

Her  spots  are  gone,,  her  visage  clears. 

•Twixt  earthly  females  and  the  moon. 

All  parallels  exactly  run : 
If  Celia  should  appear  too  sooU) 

Alas,  the  nymph  would  be  Undone  1     .  . 

He  broa|^t  no  holy  watir^ , 

The  riot  to  charm ; 
But  a  switch,  for  the  matter 

Scarce  «o  thick  as  his  arm. 

While  be  deemed  them  all  queird. 

This  churdynan  so  able. 
By  a  back-stroke  was  felPd,  \ 

Like  a  log  on  the  table« 

Next  tip  got  a  friar 

To  appCAse  these  rude  members; 
But  was  |>itched  cross  the  fire 

with  his  breech  on  the  embers. 

l¥liile  loudly  he  hoUowed, 

"  Would  you  match  you  with  me, 
Wlio  my  studies  have  followed 

At  Rome  beyond  sea." 

While  yon  tfarum*d  old  ballads. 

Sitting  sqnat  like  a  boor  3 
With  potatoes  for  sallads, 

In  the  bog  of  Shiemoor. 

12 
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To  see  her  from  her  pillow  rise, 

AH  reeking  ihailoiidjr'sieatb^  ^  '^^  '  .  •    -  ' 
Crack'd  lips,  foul  teeth,  and  gummy  eyes. 

Poor  Strephorif  how  would  hb'bbsiihciiiet 

Three  colours,  blax:^5  and  red;j««)riiwiik^^   •  A 
So  graceftil  in  their  proper  placev '  ^  ' 

Remove  them  to  a  different  site. 
They  fown  a  frightful  hideous^&ca^ : ' 

For  instance,  when  the*  Wy  fillips* t^' 

Into  the  preciJicts  of  the  ros^,' 
And  takes  possession  of  the  lips. 

Leaving  thfe  pui^pfte  to  the  nbse : 

■  .  .-      ■    .  .  ,  .     •   .    .,  '■  • 

So  Celia  went  entity  tO!'l>ed,        •   '     :    •  :    ^ 
AH  her  completion  safe  anidt  ^ound ; 

But,  when  she  rose,  white.  Mack,  and  red. 
Though  still  in  sight,  had  changed  their  ground 

The  black,  which  would  not  be  confinM> 

A  more  inferior  station  seeks. 
Leaving  the  fiery  red  behind. 

And  mingles  in  her  muddy  cHeeks. 

But  Celia  can  with  ease  reduce. 
By  help  of  pencil,  paint,  and  brush. 

Each  colour  to  its  place  and  use. 
And  teach  her  cheeks  again  to  blUsh. 

She  knows  her  early  self  no  more. 

But  fiird  with  admiration  stands  5 
As  other  painters  oft  adore 

The  workmanship  of  their  own  hands. 
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Thus,  after  four  iinpoMnt  Hcmrs, 

Celiacs  the  wonder  of  her  siex :  ^ 

Say,  which  among  the  heavenly  powers 

Could  cau§ie  such  mai^ellbus  effects  ? 

Venus,  indulgent  to  h^^  kind. 

Grave  women  all  their  hearts  could  wish. 
When  first  she  taught  tHerri  where  to  find  ^ 

White  lead  and  Lusitanian  *  dish* 

Love  with  white  leiad  cements  his  wings : ' 

White  lead  was  seilt  us  to  repair 
Two  brightest,  brittlest,  earthly  things,  ' 

A  lady's  face,  and  China-ware,  •      * 

She  ventures  now  to  lift  the  sash ; 

The  window  is  her  proper  sphere: 
Ah,  lovely  nymph  !  be  not  too  rash,  ■ 

Nor  let  the  beaux  approach  too  near. 

Take  pattern  by  your  sister  star : 

Delude  at  once  and  bless  our  sight ;         * 

When  you  are  seen,  be  seen  from  far. 
And  chiefly  choose  to  shine  by  night. 

But  art  no  longer  can  prevail. 

When  the  materials  all  are  gone ; 
The  best  mechanic  hand  must  fail. 

Where  nothing's  left  to  work  upon- 

Matter,  as  wise  logicians  say. 

Cannot  without  a  form  subsist ; 
And  form,  say  I,  as  well  as  they. 

Must  fail,  if  matter  brings  no  grist. 

'    ■         ■    "J 
♦  Portugal.— H. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


144 


rOEMft* 


And  this  is  fair  Diana's  case  j     -  ^, 

For  all  astrologers  pfifjoifaiD^ 
Each  night  a  bit  clrop§  pff  her  face,  ; 

When  mortals  say  sjie's  in  her  wane  5  . 

While  Partridge  *  wisely  sl^jws  the  pause . 

Effioient  of  die  moon's  decay. 
That; Cancer  with  his  poisonous  claws. 

Attacks  her  in  the  milky  way  : 

But  Gadbury,  ♦  in  art  profoujjid. 

From'  her  pale  cheeks  pretends  to  show,  | 

That  swain  EndyI^ion  is  not  found, 

Or  else  that  Mercury's  her  foe^       *  j 

But  let  the  cause  be  what  it  will,, 

In  half  a  month  she  looks  so  thin. 
That  Flamsteed  f  can,  with  all  his  skill. 

See  but  her  forehead  and  her  chin. 

Yet,  as  she  wastes,  she  grows  discreet. 

Till  midnight  never  shows  her  head ; 
So  rotting  Celia  strolls  the  street. 

When  sober  folks  are  all  a-hed : 

For  sure,  if  this  be  Luna's  fate. 

Poor  Celia,  but  of  mortal  race. 
In  vain  expects  a  longer  date 

To  the  materials  of  her  face. 


*  Partridge  and  Gadbury  wrote  each  an  epheiQeri&*-H. 
+  John  Flamsteed,  the  celebrated  astronomer^-royak  died  in 
1719,  aged  73.— N. 
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Wheii  Mercury  her  tresses  mows. 
To  think  of  black-lead  combs  is  vain : 

No  painting  can  restoW  a  nose, 
Kor  will  her  teeth  return  agains 

Ye  powers  who  over  love  preside  * 
Since  mortal  beanties  drop  sO  soon. 

If  ye  would  have  us  well  supplied. 
Send  us  new  nyiaiphs  with  each  new  moon ! 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  POETRY. 


Thb  fanner's  goose^  lyho  in  the  stubble 
Has  fed  without  restraint  or  trouble. 
Grown  fat  with  com  and  sitting  still. 
Can  scarce  get  o*er  the  barn-door  siU  j 
And  hardly  waddles  forth  to  cool 
Her  belly  in  tlje  neighbouring  pool ! 
Nor  loudly  cackles  at  the  door ; 
For  cackling  shows  the  goose  is  poor. 

But,  when  she  must  be  tum'd  to  graze. 
And  round  the  barren  common  strays. 
Hard  exercise,  and  harder  fare. 
Soon  make  my  dame  grow  lank  and  spare. 
Her  body  light,  she  tries  her  wings. 
And  scorns  the  ground,  and  upward  springs ; 
While  all  the  parish,  as  she  flies. 
Hear  sounds  harmonious  from  the  skies. 

Such  is  the  poet  fresh  in  pay. 
The  third  night's  profits  of  his  play ; 

VOL    XIV.  K 
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His  morning  draughts  till  noon  can  swiU, 

Among  his  brethren  c^  the  quill : 

With  good  roast  beef  his  belly  full. 

Grown  lazy,  foggy,  fat,  and  dull. 

Deep  sunk  in  plenty  and  delight. 

What  poet  e'er  could  take  his  flight  ? 

Or  stufF'd  with  phlegm  up  to  the  throat. 

What  poet  e'er  could  sing  a  note  ? 

Nor  Pegasus  could  bear  the  load 

Along  the  high  celestial  road ; 

The  steed,  oppressed,  would  break  his  girth. 

To  raise  the  lumber  from  the  earth. 

But  view  him  in  another  scene. 
When  all  his  drink  is  Hippocrene. 
His  money  spent,  his  patrons  fail. 
His  credit  out  for  cheese  and  ale ; 
His  two-years  coat  so  smooth  and  bare. 
Through  every  thread  it  lets  in  air ; 
With  hungry  meals  his  body  pin'd. 
His  guts  and  belly  full  of  wind ; 
And  like  a  jockey  for  a  race. 
His  flesh  brought  down  to  flying  case  : 
Now  his  exalted  spirit  loathes 
Encumbrances  of  food  and  clothes ; ' 
And  up  he  rises  like  a  vapour. 
Supported  high  on  wings  of  paper. 
He  singing  iflies,  and  flying  sings. 
While  from  below  all  Grub-Street  rings. 
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tllE  SOUtHSEA  PROJECT.    1721. 

^^  Apparent  rari  nan  tea  in  gurgite  yasto, 

Anna  Tirum^  tabtlaftque,  et  Troia  gaza  per  nQdas."^ViBa. 


[When  the  deluded  people  of  Etdglaiid  awoke  from  their  golden 
dream  of  South  Sea  wealth,  their  wrath  rose  to  the  brim  against 
the  directors  by  whom  that  rainout  project  had  been  conduct, 
ed.  The  parlhtmentary  proceedings  instituted  against  them 
ware  carried  on  with  unusual  yiolenoe.  Gibbon,  the  historian^ 
descended  from  one  of  these  directors,  compl^ids  griefousjy  of 
the  injustice  with  which  they  wei^  treated; 

^^  the  legislature  I'estrained  the  persons  of  the  directors,  impos. 
ed  an  exorbitant  security- for  their  Appearance,' and  marked 
their  characters  with  a  prerious  note  of  ignominy.  They  were 
compelled  to  deli?er,  upon  oath,  the  sTriot  ralue  of  their 
estates,  and  were  disabled  from  making  any  transfer  or  aliena- 
tion of  any  part  of  their  property.  Against  a  bill  of  pains 
and  penalties,  it  is  the  common  right  of  eyery  subject  to  be 
heard  by  his  counsel  at  the  bar :  they  prayed  to  be  heard  ; 
their  prayer  was  refused ;  and  their  oppressors,  who  required 
no  eyidencc,  would  listen  to  no  defence.  It  had  been  at  first 
proposed,  that  one-eighth  of  their  respectiye  estates  should  be 
allowed  for  the  future  support  of  the  directors ;  but  it  was 
speciously  urged,  that,  in  the  yarious  shades  of  opulence  and 
guilt,  such  a  proportion  would  be  too  light  for  many,  and  for 
some  might  possibly  be  too  heayy.  All  were  condemned,  ab- 
sent and  unheard,  in  arbitrary  fines  and  forfeitures,  which 
swept  away  the  greater  part  of  their  substance. " — GiiBON't 
Miscellaneous  Works^  1. 11.] 


Ye  wise  philosophers  explain 
What  magic  makes  our  money jpe. 

When  dropt  into  the  Southern  maia: 
Or  do  these  jugglers  cheat  our  eyes  ? 
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Put  in  your  money  fairly  told; 

Presto  !  be  gone — 'Tis  here  again : 
Ladies  and  gentlemert,  behold. 

Here's  every  piece  as  big  as  ten. 

Thus  in  a  bason  drop  a  shilling, 
Then  fill  the  vessel  to  the  brim ; 

You  shall  observe,  as  you  are  filling. 
The  ponderous  metal  seems  to  swim : . 

It  rises  both  in  bulk  and  height. 
Behold  it  swelling  like  a  sop  ; 

The  liquid  medium  cheats  your  sight : 
Behold  it  mounted  to  the  top ! 

In  stock  three  hundred  thousand  pounds, 
I  have  in  view  a  lord's  estate ; 

My  manors  all  contiguous  round  ! 
A  coach  and  six,  and  serv'd  in  plate ! 

Thus  the  deluded  bankrupt  raves ; 

Puts  all  upon  a  desperate  bet ; 
Then  plunges  in  the  Southern  waves. 

Dipt  over  head  and  ears — in  debt. 

So,  by  a  calenture  misled. 

The  mariner  with  rapture  sees. 

On  the  smooth  ocean's  azure  bed, 
Enameil'd  fields  and  verdant  trees : 

With  eagei^  haste  he  longs  to  rove 
In  that  fantastic  scene,  and  thinks 

It  must  be  some  enchanted  grove; 
And  in  he  leaps,  and  doWn  he  sinks. 
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Fiv^  hundred  chariots  just  )>wpoke. 

Are  sunk  lA  tjie$p  d^vourii^  waves, 
The  horses  cbrow^'d,  the  bam^s$  broke. 

And  here  tj\e  pwnejr^  fufid  th^ir  grayest  \ 

Like  Pharaoh,  by  directors  led. 
They  with  their  spoils  went  safe  before ; 

His  chariots,  tumblio^g  out  the  dead. 
Lay  sh?itt^is'd  <hi  lihe  ,R^d  Sea  shore,  . 

Raised  up  on  Hope'ef  aspiring  plumes,  i 

The  young  adventurer  oVr  the  deep 

An  eagle's  flight  and  state  assumes. 
And  scones  the  nud41e  way  to  keep.     .  : 

On  paper  wings  he  t^kes  his  flight,   ,  : 
With  Wa^fXhe  father  bound  them  fast; 

The  wax  is  melted  by  the  height. 
And  down  the  towering  boy  is.  cast; 

A  moralist  npght  here  explain 

The  rashness  of  thp  Cretan  youth ; 
Describe  his  fall  into  the  main. 

And  from  a  £sij>|be  /ptm  ^  \v^^. 

His  wings  are  his  pjbternal  rent, 

He  melts  the  wax  at  every  fkune ;    ,         , 
His  credit  sunk,  his  money  spent,  ; 

In  Southern  Ses^  heleav^  his  name. 

Inform  us,  you  that  b^t  can  tell. 
Why  in  th9t  dang^rpus  gulf  profound^ 

Where  hundreds  and  where  thousapds  fell. 
Fools  chiefly  float,  the  ^ise  are  drow^'d  ? 
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So  have  I  seen  from  Severn's  brink     ■     '  - 
A  flock  of  geese  jump  doWn  together;  -  * 

Swim,  where  the  bird  of  Jove  would  sink. 
And,  swimmii^g,  never  wet  a  feather^  '    ' 

But,  I  affirm,  *tis  false  in  fact. 
Directors  better  knew  their  tools ; 

We  see  the  natipn's  credit  crack'd. 

Each  knave  has  made  a  thousand  fools. 

One  fool  may  from  another  win,  /' 

And  then  get  off  with  money  stored ,  '[ 

But,  if  a  sharper  once  comes  in,  ^ 

He  throws,  at  all,  and  sweeps  the  board: 

As  fishes  on  each  other  prey. 

The  great  ones  swallowing  up  the  sm^lt. 
So  fares  it  in  the  Southern  Sea ; 

The  whale  directQps  eat  up  all. 

When  stock  is  high;  they  cctoie  between. 
Making  by  second-hand  their  offers  ; 

Then  cunningly  retire  unseen. 

With  each  a  million  in  his'^coflfi^s^  *• 


So,  when  upon  a  moomihinle  riigKtv     -  '  ^  ■ 
An  ass  was  drinking  at  a  i^tream,    - 

A  cloud  arose,  and  st6pt  the  light. 
By  intercepting  every  bealn^ 


The  day  of  judgment  will  bfe  soon,  - 
Cries  out  a  sage  among' the  crowd; ' 

An  ass  tas  SwallowM  up  the  moon  ! 
The  moon  lay  safe  behind  the  oloud. 
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Each  poor  subscriber  to  the  sea 
Sinks  down  at  once,  and  there  he  lies; 

Directors  fall  as  well  as  they. 
Their  fall  is  but  a  trick  to  rise.  ^ 

So  fishes,  rising  from  the  main, 
Can  soar  with  moistenM  wings  on  high ; 

The  moisture  dry'd,  they  sink  again. 
And  dip  their  fins  again  to  fly. 

Undone  at  play,  the  female  ttoops 

Gome  here  their  losses  to  relrieVe ; 
Ride  o'er  the  waves  in  spacious  hoops, 

like  Lapland  witches  in  a  sieve. 

Thus  Venus  to  the  sea  descends. 
As  poets  feign ;  but  whcre'i^  ^e  moral  ? 

It  shows  the  dueen  of  Love  intends 
To  search  the  deep  for  pearl  and  coral.  ' 

The  sea  is  richer  than  tiie  land, 

I  heard  it  from  my  grannam's  mouth. 

Which  now  I  cleaHy  understand ; 
For  by  the  sea  she  meant  the  South. 

Thus,  by  direcJtors  we  are  told, 

"  Pray,  gentlemen,  believe  your  eyes ; 

Our  ocean's  cover'd  o'er  with  gold. 
Look  round,  and  see  how  thick  it  lies : 

^  We,  gentlemen,  are  your  assisters. 
We'll  come,  and  hold  you  by  the  chin.—" 

Alas  !  all  is  not  gold  that  glisters. 
Ten  thousand  sink  by  leaping  in, 
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O !  would  those  patr^ts  be  80  kaikjt}. 

Here  in  ^He  tle^^p  to  iralsh  i\kek  iiaocb,         ' 

Then,  like  Pactolus,  w,<^dliould:&id  > 

The  sea  indeed  h^  goldtoi^andst  ! 

A  shilling  in  the  batl)  you  ftuig^ 

The  silver  tt4l5^  a »Qblet. hue,  •   ;     j 

By  magic  virtue  i»  the  «pring>,  .     '. 

And  seems  a  guiti4fk(to  yow  vieivv;  ;  -\ 

But,  as  a  guinea  w^  not  paf».  .    .1 

At  market  for  ^  farthing  more^     ;  ) 

Shown  througl^  ^,i)[^ultiplying  gla^Sj^   ; 
Than  what  it  slyj^^ys  did  b^)re :  * 

So  cast  it  in  the  Soutdxeru  seap^,   .  / 

Or  view  it  tl^ra^gh  a  jobb^f  *s  bill  j 

Put  on  what  spectacles  you  please. 
Your  guin^^'s  bat  a  g^inefi  sti^. 

One  night  a  fool  into  a  broo^ 

Thus  from  a  biUoqk  looj^ing,  {}9T¥ii> 

The  golden  stars  for  guinea  t^oj^, 
And  silver. Cyri|^hi^f<pir  a  c^otWiiri 

The  point  he  could  no ip^gfr  doubt; 

He  ran,  b^  l^apt  into^t^e  flopd; 
There  sprawl'd  ^,  iM^hi}^,  and  sparer  got;  qaf. 

All  cover'4i<^'«P  Wi^.^lipae  3^pd.fl[i^ 

"  Upon  the  wa^r  cast  thy  br^fid, 

And  aft^fm2y?y<?^ys*hott'^  find  its''         ,\ 
But  gold,  upon  thi^  pcean  spF6^>  .        ! 

Shall  sink;,  and  lej^veno  pPls^k  behind  it: 
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There  is  a  gulf,  where  thousands  fell. 

Here  all  the  hold  adventurers  came, 
A  narrow  sound,  though  deep  as  Hell —  ^  . 

'Change  Alley  is  ^he  idrea^ul  name. 

Nine  times  a-day  it  ebbs  and.  flowsi 

Yet  he  that  on  the  surface  liep. 
Without  a  pilot  seldom  knows 

The  time  it  ftdLi^  -or  whea  Hwill  rise. 

Subscribers  here  by  thousands  float. 

And  jostle  pnie  .another  down ; 
Each  paddling  in  his  leaky  boat. 

And  here  they  £sh  for  gold,  and  drown. 

«  *  Now  bury*d  in, the  depth  below. 

Now  mounted  up  to  Heaven  again, 
They  reel  and  stagger  to  and  fro. 

At  their  wits  -end,  like, drunken  men." 

Meantime,  secure  on  Garraway  t  cliffs, 

A  savage  race,  by  ship wrcjcks  fed. 
Lie  waiting  for  the  founder'd  skiffs, 

And  strip  the  bodies  of  thq. dead. 

But  these,  you  say,  are  factious  lies. 

From  some  malicious  tory^s  bjraip ; 
For,  where  directors  get  a  prize. 

The  Swiss  and  Dutch  whole  millions  drain. 

Thus,  when  by  rooks  a  lord  is  ply*d. 

Some  cully  often  wins  a  bet. 
By  venturing,  on  the  cheating  side. 

Though  not  iipAo  ihp  secret  let. 

♦  Psalm  cTii.  t  A  coffeebouse  in  'Change  Alley.— H. 
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While  some  buiM  castles  in  the  air. 
Directors  build  them  in  the  seas ;; 

Subscribers  plainly  ^ee  them  there. 
For  fools  will  see  as  wise  men  please. 

Thus  off  by  mariners  are  shown 
(Unless  the  men  of 'Kent  are  lijirs) 

Earl  Godwin's  castles  overflown. 
And  palace  roofs,  and  steeple  spiresJ 

Mark  where  the  sly  directors  cree^,    '  ' 
Nor  to  the  shore  approach  too  nigh  F 

The  monsters  nestle  in  the  deep; 
To  seize  you  in  your  passing  by. 

Then,  like  the  dogs  of  Nile,  be  wise,  ^ 
Who,  taught  by  instinct  how  to  shun 

The  crocodile,  that  lurking  lies. 

Run  as  they  drink,  and  drinfc  and  run. 

Antaeus  could,  by  magtc  charms. 
Recover  strength  whene'er  he  fell ; 

Alcides  held  him  in  his  arms. 

And  sent  him  up  in  air  to  Hell.  '.    - 

Directors,  thrown  into  the  sea,  - 
Recover  strength  and  vigour  there ; 

But  may  be  tam'd  another  way, 
Suspended  for  a  while  in:  air. 

Directors  !  for  'tis  you  I  warn. 

By  long  experience  we  have  found  . 

What  planet  rul'd  when  you  were  born ; 
We  see  you  never  can  be  drown'd, 
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3eware9  nor  overbulky  grow. 
Nor  come  within  your  cully's  reach  ^ 

For,  if  the  sea  should  sink  so  low 
To  leave  you  dry  upon  the  beach. 

You'll  owe  your  ruin  to  your  bulk : 

Your  foes  already  waiting  stand. 
To  tear  you  like  a  founder'd  hulk. 

While  fou  )ie  helpless  on  the  sand« 

Thus,  when  a  whale  has  lost  the  tide. 
The  coasters  crowd  to  seize  the  spoil ; 

The  monster  into  parts  divide. 

And  strip  the  bqpes,  and  melt  the  oil, 

O  !  may  some  western  tempest  sweep 
These  locusts  whom  our  fruits  have  fed. 

That  plague,  directors,  to  the  deep. 
Driven  from  the  South  Sea  to  the  Red. 

May  he,  whom  Nature's  laws  obey. 

Who  lifts  the  poor,  and  sinks  the  proud, 

^  Quiet  the  raging  of  the  sea. 

And  still  the  madness  of  the  crowd !" 

But  never  shall  our  isle  have  rest. 
Till  those  devouring  swine  run  down, 

(The  devils  leaving  the  possest) 
J^nd  headlong  in  the  waters  drown* 

The  nation  then  too  late  will  find. 
Computing  all  their  cost  and  trouble. 

Directors'  promises  but  wind, 
$outh  Seiat,  at  best,  a  mighty  bubble,        _  ^  ^ 
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THE  DOG  AND  SHADOW. 

Ore  cibum  portans  cal«iln3  dum  spects^t  in  utidis,* 
Apparet  liquido  praedae  m^lioris  ifitia^  :> 
Dnm  speciosa  diu  damna  aldmiratur,  et'alt^ 
Ad  latices  inhiaH,  cadit  imo  vortke  prsl^oep^   * 
Ore  cibus>  nee  non  simulacrum  carripit  una. 
Occupat  ille  avidus  deeef^tig  faubibtis'umtmnt } 
Illudit  species,  ac  denlibus  aSra  mordet.  '        • 


A  PROLOGUE. 

Cbillit  to  a  company  op  players. 


The  enclosed  prologue  is  fofmed  npowtiieiiiorf  ot  tii&  neri^ts. 

ry's  not  allowing  you  to  act,  unlese  yo^  wpuJld  pf^  hfm'  3001. 

per  annum;   upon  which  ypi^  |;ot  a  licence  ixov^  the  lord 

mayor  to  act  as  strollers. 
The  prologue  supposes,  that,  upon  your  being  forbidden  to  act^ 

a  company  of  country  strollers  came  and  hired  the  playhouse^ 

and  your  clothes,  k^  to  act  in.3 


Our  set  of  strollers,  wandering  up  and  down. 
Hearing  the  house  was  empty,  came  to  town  5 
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And,  with  la  licence  from  our  good  lord  mayor. 

Went  to  'citie  GriflSth,  formerly  a  player : 

Him  we  persuaded,  Ivith  a  moderate  bribe,      , 

To  speak  to  Elrington  and  all  the  tribe. 

To  let  our  company  supply  their  places. 

And  hire  us  out  their  scenes,  and  clothes,  and  faces^ 

Is  not  the  truth  the  truth  ?  Look  full  on  me ; 

I  am  not  Elrington,  nor  Griffith  he. 

When  we  perform,  look  sharp  among  our  crew, 

There*s  not  a  creature  here  you  ever  knew. 

The  former  folks  were  servants  to  the  king ; 

We,  humble  strollers,  always  on  the  wing. 

Now,  for  my  part,  I  think,  upon  the  whole. 

Rather  than  starve,  a  better  man  would  stroll. 

Stay  I  let  me  see — ^Three  hundred  pounds  a-year^ 
For  leave  to  act  in  town ! — 'Tis  plaguy  dear. 
Now,  here's  a  warrant ;  gallants,  please  to  mark. 
For  three  thirteens,  and  sixpence  to  the  clerk. 
Three  hundred  pounds !  Were  I  the  price  to  fix. 
The  public  should  bestow  the  actors  six ; 
A  score  of  guineas,  given  underhand. 
For  a  good  word  or  so,  w^  understand. 
To  help  an  honest  lad  that's  out  of  place. 
May  cost  a  crown  or  so ;  a  conunon  case  : 
And,  in  a  crew,  'tis  no  injustice  thought 
To  ship  a  rogue,  and  pay  him  not  a  groat. 
But,  in  the  chronicles  of  former  ages. 
Who  ever  heard  of  servants  paying  wages  ? 

I  pity  Elrington  with  all  my  heart ; 
Would  he  were  here  this  night,  to  act  my  part ! 
I  told  him  what  it  was  to  be  a  stroller ; 
How  free  we  acted,  and  had  no  coniptroller : 
In  every  town  we  wait  on  Mr  May'i*, 
First  get  a  licence,  then  produce  our  ware; 
We  sound  a  trumpet,  or  we  beat  a  drum : 
Huzza !  (the  schoolboys  roar)  the  play'rs  are  come ! 
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And  then  we  cry,  to  spur  the  bampkins  on, 
Gallants,  by  Tuesdajr  neirt  we  must  be  gone^ 
I  told  him,  in  the  smoothest  way  I  could^ 
All  this,  and  more,  yet  it  would  do  no  good. 
But  £lringt6n,  tears  falling  from  his  cheeks. 
He  that  has  shone  with  Betterton  and  Wilks, 
To  whom  our  country  has  been  always  dear. 
Who  chose  to  leave  his  dearest  pledges  here. 
Owns  all  your  favours,  here  intends  to  stay. 
And,  as  a  stroller,  act  in  every  play : 
And  the  whole  crew  this  resolution  takes. 
To  live  and  die  all  strollers,  for  your  sakes; 
Not  frighted  with  an  ignominious  name,    . 
For  your  displeasure  is  their  only  shame* 

A  pox  on  Elrington's  majestic  tone ! 
Now  to  a  word  of  business  in  our  own. 

Gallants,  next  Thursday  night  will  be  pur  last : 
Then  without  fail  we  pack  up  for  Belfast. 
Lose  not  your  time,  nor  our  diversion  miss, 
The  next  we  act  shall  be  as  good  as  this. 


EPILOGUE 

TO 
MR  HOPPY's  benefit-night,  AT  SMOCK-ALLEV. 


[This  piece,  which  relates,  like  the  former,  to  the  ayaricious 
demands  which  the  Irish  secretary  of  state  made  upon  the  com- 
pany of  players,  is  said,  in  the  collection  called  <^  Gullireri- 
tfna,"  to  have  been  composed  by  Swift,  and  deliyered  by  him 
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at  GanlstowQ  House.  But  it  is  more  likely  to  hare  been  writ* 
tep  by  some  other  among  the  joyous  guests  of  the  Lord  Chief 
BarpD^  since  it  does  not  exhibit  Swift's  accuracy  of  numbers.] 


Hold!  hold,  my  good  friends;  for  one  moment, 

pray  stop  ye, 
I  return  ye  my  thanks,  in  the  name  of  poor  Hoppy. 
He*s  not  the  first  person  who  never  did  write. 
And  yet  has  been  fed  by  a  benefit-night. 
The  custom  is  frequent,  on  my  word  I  assure  ye. 
In  our  fam*d  elder  house,  of  the  Hundreds  of  Drury. 
But  then  you  must  know,  those  players  still  acton 
Some  very  good  reasons,  for  such  benefaction. 

A  deceased  poet's  widow,  if  pretty,  can't  fail ; 
From  Cibber  she  holds,  as  a  tenant  in  tail. 
Your  emerited  actors,  and  actresses  too. 
For  what  they  have  done  (tho'  no  more  they  can  do) 
And  sitters,  and  songsters,  and  Chetwood  and  G — , 
And  sometimes  a  poor  sufferer  in  the  South  Sea; 
A  machine-man,    a    tire-woman,   a  mute   and   a 

spright. 
Have  been  all  kept  from  starving  by  a  benefit-night. 
Thus,  for  Hoppy's  bright  merits,  at  length  we  have 

found 
That  he  must  have  of  us  ninety -nine  and  one  pound. 
Paid  to  him  clear  money  once  every  year : 
And  however  some'think  it  a  little  too  dear. 
Yet,  for  reasons  of  state  this  sum  we'll  allow, 
Tho'  we  pay  the  gobd  man  with  the  sweat  of  our 

brow, 
,    First,  because  by  the  king  to  us  he  was  sent. 
To  guide  the  whole  session  of  this  parliament. 
To  preside  in  our  councils,  both  public  and  private. 
And  so  learn,  by  the  bye,  what  both  houses  do 

drive  at. 
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When  bold  B —  roars,  s^nd  meek  M —  raves, 
When  Ash  prates  by  whcJesale,  or  Be — ^h  by  halves. 
When  Whigs  become  Whims,  or  join  with  the  Tories ; 
And  to  himself  constant,  when  a  member,  no  more  is, 
But  changes  his  sides,  and  votes  and  unvotes ; 
As  S — ^t  is  dull,  and  with  S-^,  who  dotes ; 
Then  up  must  get  Hoppy,  and  with  voice  very  low, 
And  with  eloquent  bow,  the  house  he  must  show. 
That  that  worthy  member,  who  spoke  last,  must 

give 
The  freedom  to  him,  humbly,  most  to  conceive. 
That  his  sentiment,  on  this  affair,  isn't  right ; 
That  he  mightily  wonders  which  way  he  came  by*t: 
That,  for  his  part,  God  knows,  he  does  such  things 

disown ; 
And  so,  having  convinced  him,  he  most  humbly  sits 

down. 
For  these,  and  more  reasons,  which  perhaps  you 

may  hear. 
Pounds  hundred  this  night,  and  one  hundred  this 

year, 
And  so  on  we  are  forced,  tho*  we  sweat  out  our  blood, 
To  make  these  walls  pay  for  poor  Hoppy*s  good ; 
To  supply  with  rare  diet  his  pot  and  his  spit ; 
And  with  richest  Margoux  to  wash  down  a  tit  bit. 
To  wash  oft  his  fine  linen,  so  clean  and  so  heat. 
And  to  buy  him  much  linen,  to  fence  against  sweat: 
All  which  he  deserves ;  for  althb'  all  the  day. 
He  oft  times  is  heavy,  yet  all  night  he's  gay  j 
And  if  he  rise  early  to  watch  for  the  state. 
To  keep  up  his  spouts  he'll  sit. up  as  late. 
Thus,  for  these  and  more  reasons,  as  before  I  did* 

say. 
Hop  has  got  all  the  money  for  our  acting  this  play, 
Which  makes  us  poor  actors  lookj'*^  ne  s^aiqtunf. 
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EPIGRAM. 


Great  folks  are  of  a  finer  mould ; 
Lordi  how  politely  they  can  scold! 
While  a  coarse  English  tongue  will  itch, 
For  whore  and  rogue,  and  dog  and  bitch. 


PROLOGUE 


TO  A  PLAY  FOR  THE  BENEFIT  OF   THB   DISTRESSED 
WEAVERS. 

BY  DR  SHERIDAN. 
SPOkEN   BT  MR   ELRINGTON.      1791. 

Great  cry,  and  little  wool — is  now  become 
The  plague  and  proverb  of  the  weaver's  loom : 
No  wool  to  work  on,  neither  weft  nor  warp ; 
Their  pockets  empty,  and  their  stomachs  sharp. 
Provoked,  in  loud  complaints  to  you  they  cry  r 
Ladies,  relieve  the  weavers ;  or  they  die  ! 
Forsake  your  silks  for  stuffs ;  nor  think  it  strange. 
To  shift  your  clothes,  since  you  delight  in  change. 
One  thing  with  fi^eedom  I'll  presume  to  tell — 
The  men  will  like  you  every  bit  as  well. 

See  I  am  dressed  from  top  to  toe  in  stuff. 
And  by  my  troth,  I  think  Fm  fine  enough ; 

VOL.  XIV.  L 
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My  wife  admires  me  more,  and  swears  she  never, 
In  any  dress,  beheld  me  look  so  clever. 
And  if  a  man  be  better  in  such  ware, 
What  great  advantage  must  it  give  the  fair ! 
Our  wool  from  lambs  of  innocence  proceeds : 
Silks  come  frpfp  laaggots,  calicoes  from  weeds: 
Hence  His  by  ^  experienoe  that  we  find 
Ladie^  \l^  ifi\\f^  tp  vapours  mpchinclin'd — 
And  wh^tjeo:^  they  but  maggots  in  the  mind  ? 
For  which  I  think  it  reason  to  conclude. 
That  clothes  may  change  our  temper  like  our  food. 
Chintzes  are  gawdy,  and  engage  our  eyes 
Too  much  about  the  party-colour'd  dyes  : 
Altliough  the  lustre  is  from  you  begun. 
We  see  the  rainbawjj  and  i[^€^gl?ct  the  sun. 

How  sweet  and  innocent*s  the  country  maid. 
With  small  expense  in  native  wool  array'd ; 
WhoQQpie^^m  the  fields  her  homely  green^ 
While  by  her  shepherd  with  delight  she's  seen ! 
Should  our  fair  ladies  dress  like  her,  in  wool. 
How  much  more  iQvely,  and  how  beautiful. 
Without  their  Indian  drapery,  they'd  prove ! 
While  wool  wpuld  help  to  wartp  us  into  love  ! 
Then,  like  the  famous  Argonauts  of  Greece, 
We'll  all  costtend  to  gaict  tt^  GolcJw  Fli^c€^l 


.»''./ 
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EPILOGUE, 

TO  A  iENEPIT  PLAY,  GIVEN  IN  BEHALF  OP  THE 
DISTRESSED  WEAVERS. 

BY  THE  DEAN* 
SPOKEN  BT  MR  GRIFFITH. 

Who  dares  affirm  this  is  no  pious  age. 
When  ch^ly  begins  to  tread  the  stage  ? 
When  afJtors,  who  at  best  are  hardly  sanrei^s^ 
Wai  giTfe  a  night  of  benefit  to  weavers  ? 
Stay^-let  me  see,  how  finely  will  it  sound ! 
Imprimis^  From  his  grace*  a  hundred  pound. 
Peers,  clergy,  gentry,  all  are  benefactors  V 
And  then  comes  in  the  item  of  the  actors. 
Jtem^  The  actors  freely  give  a  day— 
The  poet  had  no  more  who  made  the  play. 

But  whence  this  wond*rous  charity  in  players  ? 
They  learn  it  not  at  sermons,  or  at  prayersf : 
Under  the  rose,  since  here  sure  none  but  friends, 
(To  own  the  truth)  we. have  some  private  ends* 
Since  waiting- women,  like  exacting  jades. 
Hold  up  the  prices  of  their  old  brocades ; 
Well  dress  in  manufactures  made  at  home ; 
Equip  our  kings  and  generals  at  the  Comb,  f . 
We*ll  rig  from  Meath  Street  iEgypt*s  haughty  queen, 
And  Antony  shall  court  her  in  ratt^een. 
In  blue  shalloon  shall^  Hannibal  be  clad. 
And  Scipio  trail  an  Irish  purple  plaid. 
In  drugget  drest,  of  thirteenpence  a-yard. 
See  Philip's  son  amidst  his  Persian  guard ; 

*  Archbishop  King. — F. 

f  A  street  famous  for  woollen  maiiafacture8,-*'F. 
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And  proud  Roxana,  fir'd  with  jealous  rage. 
With  fifty  yards  of  crape  shall  sweep  the  stage. 
In  short,  our  kings  and  princesses  within 
Are  all  resolvM  this  project  to  begin ; 
And  you,  our  subjects,  when  you  here  resort, 
Must  imitate  the  fashion  of  the  court. 

O  !  could  I  see  this  audience  clad  in  stuff. 
Though  money*s  scarce,   we  should  have  trade 

enough: 
But  chints,  brocades^  and  lace,  take  all  away> 
.And  scarce  a  crown  is  left  to  see  the  play. 
Perhaps  you  wonder  whence  this  friendship  spripgs 
Between  the  weavers  and  us  playhouse  kings; 
But  wit  and  weaving  had  the  same  beginning  ^ 
Pallas  first  taught  us  poetry  and  spinning : 
And,  next,  observe  how  this  alliance  fits, 
For  weavers  now  are  just  as  poor  as  wits : 
Their  brother  quillmen,  workers  for  the  stage, 
For  sorry  stuff  can  get  a  crown  a  page ; 
But  weavers  will  be  kinder  to  the  players. 
And  sdl  for  twenty  pence  a  yard  of  theirs*. 
And,  to  your  knowledge,  there  is  often  less  in 
The  poet's  wit,  than  in  the  player's  'iiressing% 
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ANSWER 

TO 

Dll  SHERIDAN'S  PROLOGUE,  AND  TO 
DR  SWIFT'S  EPILOGUE, 

IN  BEHALF  OF  THE  DISTRESSED  WEAVERS. 

BY  DR  DELANY. 

FoBmineo  genert  tribnantnr* 

The  Muses,  whom  the  richest  silks  array. 
Refuse  to  fling  their  shining  gowns  away ; 
The  pencil  clothes  the  nine  in  bright  brocades. 
And  gives  each  colour  to  the  pictured  maids ; 
Far  above  mortal  dress  the  sisters  shine, 
Pride  in  their  Indian  robes,  and  must  be  fine. 
And  shall  two  bards  in  consort  rhyme  and  huff. 
And  fret  these  Muses  with  their  playhouse  stuff? 

The  player  in  mimic  piety  may  storm. 
Deplore  the  Comb,  and  bid  her  heroes  arm ; 
The  arbitrary  mob,  in  paltry  rage, 
May  curse  the  belles  and  chintzes  of  the  age : 
Yet  still  the  artist  worm  her  silk  shall  share. 
And  spin  her  thread  of  life  in  service  of  the  fair. 

The  cotton  plant,  whom  satire  cannot  blast, 
Shall  bloom  the  favourite  of  these  realms,  and  last ; 
Like  yours,  ye  fair,  her  fame  from  censure  grows. 
Prevails  in  charms,  and  glares  above  her  foes : 
Your  injured  plant  shall  meet  a  loud  defence. 
And  be  the  emblem  of  your  innocence. 

Some  bard,  perhaps,  whose  landlord  was  a  wea- 
ver, 
PennM  the  low  prologue  to  return  a  favour ; 
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Some  neighbour  wit,  that  would  be  in  the  vogue, 
Work'd  with  his  friend,  and  wove  the  epilogue. 
Who  weaves  the  chaplet,  or  provides  the  bays. 
For  such  wool-gathering  sonneteers  as  these  ? 

Hence  then,  ye  homespun  witlings,  that  persuade 
Miss  Chloe  to  the  fashion  of  her  maid. 
Shall  the  wide  hoop,  that  standard  of  the  town^ 
Thus  act  subservient  to  a  poplin  g<iwn  ? 
Who*d  smell  of  wool  all  over  ?  'Tis  enough 
The  under  petticoat  be  made  of  stuff. 
Lord !  to  be  wrapt  in  flannel  just  in  May, 
When  the  fields  dress'd  in  flowers  appear  so  gay ! 
And  shall  not  miss  be  flower'd  as  well  as  they  ? 

Tn  what  weak  colours  would  the  plaid  appear, 
Work'd  to  a  quilt,  or  studded  in  a  chair  ! 
The  skin,  that  vies  with  silk,  would  fret  with  stuffy 
Or  who  could  bear  in  bed  a  thing  so  rough  ? 
Ye  knowing  fair,  how  eminent  that  bed, 
WheVe  the  chintz  diamonds  with  the  silken  thread,' 
Where  rustling  curtains  call  the  curious  eye. 
And  boast  the  streaks  and  paintings  of  the  sky  ! 
Of  flocks  they'd  have  your  milky  ticking  fuU; 
And  all  this  for  the  benefit  of  wool ! 

"  But  where,"  say  they,  **  shall  we  bestow  these 
weavers. 
That  spread   our  streets,    and   are  such   piteous 

cravers  ?" 
The  silk-worms  (brittle  beings !)  prone  to  fate. 
Demand  their  care,  to  make  their  webs  complete : 
These  may  they  tend,  their  promises  receive; 
We  caanot  pay  too  much  for  what  they  give ! 
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ON  GAULSTOWN  HOUSE, 

^HB   SEAT   OP    GB0R6B    ROCHPORT,   ESQ. 


BT  DR  DELAKT* 


I 


'Tis  so  old  and  so  ugly,  and  yet  so  convenient, 
YouVe  sometimes  in  pleasure,  though  often  in  pain ' 

in't, 
Tis  so  large  you  may  lodge  a  few  friends  with  ease 

in*t. 
You  may  turn  and  stretch  at  your  length  if  you 

please  in't ; 
Tis  so  little,  the  family  live  in  a  press  in% 
And  poor  Lady  Betty  *  has  scarce  room  to  dress  in*t; 
*Tis  so  cold  in  the  winter,  you  can't  bear  to  lie  in*t. 
And  so  hot  in  the  summer,  you're  ready  to  fry  in't ; 
'Tis  so  brittle  'twould  scarce  bear  the  weight  of  a 

tun. 
Yet  so  staunch,  that  it  keeps  out  a  great  deal  of  sun ; 
*Tis  so  crazy,   the  weather  with  ease  beats  quite 

through  it. 
And  you're  forced  every  year  in  some  part  to  renew 

'Tis  so  ugly,  so  useful,  so  big,  and  so  littfe, 
'Tis  so  staunch,  and  so  crazy,  so  strong  and  so  brit- 
tle. 


^  Dasughter  of  the  Earl  of  DrogMbi;  «id  nmM  to  (Shiig^ 
.Bochfort,  Ejq.~F. 
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'Tis  at  one  time  so  hot,  and  another  so  cold. 
It  is  part  of  the  new,  and  part  of  the  old ; 
It  is  just  half  a  blessing,  and  just  half  a  curse--* 
I  wish  then^  dear  .George,  it  were  better  or  worse. 


THE  COUNTRY  LIFE. 

PART  OF  A  SUMMER  SPENT  AT  GAULSTOWN  HOrSE, 
THE  SEAT  OF  GEORGE  ROCHFORT,  ESQ. 


[These  Terses  were  first  published  in  the  Whitehall  Journal,  wkh 
the  following  prefatory  letter,  in  which  the  writer,  with  sta- 
pid  malignity,  represents  a  liTcly  and  humorous  jeu  d'esprit 
as  a  serious  and  ungrateful  attack  upon  the  hospitality  of 
Gaulstown. 

To  Sir  James  Baker ^  Knight ^  Chief  Joufnalist  of  Greai , 
Britain. 
Sir, 

The  inclosed  being  han^d  about,  priTutefy  here,  in  print,  I 
thought  the  post  which  you  jiow  so  worthily  fill  entitled  yon  to 
a  perusal  of  it. 

It  is  a  true  and  real  Irish  journal. 

All  men  consent,  here,  that  it  was  written  by  the  &mous  Dr 
Ci^ler,  dea,n  to  the  tutelary  saint  of  this  kingdom. 

The  maleTolents  amongst  us  cast  invidious  reflections  on  the 

Dean  for  wrtttng  tins  poem;  and  say  that  it  was  odd  in  him, 

after  the  kindest  entert^ment  for  sohie  months  together  at  Mr 

^B4iChfQr(Ps  house,  who  was  ^Lord  Chief  liar  on  in  this  kingdom, 

in  the  last  mga,  to  Tanish  away  one  morning  sans  ceremonies 
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and  that  it  was  nngmtefal,  after  haTing  sacked  all  the  sweets  of 
Gaulstown,  to  leaTe  the  following  sting  behind  him.     ' 

If  yon  giTe  this  packet  a  place  in  your  Journal,  you  will 
oblige  a  Tast  number  of  your  admirers  in  this  kingdom,  who  are 
impatient  to  see  the  Dean's  satire  upon  the  hospitable  Baron  and 
the  rest  of  his  friends  and  messmates  for  almost  a  whole  sum* 
mer, 

lam, 

Your  constant  reader  and  most  humble  servant^ 
DcmLiK,  New- Year's  Day,  1725.  Phiu>xbnv8«. 

From  the  foregoing  absurd  charge,  the  Dean  condescended  td 
▼indicate  himself,  in  a  letter  to  Mr  Cope,  dated  9th  October 
17M.] 


Thalia,  tell  in  sober  lays. 

How  George,  *  Nim,  f,  Dan,  %  Dean,  §  pass  their 

days; 
And,  should  our  Gaulstown's  art  grow  fallow. 
Yet  Neget  quu  carmina  Galle  ? 
Here  (by  the  way)  by  Gallus  mean  I 
Not  Sheridan,  but  friend  Delany. 
Begin,  my  Muse.     First  from  our  bowers 
We  sally  forth  at  different  hours ; 
At  seven  the  Dean,  in  night-gown  drest. 
Goes  roimd  the  house  to  wake  the  rest ; 
At  nine,  grave  Nim  and  George  facetiom^ 
Go  to  the  Dean,  to  read  Lucretius ; 
At  ten,  my  Lady  comes  and  hectors. 
And  kisses  George,  and  ends  our  lectures ; 


♦  Mr  Rochfort— F. 

4*  His  brother,  Mr  John  Rochfort ;  who  was  called  Nimrod^ 
from  his  great  attachment  to  the  chase.-*F« 

t  ReT.  Duiiel  Jackson.^F.  §  Dr  Swift.«-F. 
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And  when  she  has  hun  by  the  neck  fast. 

Hauls  him,  and  scolds  us  down  to  breakfast- 

We  squander  there  an  hour  or  more. 

And  then  all  hands,  boys,  to  the  oar ; 

All,  heteroclite  Dan  except. 

Who  neither  time  nor  order  kept. 

But  by  peculiar  whimsies  drawn. 

Peeps  in  the  ponds  to  look  for  spawn ; 

Oversees  the  work,  or  Dragon  *  rows. 

Or  mars  a  text,  or  mends  his  hose ; 

Or — ^but  proceed  we  in  our  journal — 

At  two,  or  after,  we  return  all : 

From  the  four  elements  assembling, 

Warn'd  by  the  bell,  all  folks  come  trembling  f 

From  airy  garrets  some  descend. 

Some  from  the  lake's  remotest  end ; 

My  lord  J  and  dean  the  fire  forsake, 

Dan  leaves  the  earthy  spade  and  rake  : 

The  loiterers  quake,  no  corner  hides  them. 

And  Lady  Betty  soundly  chides  them,  * 

Now  water's  brought,  and  dinner's  done : 

With  "  Church  and  King"  the  ladies  gOne : 


♦  A  small  boat  so  called. — P. 

f  The  Dean  has  been  censured,  on  an  idle  supposition  of  this 
J>as$age  bein^  an  allusion  to  the  day  of  judgment.  So  says  Mr 
Faulkner,  in  corroboration  of  which  £  obse^irc,  thkt,  in  **  Gttl- 
liveriana,"  the  passage  is  printed  in  Italics,  wifli  air  index  placed 
opposite  to  call  the  attention.  In  the  Whitehall  Journal,  the 
Editor  refuses  to  belicTe  that  the  piece  is  Swift's,  ^*  because  so 
pious  a  person  as  the  Dean  could  not  possibly  forget  a.11  respect  and 
reirerence  for  things  sacred,  as  to  turn  the  day  of  judgment  so 
openly  into  ridicule,  as  the  author  of  this  lampoon  most  mani- 
festly  does  in  this  burlesque  piece  " 

X  Mr  Rochfort's  father  was  Lord  Chief  Baron  of  the  ex- 
chequer in  Ireland.— F. 
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Not  reckoning  half  an  hour  we  pass 

In  talking  o'er  a  moderate  glass. 

Dan,  growing  drowsy,  like  a  thief 

Steals  off  to  dose  away  his  beef ; 

And  this  must  pass  ^or  reading  Hammond — 

While  George  and  Dean  go  to  backgammon. 

George,  Nim,  and  Dean,  set  out  at  four. 

And  then,  again^,  boys,  to  the  oar« 

But  when  the  sun  goes  to  the  deep 

(Not  to  disturb  him  in  his  sleep. 

Or  make  a  rambling  o'er  his  head, 

His  candle  out,  and  he  a-bed) 

We  watch  his  motions  to  a  minute. 

And  leave  the  flood  when  he  goes  in  iL 

Now  stinted  in  the  shortening  day. 

We  go  to  prayers,  and  then  to  play. 

Till  supper  comes ;  and  after  that 

We  sit  an  hour  to  drink  and  chat. 

'Tis  late— the  old  and  younger  pairs. 

By  Adam  *  lighted,  walk  up  stairs. 

The  weary  Dean  goes  to  his  chamber^ 

And  Nim  and  Dan  to  garret  clamber. 

So  when  the  circle  we  have  run. 

The  curtain  falls  and  all  is  done. 

I  might  have  mentioned  several  facts. 
Like  episodes  between  the  acts ; 
And  tell  who  loses  and  who  wins. 
Who  gets  a  cold,  Who  breaks  his  shins ; 
How  Dan  caught  nothing  in  his  net. 
And  how  the  boat  was  overset. 
For  brevity  I  have  retrenched 
How  in  the  lake  the  Dean  was  drench'd : 
It  would  be  an  exploit  to  brag  on. 
How  valiant  George  rode  o'er  the  DrsLgoa^ 

♦  The  butler.— F. 
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How  steadv  in  the  storm  he  sat. 

And  sav'd  his  oar,  but  lost  his  hat : 

How  Nim  (no  hunter  e'er  could  match  him) 

Still  brings  us  hares,  when  he  can  catch  *em ; 

How  skilfully  Dan  mends  his  nets ; 

How  fortune  fails  him  when  he  sets ; 

Or  how  the  Dean  delights  to  vex 

The  ladies,  and  lampoon  their  sex : 

I  might  have  told  how  oft  Dean  Perceval  * 

Displays  his  pedantry  unmerciful. 

How  haughtily  he  cocks  his  nose, 

To  tell  what  every  schoolboy  knows  : 

And  with  his  finger  and  his  thumb. 

Explaining,  strikes  opposers  dumb : 

But  now  there  needs  no  more  be  said  on*t. 

Nor  how  his  wife,  that  female  pedant. 

Shows  all  her  secrets  of  housekeeping ; 

For  candles  how  she  trucks  her  dripping  j 

Was  forced  to  send  three  miles  for  yeast. 

To  brew  her  ale,  and  raise  her  paste ; 

Tells  every  thing  that  you  can  think  of. 

How  she  cur'd  Charly  of  the  chincongh  ; 

What  gave  her  brats  and  pigs  the  measles. 

And  how  her  doves  were  killed  by  weasles; 

How  Jowler  howl'd,  and  what  a  fright 

She  had  with  dreams  the  other  night. 

But  now,  since  I  have  gone  so  far  on, 
A  word  or  two  of  Lord  Chief  Baron  ; 
And  tell  how  little  weight  he  sets 
On  all  whig  papers  and  gazettes ; 
But  for  the  politics  of  Pue,  f 
Thinks  every  syllable  is  true. 


♦  A  friend  of  the  Lord  Chief  Baron, 
f  A  Tory  news-writer.— F. 
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And  since  he  owns  the  king  of  Sweden 
Is  dead  at  last,  without  evading. 
Now  all  his  hopes  are  in  the  czar : 
*'  Why,  Muscovy  is  not  so  far : 
Down  the  Black  Sea,  and  up  the  Stnuts, 
And  in  a  month  he's  at  your  gates ; 
Perhaps  from  what  the  packet  brings. 
By  Christmas  we  shall  see  strange  things.'* 
Why  should  I  tell  of  ponds  and  drains, 
What  carps  we  met  with  for  our  pains ; 
Of  sparrows  tam'd,  and  nuts  innumerable 
To  choke  the  girls,  and  to  consume  a  rabble  ? 
But  you,  who  are  a  scholar,  know 
How  transient  all  things  are  below. 
How  prone  to  change  is  human  life ! 
Last  night  arrived  Clem  *  and  his  wife — 
This  grand  event  has  broke  our  measures : 
Their  reign  began  with  cruel  seizures : 
The  Dean  must  with  his  quilt  supply 
The  bed  in  which  those  tyrants  lie : 
Nim  lost  his  wig-block,  Dan  his  Jordan, 
(My  lady  says,  she  can't  afford  one) 
George  is  half  scar'd  out  of  his  wits. 
For  Clem  gets  all  the  dainty  bits. 
Henceforth  expect  a  different  survey. 
This  house  will  soon  turn  topsyturvy : 
They  talk  of  further  alterations. 
Which  causes  many  speculations. 


♦  Mr  Clement  Barry,  called,  in  the  notes  appended  to  "  Gul. 
liveriaoa^*'  chief  favonrite  and  governor  of  Gaulstown. 
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A  SATIRICAL  ELEGY, 

6N  the  DRATH  of  a  late  famous  GENERAti 

1722. 

His  Grace  !  impossible  \  what,  dead? 
Of  old  age  too,  and  in  his  bed  ! 
And  could  that  mighty  warrior  fall^ 
And  so  inglorious,  after  all  ? 
Well,  since  he's  gone,  no  matter  how. 
The  last  loud  trump  nlust  wake  him  now  : 
And,  trust  me,  as  the  noise  grows  stronger^ 
He'd  wish  to  sleep  a  little  longer. 
And  could  he  be  indeed  so  old 
As  by  the  newspapers  we're  told  ? 
Threescore,  I  think,  is  pretty  high } 
Twas  time  in  conscience  he  should  die  I, 
This  world  he  cumber'd  long  enough ; 
He  burnt  his  candle  to  the  snufF; 
And  that's  the  reason,  some  folks  think. 
He  left  behind  so  great  a  stink* 
Behold  his  funeral  appears. 
Nor  widow's  sighs,  nor  orphans  tears. 
Wont  at  such  times  each  h^au't  to  pierce^ 
Attend  the  progress  of  his  hearse. 
But  what  ojF  that  ?  his  friends  may  say. 
He  had  those  honours  in  his  day. 
True  to  his  profit  and  his  pride, 
He  made  them  weep  before  he  died. 
Come  hither,  all  ye  empty  things  ! 
Ye  bubbles  rais'd  by  breath  of  kings ! 
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Who  float:  npon  the  tide  of  state ; 
Come  hither,  and  behold  your  fate  !      . 
Let  Pride  be  taught  by  this  rebnke. 
How  very  mean  a  thing's  a  duke ; 
From  all  his  ill-got  honours  flun^, 
Tum'd  to  that  dirt  from  whence  he  sprung. 


DR  DELANY'S  VILLA^* 

Would  you  that  Delville  I  describe  ? 
Believe  me.  Sir,  I  will  not  gi|;>e  : 
For  who  would  be  satirical 
Upon  ^  thing,  so  very  so^all  ? 

You  scarce  upon  the  borders  enter, 
Before  you're  at  the  very  centre. 
A  single  crotv  can  make  it  night. 
When  o'er  your  farm  she  takes  her  flight  t" 
Yet,  in  this  narrow  compass,, we 
Observe  a  vast  variety ; 
Both  walks,  walls,  meadows^  and  parterresi 
Windows  and  doors,  and  rooms  and  stfdurs,  . 
AjQd  hills  and  dales,  and  woods  and  fields 
And  hay,  and  grass,  and  cor^,  it  yields  5 
All  to  your  haggard  brought  so  cheap  iii> 
Without  the  mowing  or  Jhe  reaping : 
A  razor,  though  to  say't  I'm  loth. 
Would  shave  you  and  your  meadows  both. 


*  This  ^vas  not  Swift^s,  but  written  by  Dr  Sheridan*— S. 
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Though  smairs  the  farm,  yet  here's  a  house 
Full  large  to  entertain  a  mouse ; 
But  where  a  rat  is  dreaded  more  • 
Than  savage  Caledonian  boar ; 
For,  if  it*s  enter'd  by  a  rat. 
There  is  no  room  to  bring  a  cat. 

A  little  rivulet  seems  to  steal 
Down  through  a  thing  you  call  a  vale, 
Like  tears  adown  a  wrinkled  cheek. 
Like  rain  along  a  blade  ci  leek : 
And  this  you  call  your  sweet  meander. 
Which  might  be  suck'd  up  by  a  gander^ 
Could  he  but  force  his  nether  bill 
To  scoop  the  channel  of  the  rill. 
For  sure  you'd  make  a  mighty  clutter. 
Were  it  as  big  as  city  gutter. 

Next  come  I  to  your  kitchen  garden. 
Where  one  poor  mouse  would  fare  but  hard  in  ; 
And  round  this  giarden  is  a  walk. 
No  longer  than  a  tailor's  chalk ;        ' 
Thus  I  compare  what  space  is  in  it,  ' 
A  snail  creeps  round  it  in  a  minute. 
One  lettuce  makes  a  shift  to  squeeze 
Up  through  a  tuft  you  call  your  trees : 
And,  once  a  year,  a  single  rose 
Peeps  from  the  bud,  but  never  blows ; 
In  vaift  then  you  expect  itis  bloom !      • 
It  cannot  blow  for  want  of  room. 

In  short,  in  all  your  boasted  seat. 
There's  nothing  but  yourself  that's  great. 
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ON 

.    ONE  OF  THE  WINDOWS 

AT   DELVILLE. 

A  BARD,  grown  desirous  of  saving  his  pelf. 

Built  a  house  he  was  sure  would  hold  none  but 

himself. 
This  enrag*d  god  Apollo,  who  Mercury  sent. 
And  bid  him  go  ask  what  his  votary  meant  ? 
"  Some  foe  to  tny  empire  has  been  his  adviser : 
Tis  of  dreadful  portent  when  a  poet  turns  miser ! 
Tell  him,   Hermes,   from  me,  tell  that  subject  of 

mine, 
I  have  sworn  by  the  Styx,  to  defeat  his  design ; 
For  wherever  he  lives,  the  Muses  shall  reign ; 
And  the  Muses,  he  knows,  have  a  numerous  train." 


CARBERIiE  RUPES. 

IN  COMITATU  CORGAGENSI. 
Scripsit  Jam  Ann.  Dom.  1723* 

£cc9  ingens  fragmen  scopuli,  quod  vertice  summo 
Desuper^  impendet^  nullo  fundamine  nixum 
Decidit  in  fluctus :  maria  undique  et  undique  saxa 
Horrisono  stridore  tonant,  et  acl  aethera  murmur 
Erigitur ;  trepidatque  suis  Neptunus  in  undis. 
Nam,  long&  veuti  rabie,  atque  aspergine  crebrSi 

VOU  XIV.  M 
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^quorei  laticis,  specus  imii  rupe  cavatur : 
Jam  fiiltura  rait,  jam  summa  cacumina  nutant; 
Jam  cadit  in  praeceps  moles,  et  verberat  undas. 
Attonitus  credas,  hinc  dejecisse  Tonantem 
Montibus  impositos  monies,  et  Pelionallum 
In  capita  anguipedum  coelo  jaculasse  gigantum. 

Saepe  etiam  spelunca  immani  aperitur  hiatu 
Exesa  h  scopulis  et  utrinque  foramina  pandit, 
Hinc  atque  hinc  a  ponto  ad  pontam  pervia  Phieba. 
Cautibus  enorm^  junctis  laquearia  tecti 
Formantur ;  moles  olim  raitura  superp^ 
Fornice  sublimi  nidos  posuere  palumbes, 
Inque  imo  stagni  posuere  cubilia  phocae. 

Sed,  cmn  saevit  hvems,  et  venti,  carcere  rupto, 
Immensos  volvunt  nuctus  ad  culmina  montis ;  . 
Non  obsessae  arces,  non  fulmina  vindice  dextr^ 
Missa  Jovis,  quoties  inimicas  saevit  in  urbes, 
Exaequant  sonitum  undarum,  veniente  procell&: 
Littora  littoribus  reboant ;  vicinia  lat^. 
Gens  assueta  mari,  et  pedibus  percurrere  rapes, 
Terretur  tamen,  et  longe  fiigit,  arva  relinquens. 

Gramina  dum  carpunt  pendentes  rape  capellae, 
Vi  salientis  aquae  de  summo  prsecipitantur, 
Et  dulces  animas  imo  sub  gurgite  linquunt. 

Piscator  terrii  non  audet  vellere  funem ; 
Sed  latet  in  portu  tremebundus,  et  aere  sudum 
Haud  sperans,  Nereum  precibus  votisque  fatigat. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


[      179      ]  ;i 

I  CAHBERY  ROCKS. 

'  *         TkANSLAtED  BY  t)R  DUNKIN. 

Lo  !  from  the  top  of  yonder  cliff,  that  shrouds 
Its  airy  head  amid  ttie  azure  clouds^ 
Hangs  a  hii^ie  fragment;  destitute  of  props. 
Prone  ott  the  wave  the  rocky  ruin  drops ;  ; 

With  hoarse  rebuff  the  swelling  seas  rjebound. 
From  shore  ^6  shore  the  rocks  return  the  sound: 
The  ttteadful  munnur  feleaven^s  high  convex  cleavjes^ 
And^^^^{)tune  shrinks  beneath  his  subject  wave?; 
For,  lohg  the  whirling  winds  and  beating  tides 
Had  scoopM  a  vault  into  its  neth^  sides* 
Now  yields  the  base,  the  simimits  nod,  now  urge 
Their  headlong  course,  and  lash  the  sounding  surge. 
Not  louder  noise  could  shake  the  guilty  world. 
When  Jove   heap'd   mountains   upon   mountains 

hurFd; 
-Retorting  Pelion  from  his  dread  abode. 
To  crush  Earth's  rebel  sons  beneath  the  load. 

Oft  too  with  hideous  yawn  the  cavern  wide 
Presents  an  orifice  on  either  side. 
A  dismal  orifice,  from  sea  to  sea 
Extended  pervious  to  the  God  of  Day : 
Uncouthly  joined,  the  rocks  stupendous  form 
An  arch,  the  ruin  of  a  future  storm : 
High  on  the  cliff  their  nests  the  Woodquests  make. 
And  sea-calves  stable  in  the  oozy  lake. 

But  when  bleak  Winter  with  his  sullen  train 
Awakes  the  winds  to  vex  the  watery  plain ; 
When  o'er  the  craggy  steep  without  control. 
Big  with  the  blast,  the  raging  billows  roU^ 
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Not  towns  beleaguered,  not  the  flaming  brandy 
Darted  from  Heaven  by  Jove's  avenging  hand» 
Oft  as  on  impious  men  his  wrath  he  pours. 
Humbles  their  pride  and  blasts  their  gilded  towers. 
Equal  the  tumult  of  this  wild  uproar : 
Waves  rush  o'er  waves,  rebellows  shoi:e  to  shore. 
The  neighbouring  race,  though  wont  to  brave  the 

shocks  ,  ^    ' 

Of  angry  §eas,  aiid  run  along  the  rocks, ' 
Now  pale  with  terror,  white  the  ocean  foams,    /'   , 
Fly  far  and  wide,  nor  trust  their  native  hopaes.    ^ 

The  goats,  while  pendent  from  the  mountain  ^Qfk 
The  withered  herb  improvident  they  crop, 
Wa^'d  dowii  the 'priecipice  with  sudden  sweepji     , 
Leave  their  sweet  lives  beneath  th*  imfathom'd  d^p. 

The  frighted  fisher,  with  desponding  eyes,   , 
Though  safe,  yet  trembling  in  the  harbour  lies. 
Nor  hoping  to  behold  the  skies  serene. 
Wearies  with  vow$  the  monarch  of  the  main. 


COPY  OF  THE  BIRTH-DAY  VERSES 


ON  MR  FORD.  * 


Come,  be  content,  since  out  it  must. 
For  Stella  has  betray'd  her  trust ; 


*  Dr  Swift  had  been  used  to  celebrate  the  birth-day  of  hii. 
friend  Charles  Ford,  Bsq.  which  was  on  the  first  day  of  January. 
See  also  the  poem,  **  Stella  at  Wood  Park."— Dr  Delany  men- 
tions also,  among  the  Dean's  intimate  friends,  **  Matthew  Ford, 
Esq.  a  man  of  family  and  fortune,  a  fine  gentieman^  and  the  best 
lay  schols^r  pf  his  time  and  nation.''*— N« 
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And,  whispering,  ciharg'd  me  riot  to  say- 
That  Mr  Ford  was  born  to-day } 
Or,  if  at  last  I  needs  must  blab  it. 
According  to  my  usual  habit. 
She  bid  me,  witfi  a  serious  face,  • 
Be  sure  conceal  the  time  arid  place  j 
And  not  my  compliment  to  spoil,  ^ 

By  Calling  this  your  native  soil ; 
.Or  vex  the  ladies,  when  they  knew  :  \l 

That  you  are  turning  forty-^two : 
But,  if  tb^se  topics  ^hall  appear 
Strong  arguments  to  keep  you  here, 
I  think,  though  you  judge  hardly  of  it^ 
Good  manners  must  give  place  to  profit. 

The  nymphs,  with  whom  you  first  begari> 
Are  each  become  a  harridan  j 
And  Montague  so  far  decayed. 
Her  lovers  now  must  all  be  paid ; 
And  every  belle  that  since  arose. 
Has  her  contemporary  beaux. 
Your  former  comrades,  once  so  bright. 
With  whom  you  toasted  half  the  nighty 
Of  rheumatism  and  pox  complain. 
And  bid  adieu  to  dear  champaign.  '«' 

Your  great  protectors,  once  in  power. 
Are  now  in  exile  or  the  Tower. 
Your  foes  triumphant  o'er  the  laws. 
Who  hate  your  person  and  your  cause^ 
If  once  they  get  you  on  the  spot. 
You  must  be  guilty  of  the  plot : 
For,  true  or  false,  they'll  ne'er  incmire. 
But  use  you.  ten  times  worse  than  Prior. 

Xn  London !  what  would  you  do  there  ? 
Can  you,  my  friend,  with  patience  bear 
(Nay,  would  it  not  your  passion  raise 
Worse  than  a  pun,  or  Irish  phrase  ?) 
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To  see  a  scoundrel  strut  and  hector, 
A  footboy  to  some  rogue  director. 
To  look  on  vice  triumphant  round. 
And  virtue  trampled  on  the  ground  ? 
Observe  where  bloody  *****  stands 
With  torturing  engines  in  his  hands. 
Hear  him  bls^pheme,  and  swear,  and  rail. 
Threatening  the  pillory  and  jail : 
If  this  you  think  a  pleasing  scene^ 
To  London  straight  return  again ; 
Where,  you  have  told  us  from  experience. 
Are  swarms  of  bugs  and  presbyterians. 

I  thought  my  very  spleen  would  burst. 
When  fortune  hither  drove  me  first  5 
Was  full  as  hard  to  please  as  you. 
Nor  persons  names  nor  places  knew : 
But  now  I  act  as  other  folk. 
Like  prisoners  when  their  gaol  is  broke« 

If  you  have  London  still  at  heart. 
We'll  make  a  small  one  here  by  art; 
The  dijfference  is  not  much  betwfeen 
St  James's  Park  and  Stephen's  Green ; 
And  Dawson  Street  will  serve  as  well 
To  lead  you  thither  as  Pall-Mall. 
Nor  want  a  passage  through  the  palace. 
To  choke  your  sight,  and  raise  your  malice. 
The  Deanery-house  may  well  be  match'd. 
Under  correction,  with  the  Thatch'd.  * 
Nor  shall  I,  .when  you  hither  come, 
Demand  a  crown  a  quart  for  stum* 
Then  for  a  middle-aged  charmer, 
Stella  may  vie  with  your  Monthermer ;  f 


*  A  famous  taTern  in  St  James's  Street.— *H. 
•f  Mary  Duchess  of  Mgtiiagae  and  Marchioness  of  Mpndier- 
mer,  youngest  daughter  of  John  Duke  of  Marlborough. — B* 
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She's  now  as  handsome  every  bit. 
And  has  a  thousand  times  her  wit. 
The  Dean  and  Sheridan,  I  hope, 
Will  half  supply  a  Gay  and  Pope. 
Corbet,  *  though  yet  I  know  his  worth  not. 
No  doubt,  will  prove  a  good  Arbuthnot. 
I  throw  into  the  bargain  Tim ; 
In  London  can  you  equal  him  ? 
What  think  you  of  my  favourite  clan, 
Robin,  t  and  Jack,  and  Jack  and  Dan ; 
Fellows  of  modest  worth  and  parts. 
With  cheerful  looks  and  honest  hearts  ? 

Can  you  on  Dublin  look  with  scorn? 
Yet  here  were  you  and  Ormond  bom. 

O  I  were  but  you  and  I  so  wise. 
To  see  with  Robert  Grattan*s  eyes ! 
Robin  adores  that  spot  of  earth. 
That  literal  spot  which  gave  him  birth ; 
And  swears,  ''  Belcamp  {  is,  to  his  taste. 
As  fine  as  Hampton-court  at  least." 
When  to  your  friends  you  would  enhance 
The  praise  of  Italy  or  France, 
For  grandeur,  elegance,  and  wit, 
We  gladly  hear  you,  and  submit: 
But  then,  to  come  and  keep  a  clutter. 
For  this  or  that  side  of  a  gutter. 
To  live  in  this  or  t'other  isle,         ' 
We  cannot  think  it  worth  your  while  ; 
For,  take  it  kindly  or  amiss. 
The  difference  but  amounts  to  this. 


*J)tCatbety  afiecnazds  Dean  of  St  ftitrick's,  on  the. death 
of  Dr  Matarine,  who  succeeded  Dr  Swift — Dublin  Edit, 
f  Rohert  and  John  Grattan,  and  John  and  Daniel  Jackson. 

J  In  Fingal,  about  fiie  mUes  from  Publin.— H. 
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We  bury  on  our  side  the  channel 
In  linen ;  and  on  your's  in  flannel.  * 
You  for  the  news  are  ne'er  to  seek ; 
While  we,  perhaps,  may  wait  a  week : 
You  happy  folks  are  sure  to  meet 
A  hundred  whores  in  every  street  > 
While  we  maiy  trace  all  Dublin  o*er 
Before  we  find  out  half  a  score. 

You  see  my  arguments  are  strong, 
I  wonder  you  held  out  so  long  : 
But,  since  you  are  convinced  at  last. 
We'll  pardon  you  for  what  is  past. 
So — ^let  us  now  for  whist  prepare : 
Twelve  pence  a  comer,  if  you  dare. 


ON  DREAMS. 


AN  IMITATION  OF  PETRONIUS. 

^^  Somnia  quae  menfes  ludunt  volitantniiis  umbris/'  &c^ 

Those  dreams,  that  on  the  silent  night  intrude. 
And  with  false  flitting  shades  our  minds  delude, 
Jove  never  sends  us  downward  from  the  skies ; 
Nor  can  they  from  infernal  mansions  rise ; 
But  are  all  mere  productions  of  the  brain, 
And  fools  consult  interpreters  in  vain. 


*  The  law  for  burying  ia  woollen  was  extended  to  Ireland  iff 
1733.-H. 
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For,  when  in  bed  we  rest  our  weary  linfbs^ 
The  mind  unburdened  sports  in  various  whimsy 
The  busy  head  with  mimic  art  runs  o'er 
The  scenes  and  actions  of  the  day  before. 

The  drowsy  tyrant,  by  his  minions  led, 
To  regal  rage  devotes  some  patriot's  head« 
With  equal  terrors,  not  with  equal  guilt. 
The  murderer  dreams  of  all  the  blood  he  spilt. 

The  soldier  smiling  hiears  the  widow's  cries, 
And  stabs  the  son  before  the  mother's  eyes. 
With  like  remorse  his  brother  of  the  trade. 
The  butcher,  fells  the  lamb  beneath  his  blade. 

The  statesman  rakes  the  town  to  find  a  plot. 
And  dreams  of  forfeitures  by  treason  got. 
Nor  less  Tom-t — d-man,  of  true  statesman  mould. 
Collects  the  city  filth  in  search  of  gold. 

Orphans  around  his  bed  the  lawyer  sees. 
And  takes  the  plaintijff's  and  defendant's  fees. 
His  fellow  pick-purse,  watching  for  a  job, 
Fancies  his  finger's  in  the  cully's  fob. 

The  kind  physician  grants  the  husband's  prayers^ 
Or  gives  relief  to  long  expecting  heirs.  ^ 

The  sleeping  hangman  ties  the  fatal  noose. 
Nor  unsuccessful  waits  for  dead  men's  shoes. 

The  grave  divine,  with  knotty  points  perplext. 
As  if  he  was  awake,  nods  o'er  his  text : 
While  the  sly  mountebank  attends  his  trade. 
Harangues  the  rabble,  and  is  better  paid. 
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The  hireling  senator  of  modern  days 
Bedaubs  the  gaihy  great  Mrith  nauseous  praise: 
And  Dick  the  scavenger  with  equal  grace 
Flirts  from  his  cart  the  mud  in  W — 1-— le*s  face. 


SENT  BY  DR  DELANY  TO  DR  SWIFT, 

IN  ORDER  TO  BE  ADMITTED  TO  SPEAK. TO   HIM   WHEff 
HE  WAS  DEAF.       1724. 

Dear  Sir,  I  think,  'tis  doubly  hard. 

Your  ears  and  doors  should  both  be  banr'd. 

Can  aay  jthing  be  more  unkind  ? 

Must  I  not  see,  'cause  you  are  blind  ? 

Methinks  a  friend  at  night  should  cheer  you. 

A  friend  that  loves  to  see  and  hear  you. 

Why  am  I  robb'd  of  that  delight. 

When  you  can  be  no  loser  by't  ? 

Np.y,  when  'tis  plain  (for  what  is  plainer?) 

That,  if  you  heard,  you'd  be  no  gainer  ? 

For  sure  you  are  not  yet  to  learn. 

That  hearing  is  not  your  concern. 

Then  be  your  doors  no  longer  barr'd : 

Your  business,  sir^  is  to  be  heard. 
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THE  ANSWER. 

The  wise  pretend  to  make  it  clear^ 
'Tis  no  great  loss  to  lose  an  ear. 
Why  are  we  then  so  fond  of  two. 
When  by  experience  one  would  do  ? 

*Tis  true,  say  they,  cut  off  the  head. 
And  there's  an  end  •  the  man  is  dead ; 
Because,  among  all  human  race. 
None  e'er  was  known  to  have  a  brace : 
But  confidently  they  maintain. 
That  where  we  find  the  members  twain. 
The  loss  of  one  is  no  such  trouble. 
Since  t'other  will  in  strength  be  double. 
The  limb  surviving,  vou  may  swear. 
Becomes  his  brother  s  lawful  heir : 
Thus,  for  a  trial,  let  me  beg  of 
Your  reverence  but  to  cut  one  leg  off. 
And  you  shall  find,  by  this  device. 
The  other  will  be  stronger  twice ; 
Fpr  every  day  you  shall  be  gaining 
New  vigour  to  the  leg  remaining. 
So,  when  an  eye  has  lost  its  brother. 
You  see  the  better  with  the  other. 
Cut  off  your  hand,  and  you  may  do 
With  t'other  hand  the  work  of  two : 
Because  the  soul  her  power  contracts, 
And  on  the  brother  limb  reacts. 

But  yet  the  point  is  not  so  clear  in 
Another  case,  the  sense  of  hearing : 
For,  though  the  place  of  either  ear 
Be  distant,  as  one  head  can  bear  ? 
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Yet  Galen  most  acutely  shows  you, 

(G>nsult  his  book  de  partium  tisu) 

That  from  each  ear,  as  he  observes^ 

There  creep  two  auditory  nerves. 

Not  to  be  seen  without  a  glass. 

Which  near  the  os  petrosum  pass ; 

Thence  to  the  neck;  and  moving  thorough  there. 

One  goes  to  this,  and  one  to  t*otner  ear; 

Which  made  my  grandam  always  stuff  her  ears 

Both  right  and  left,  as  fellow-sufferers. 

You  see  my  learning ;  but,  to  shorten  it. 

When  my  left  ear  was  deaf  a  fortnight. 

To  t'other  ear  I  felt  it  coming  on  : 

And  thus  I  solve  this  hard  phenomenon. 

*Tis  true,  a  glass  will  bring  supplies 
To  weak,  or  oldy  or  clouded  eyes  : 
Your  arms,  though  both  your  eyes  were  lost. 
Would  guard  your  nose  against  a  post :    . 
Without  your  legs,  two  legs  of  wood 
Are  stronger,  and  almost  as  good : 
And  as  for  hands,  there  have  been  those 
Who,  wanting  both,  have  used  their  toes.  ♦ 
But  no  contrivance  yet  appears 
To  furnish  artificial  ears. 


*  There  bave  been  instances  of  a  man's  writing  with  Ins  foot 
— H. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


[    189    ] 


A  QUIET  LIFE  AND  A  GOOD  NAME. 

TO  A  FBIEND  T^HO  MARRIED  A  SHRBVT. 

.      1724. 

Nell  scolded  in  so  loud  adin. 
That  Will  durst  hardly  venture  in : 
He  marked  the  conjugal  dispute ; 
Nell  roar*d  incessant,  Dick  sat  mutie; 
But,  when  he  saw  his  friend  appear,       ' 
Cry*d  bravely,  "  Patience,  good  my  dear  !'^ 
At  sight  of  W  ill,  she  bawFd  no  more. 
But  hurry 'd  out  and  clapt  the  door. 

Why  Uick ! '  the  Devil's  in  thy  Nell, 
(Cluoth  Will)  thy  house  is  worse  than  Hell : 
Why  what  a  peaJ  the  jade  has  rung ! 
D — ^n  her,  why  don't  you  slit  her  tongue  ? 
For  nothing  else  will  make  it  cease. 
Dear  Will  I  suffer  this  for  peace : 
I  never  quarrel  with  my  wife ; 
I  bear  it  for  a  quiet  life. 
Scripture  you  know,  exhorts  us  to  it ; 
Bids  us  to  seek  peace,  and  ensue  it. 

Will  went  again  to  visit  Dick  ; 
And  entering  in  the  very  nick. 
He  saw  virago  Nell  belabour, 
With  Dick's  own  stajff,  his  peaceful  neighbour : 
Poor  Will,  who  needs  must  interpose. 
Received  a  brace  or  two  of  blows. 
But  now,  to  msdce  my  story  short. 
Will  drew  out  Dick  to  take  a  quart. 
Why  Dick,  thy  wife  has  devilish  whims  ; 
Ods-buds !  why  don't  you  break  h?r  limbs  ? 
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If  she  were  mine,  and  had  such  tricks, 

Td  teach  her  how  to  handle  sticks : 

Z— ds  f  I  would  ship  her  to,  Jami^ca^ 

Or  truck  the  carrion  for  tobacco  : 

I*d  send  her  far  enough  away — 

Dear  Will ;  but  what  would  people  say  ? 

Lord !  I  should  get  so  ill  a  name, 

The  neighbours  round  would  cry  out  shame» 

Dick  sujBer*d  for  his  peace  aod  oredit ; 
But  who  believ'd  him  when  he  said  it  ? 
Can  he,  who  makes  himself  a  staye. 
Consult  his  peace,  or  credit  save  ? 
Dick  found  it  by  his  ill  success. 
His  quiet  small,  his  credit  less. 
She  serv'd  him  at  the  usual  rate  5 
She  stunn'd,  and  then  she  broke  his  pale : 
And  what  he  thought  the  hardest  ease. 
The  parish  jeered  him  to  his  fistce; 
Those  men,  who  wore  the  breechei  least, 
Caird  him  a  cuckold,  fool,  and  beast. 
At  home  he  was  pursued  with  noise ; 
Abroad  was  pestered  by  the  boys : 
Within,  his  wife  would  break  his  bw(^  ; 
Without  they  pelted  him  with  stoc^; 
The  'prentices  procured  a  riding,.  * 
To  act  his  patience  and  her  chiding. 
Falscvpatience  and  mistaken  pride  ! 
There  are  ten  thousand  Dicks  beside  ; 
Slaves  to  their  quiet  and  good  name. 
Are  us'd  like  Dick,  and  bear  the  blame. 


*  A.  well-known  hnmorons  caTalcade,  in  riiKtftile  of  a  scoIAag 
wife  and  hen.pecked  hnibancL— -H* 
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A^ASTOKAL  DIALOGUE; 


WKITTEN   AFTER   THE    NEWS   OF   THE    KING^S 
DEATH. * 


[This  poem  was  written  when  Greorge  II.  succeeded  his  father, 
and  bore  the  following  explanatory  introduction. 

^<  Richmond  Lodge  is  a  lious0  with  a  small  park  bdonging  to  the 
crown.  It  was  usually  granted  by  the  crown  for  a  lease  of 
years.  The  duke  of  Ormond  was  the  last  who  had  it.  After 
his  exile,  it  was  given  to  the  Prince  of  Wales  by  the  King. 
The  Prince  and  PnncesK  i»nally  passed  thdtr  summer  there*  It 
is  within  a  mile  of  Richmond. 

^^  Marble  Hill  is  a  house  built  by  Mrs  Howard,  then  of  4he  bed. 
chamber,  afterward  Countess  of  Suffolk,  and  groom  of  the 
stole  to  the  Queen.  It  is  on  the  Middlesex  side,  near  Twick* 
enham,  where  Mr  Pope  lived,  and  about  two  miles  from  Rich, 
mond  Lodge.  Mr  Pope  was  the  contriver  of  the  gardens, 
Loid  Herbert  the  architect,  the  Dean  of  St  Patrick's  chief 
bntler,  and  keeper  of  the  Icehouse.  Upon  King  George's 
death,  these  two  houses  met,  and  had  the  following  dialogue.*' 

These  verses  were  part  of  the  flattery  with  which  Swift  and 
Pope  were  wont  to  assail  Mrs  Howard,  whose  influence  with 
George  IL  when  Prince  of  Wales,  they  deemed  omnipo« 
tent.  How  sadly  they  missed  their  aim  in  paying  court  to 
the  favourite,  instead  of  the  Princess  of  Wales,  has  been  of 
late  completely  developed  in  Coxe's  Life  of  Sir  Robert  Wal- 
pole,  and  in  the  works  of  the  late  Horace  Earl  of  Orford.  It 
Is,  however,  but  justice  to  the  memory  of  these  distinguished 
men  to  say,  that  their  adulation  was  not  used  for  selfish  ends, 
but  for  the  benefit  of  their  friend  Gay ;  an  end  which  mayy 


*  George  I.  who  died  after  a  short  sickness,  hf  eating  a  melon, 
at  Osnaburg,  in  his  way  to  Hanover,  June  11,  17^7.—- The  poem 
was  carried  to  court,  and  read  to  King  George  II.  and  Queen 
Caroline.—- H. 
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in  a  certain  degree,  excuse  the  means.  The  opportunity  of 
serTing  him  through  Mrs  Howard's  influence,  seemed  to  be 
now  opened  by  the  king's  death,  for  who  coidd  hare  guessed 
that  the  obnoxious  fayonrite  of  the  deceased  mom^eh  was  only 
obscured  for  a  few  days,  to  shine  forth  with  double  lustre. 
These  rerses,  therefore,  were  written  with  the  purpose  of 
keq)ing  awake  the  recollection  of  the  prince,  now  king,  and 
Mrs  Howard,  to  the  connections  they  had  formed  in  their 
comparatire  state  of  privacy,  with  the  little  band  of  literary 
and  poetical  friends.] 


In  spite  of  Pope,  in  spite  of  Gay, 
And  ail  that  he  or  they  can  say ; 
Sing  on  I  must,  and  sing  I  will 
Of  Kichmond  Lodge  and  Marble  HiU.> 
Last  Friday  night,  as  neighbours  use. 
This  couple  met  to  talk  of  news  : 
For,  by  old  proverbs  it  appears. 
That  walls  have  tongues,  and  hedges  ears* 

MARBLE  HILL. 

Quoth  Marble  Hill,  right  well  I  ween. 
Your  mistress  now  is  grown  a  queen : 
You'll  find  it  soon  by  woful  proof; 
She'll  come  no  more  beneath  your  roof. 

RICHMOND  LODGE. 

The  kingly  prophet  well  evinces. 
That  we  should  put  no  trust  in  princes : 
My  royal  master  promised  me 
To  raise  me  to  a  high  degree ; 
But  now  he's  grown  a  king,  God  wot, 
1  fear  T  shall  be  soon  forgot. 
You  see,  when  folks  have  got  their  ends^ 
How  quickly  they  neglect  their  friends  5 
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Yet  I  may  say,  'twixt  me  and  you. 
Pray  God,  they  now  may  find  as  true  I 

MARBLE  HILL. 

My  house  was  built  but  for  a  show. 
My  lady's  empty  pockets  know ;  ' 

And  now  she  will  not  have  a  shilling. 
To  raise  the  stairs,  or  build  the  ceiling ; 
For  all  the  courtly  madams  round 
Now  pay  four  shillings  in  the  pound ; 
Tis  come  to  what  I  always  thought : 
My  dame  is  hardly  worth  a  groat.  * 
Had  you  and  I  been  courtiers  born. 
We  should  not  thus  have  lain  forlorn : 
For  those  we  dextrous  courtiers  call, 
Can  rise  upon  their  masters'"  fall :  ' 

But  we,  unlucky  and  unwise. 
Must  fall  because  our  masters  rise. 

RICHMOND  LODGE. 

My  master,  scarce  a  fortnight  since. 
Was  grown  as  wealthy  as  a  prince ; 
But  now  it  will  be  no  such  thing. 
For  he'll  be  poor  as  any  king : 


♦  Many  a  true  word,  aapprding  to  an  aaqi^t  proTcrb,  w  spo* 
kesk  in  jest.  Swift  was  Wot  aware  how  nearly  ne  described  the 
narrowed  situation  of  Mrs  Howard's  finances.  Lord  Orford,  in 
a  letter  written  shortly  after  her  death,  describes ^er  affiurs  as  so 
far  from  bang  easy,  that  the  utmost  economy  could  by  no  means 
prevent  her  exceeding  her  income  considerably;  and  elsewhere 
informs  us,  in  his  Reminiscences,  that,  besides  Marble  Hill,  which 
cost  the  king  ten  or  twelve  thousand  pounds,  she  did  not  leave 
aboye  20,000L  to  her  family.— Lord  Orford's  Works,  Vol.  IV. 
p.  304.  V.  p.  456, 

VOL,  XIV,  N 
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And  by  his  crown  will  BQ>tbmg  |^ 
But  like  a  kiug  to  run  i^  df^bL 

MARBl.9  I^II^Lt 

No  more  the  DieaOi,  that  grs^r^  4iviae) 
Shall  keep  the  key  of  my  bo— wine  ^ 
My  ice-house  rob»  as  heretofore. 
And  steal  my  artichc^es  no  more  ^ 
Poor  Patty  Blount  no  mor^  be  feeii  » 

Bedraggled  in  my  lyall^  so :  gre^ : 
Plump  Johnny  Gay  lyill  OiQtw  elppe ; 
Apd  here  no  more  will  daugjle  J^ope* 

jlICHMOND  LODGE* 

Here  wont  the  Dean,  wb^en  b^*s  io  seek. 
To  spunge  a  breakfast  onc^  a^weel^^  ^ 
To  cry  the  bread  was  sta^  wd  mutter 
Complaints  against  ijie  roy$^  b^er^         ;  n 
But  now  I  fear  it  will  be  said. 
No  butter  sticks  upon  his  brcMid.  ^ 
We  soon  shaU  fiftd  him  (Wi  of  ^p^e^n,        j 
For  want  of  tattling  to  the  ^ue^n ; 
Stunning  her  royj^l  ean  with  l^^pg§. 
His  reverence  and  her  highness,  w^iJUs^g ;  , 
While  Lady  Charlotte,  f  like  a  stroller. 
Sits  mountod^n  the  gardeu^roller.  .    . 

A  goodly  sight  to  see  her  ride, 
ly^t^  ancifetit  Mtrmont  J  at  htJt  side.  '• 


:i 


*  TWs  also  pf  oTed  a  prophecy  more  tme  than  ttrc  Bfeiti  ink* 
pcftted.  ' 

f  Ladj  Charlotte  de  Hous^j,  a  French  tady.— H. 

J  Marquis  de  Hiirmctot,  a  Fipenchman  61  qiuSity,  who  had 
^nnigrated  from  his  country,  in  consequence  of  the  rcrocatiqiti  Of 
t|ie  Edict  of  Nant?:. 
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In  velvet  cap  his  1m^  lifA  I9tatai>  '■ 

His  hat^  for  show,  }tf9a^  hh  atm.     . 

Some  South-Sej^  1»^«r  iBroPKi  tbci^ily 
Will  purchj»p(drl9e^  (t^f^ilH»e'>9  A©  pi^i      » 
Lay  all  my  fine  plantations  waste^ 
To  fit  them  to  his  v«igar  «aMe ; 
Chang'd  for  the  wOfse  ioi:^iAtfy  fmrt. 
My  master  Pope  wifl  knanfc  !hi^  l^art. 

BICHMOND  LODGE. 

In  my  own  Thameefttiiiy  I  hb  drownded, 

Except  her  majesty  prevails 
To  place  me  with  the  Prince  of  Wales ; 
And  then  I  shall  be  free  frjaDPt  Jfears, 
For  he'll  be  prince  these  fifty  years. 
I  then  will  turn  a  courtier  too. 
And  -serve  tt^  4w^>;  M^fC^ers  4o. 
Plain  loyalty,  not  built  on  hope, 
I  leave  to  your  ^ontrjiver^  P^^  • 
None  loves  liis  Kifig  ^vA  cfpuntry  bette;;. 
Yet  none  wf^  frYeiv^r^?  P^l^^^  deptox. 

Then  let  him  come  jxqA  i^e  a  nap 
In  summer  on  my  ver4i^ii|  lap  j 
Prefer  our  villas,  wherp  the  Tl^ames  is. 
To  Kensingtpnt  or  ^ot  St  Jfaifi^'s  i. 
Nor  shall  I  dull  Jin  sflence  jnt : 
For  *tis  to  me  he  owes  his  wit ; 
My  groves,  my  echoes,  and  joay  ^irds. 
Have  taught  him  his  poetic  words. 
We  gardens,  and  you  wildernesses. 
Assist  all  poets  in  j^istressies. 
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Him  twice  a-weekl  li^j^^i^ipet^. 

To  rattle  Moody ifr^fcn^iriegktet; 

An  idle  rogue,  who  spends  his  quartridge 

In  tippling  at  the  Do^^aM'Pkrtridee ; 

And  I  can  hairdly  gel  hiim'^WiH  '^  •   "»^- 

Three  times  pi^^eek  to>bill6h^rtiy  gottit;:  ^ 

.  ;>/.  '/  >  :o.  :;.1    •  ..|    jf.'l  ",'.,1 
RICHMaKO.L<>0^B*>i  ' 

I  pity  you,  dear  Marble  Hill;'   »«]]     \\ 
But  hope  to  see  ybwtflobiisft  ktili.  >  ;  ^1  : 

All  happiness — and  so  adieu. 

.     '•.     J  -:  '  o],  I    ill 

..  .:-      MARBI^B.Hl^l,./;. rr 

Kind  Richmond  Lodge^  tke  isame  tb«yoi!r;  ^ 

•    •;./  ■    ■  ■  ;•/[  .;:..•■■,. 


•>  i .     "      lif;.i 

'ii- 

.'» :Mi   :    '»•■:•  1'  \ 
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DESIRE  AND  PbSSESSl6N.    1727: 

'Tis  strange  whjat  differehtthbuglits  inspire 
In  men.  Possession^  arid  i)esi]feT 
Think  what  they  wish  so  great  a  blessing  • 
So  disappoint(  ! 

A  moralist 
(I  know  not  11  ;e. 

Or  whether  o'  \. 

Related  thiis  t 

Possession,  >ther, 

But  still  at  va  ther,    ' 

Were  seen  contending  in  a  race ; 
And  kept  at  first  an  equ,8il  pace : 

<    ■  ,  ' .'  f:  i'  ; 

*  The  i^rdener.— H. 
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*Tis  said,  their  coursefCjpntiiivejd  long^;  ;  , 
iPor  this  was  actiy^,  li^)t  vfsls  strongs  -  s 

Till  Envy,  Slander^  Slotb^  and  Doubt,  < . 

Misled  them  many  a,  league  ^bout  3       .  ,  1 

Seduc'd  by  some  deceiyiiig  light,  / 

They  take  the  wrong  w^^y  for  the  right ;     , . 
Through  slippery  by-»rp^s,  dark  and  deep^  j 

They  often  climby  and  often  creep. 

Desire,  the  swifter  of  the  two,,         , 
Along  the  plain  like  lightning  flew  :     . , 
Till,  entering  on  a  broad  highway, 
Where  power  and  titles  scatter'd  lay. 
He  strove  to  pick  up  all  he  found. 
And  by  excursions  lost, his  ground : 
No  sooner  got,  than  with  disdain 
He  threw  them  on  the  ground  again  ; 
And  hasted  forwaiid  to  pursue   r 
Fresh  objects,  fairer  to  his  view; 
In  hope  to  spring  some  nobler  game ; 
But  all  he  took  was  just  the  same : 
Too  scornful  now  to  stopi  his  pace. 
He  spurn'd  them  in  his  rival's  face. 
Possession  kept  the  beaten  road. 

And  gathered  all  his  brother  sttow'd  ; 

But  overchargM,  and  put  of  wind. 

Though  strong  in  lirtibs,  he  lag^'d  behind: 
Desire  had  now  the  goal  in  sight : 

It  was  a  tower  oif  monstrous  height ; 

Where  on  the  summit  Fortune  stands, 

A  crown  and  sceptre  in  her  l^ands ; 

Beneath  a  chasm  as  deep  as'  Hell, 

Where  many  a  bold  adArenturer  fell; 

Desire,  in  rapture,  gaz'd  a  while. 

And  saw  the  treacherous  goddess  stnile ;       ^ 

But,  as  he  climb'd  to  grasp  the  crown, 

She  knocjc'd  him  with  the  sceptre  down ! 
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He  tumbled  in  th*  gtilf  profound; 
There  doom'd  to  whirl  an  endless  h)ithd. 
Possession's  load  was  grown  so  grWrt, 
He  sunk  beneath  the  cumbrous  w^ri^t  i 
And,  as  he  now  expiring  lay. 
Flocks  every  ominous  bird  of  prey ; 
The  raven,  vulture,  owl,  and  kite. 
At  once  upon  his  carcase  light. 
And  strip  his  hide,  and  pick  his  bbttes^^ 
Regardless  of  his  dying  groatus. 


MBM 


ON  CENSURE.    ITS?. 

Yk  wise,  instruct  nie  to  endure 

An  evil,  which  admits  no  cure ; 

Or,  how  this  evil  can  be  borne. 

Which  breeds  at  once  both  hate  and  scorn. 

Bare  innocence  is  no  support, 

When  you  are  try*d  in  ScandaKs  court. 

Stand  high  in  honour,  wealth,  or  wit; 

All  others,  who  inferior  sit. 

Conceive  themselves  in  conscience  bound 

To  join,  and  drag  you  to  the  ground. 

Your  altitude  oi^ends  the  eyes 

Of  those  who  want  the  power  to  rise. 

The  world,  a  willing  stander-by. 

Inclines  to  aid  a  specious  lie  : 

Alas !  they  would  not  do  you  Wrong ; 

But  all  appearances  are  strong ! 

Y^t  whence  proceeds  this  weight  we  Uy 
On  what  detracting  people  say? 

10 
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For  let  mankind  diacfaarge  tiieir  tongues 
In  venom,  till  they  burst  their  liing^ 
Their  utmost  malice  cannot  make 
Your  head,  or  tooth,  or  finger  ake ; 
Nor  spoil  your  shape,  d\$XJOTt  your  fece. 
Or  put  one  featuw  OM  ef  place ; 
Nor  will  you  find  your  fortune  sink 
By  what  they  spe^k  or  what  they  diink ; 
Nor  can  ten  hundred  thousand  lies 
Make  you  less  virtu?cm8i  learned,  or  wise. 

The  most  effectual  w^  to  baulk 
Their  malice,  is — to  Ut  ibem  talk. 


THE  FURNITURE  OF  A  WOMAN^S  MIND. 

17«7. 

A  SET  of  phrases  leam*d  by  rote  ^ 
A  passion  for  a  scarlet  coat  -, 
When  at  a  play,  to  taugh,  or  cry. 
Yet  cannot  tell  the  reason  why ; 
Never  to  hold  her  tongue  a  mmute. 
While  all  she  prates  has  nothing  in  it ; 
Whole  hours  can  with  a  coxcomb  sit, 
And  take  his  nonsense  all  for  wit; 
Her  learning  mounts  to  read  a  song. 
But  half  the  words  pronouncing  wrong ; 
Has  every  repartee  in  store 
She  spoke  ten  thousand  times  before  ; 
Can  ready  compliments  supply 
On  all  occasions,  cut  and  dry ; 
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Such  hatred  to  a  parson's  gown. 
The  sight  will  put  her  in  a  swoon ; 
For  conversation  well  endued, 
She  calls  it  witty  to  be  rude ; 
And,  placing  raillery  in  railing. 
Will  tell  aloud  your  greatest  failing ; 
Nor  make  a  scruple  to  expose 
Your  bandy  leg,  or  crooked  nose ; 
Can  at  her  morning  tea  run  o'er 
The  scandal  of  the  day  before ; 
Improving  hourly  in  her  skill. 
To  cheat  and  wrangle  at  quadrille. 

In  choosing  lace,  a  critic  nice. 
Knows  to  a  groat  the  lowest  price ; 
Can  in  her  female  clubs  dispute. 
What  linen  best  the  silk  will  suit. 
What  colours  each  complexion  match. 
And  where  with  art  to  place  a  patch. 

If  chance  a  mouse  creeps  in  her  sight. 
Can  finely  counterfeit  a  fright; 
So  sweetly  screams,  if  it  comes  near  her. 
She  ravishes  all  hearts  to  hear  her. 
Can  dextrously  her  husband  tease. 
By  taking  fits  whene'er  she  please ; 
By  frequent  practice  learns  the  trick 
At  proper  seasons  to  be  sick ; 
Thinks  nothing  gives  one  airs  so  pretty. 
At  once  creating  love  and  pity ; 
If  Molly  happens  to  be  careless, 
And  but  neglects  to  warm  her  hair-lace. 
She  gets  a  cold  as  sure  as  death. 
And  vows  she  scarce  can  fetch  her  breath  ; 
Admires  how  modest  women  can 
Be  so  robustious,  like  a  man. 

In  party,  furious  to  her  power ; 
A  bitter  whig,  or  tory  sour ; 
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Her  argmneiixts  directly  tend      . 
A^inst  tb€.  side  she  would  defend  i 
Vrai  proye  herself  a  tory  plain. 
From  principles  the  whigs  maintain  -, 
And,  to  defend  the  whiggish  cause* 
Her  topics  from  the  tories  draw3- 
O  yes !  if  any  man  cijm  find    , 
More  virtues  in  a  woman's  mind,. 
Let  t^em  be  sfent  to  Mrs  Harding^* 
Shet'U  pay,  the; /charges  to  a  farthing ; 
Take  notice,  she  hasmy  coi6mis$ioa 
To  add  them  in  the  next  edition ; 
They  may  outsell  a  better  jthing : 
So,  hoUoo,  boys ;  God  save  the  king ! 


CLEVER  TOM  CLINCH, 

-    60INO  TO  BE  HANGCD* 
1727. 

As  cleverTom  Clinch,  while  the  rabble  was  bawling. 
Rode  stately  through  Holborn  to  die  in  his  caliiag. 
He  stopt  at  the  George  for  a  bottle  of  sack. 
And  promised  to  pay  for  it  when  he  came  back. 
His  waistcoat,  and  stockings,  and  breeches,  w«m 

white ; 
His  cap  had  a  new  cherry  riband  to  tye\ 


Widow  of  John  Harding,  the  Drapier's  printer.— F* 
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The  maids  to  the  doors  and  the  bideoiMf  rmm^ 
And  said,  "  Lack*a*da^,  he's  a  proper  jowig  i 
But,  as  from  the  windows  the  ladies  ^e  spy^l^ 
Like  a  beau  in  the  box,  be  b<yw'«l  low  en  Mch^d^ ! 
And  when  his  last  i^ech  the  loud  ha^kem  cBd^^, 
He  swore  from  his  carl,  <*  It  was  aU  n  dai»A*4  liiir 
The  hangman  for  pardon  Mi  dbwn  ott  biskmeej- 
Tom  gave  him  a  kick  in  the  «M  tot  hi»  fee : 
Then  said,  I  must  spe^  to  tbe  pe^^ple  a  \U^  ^      * 
But  I'll  see  you  all  damn'd  before  I  will  wi^ttle.^ 
My  honest  friend  Wild  ^  (maf  he  long  hold  Us 

place) 
He  lengthened  my  life  wil^  a  whole  ye^r  ef  groe^^ 
Take  courage,  dear  c^exnrdides,  and  be  not  BMti^ 
Nor  slip  this  occasion  to  follow  your  trade  ; 
My  conscience  is  clear,  and  my  spirits  are  calm^ 
And  thus  I  go  off,  without  prayer-book  or  psalm  5 
Then  follow  the  practice  of  clever  Tom  Clinch, 
Who  hung  like  a  hero,  and  never  would  flinch. 


*  A  cant  word  for  <$9ii&9riog:  at  fteg»liows.—F. 
f  The  noted  tkief-catcher,  under-keeper  of  Newgate^  who  wu 
hanged  for  receiying  stolen  goodt««-^. 
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THE  GRUB-STREET  VERSE  WRITERS. 

Ye  p^th  Tagged  aiid  fortoni, 
Down  from  your  gwets  haste ; 

Ye  rhymers  dead  as  soon  as  bom. 
Not  yet  con^i^'d  tff  paste ) 

I  know  a  trick  to  make  you  thrive  j 

O,  'tis  a  quaint  devi^ce ; 
Your  still-born  poems  shall  revive. 

And  scorn  to  wrap  up^spic^. 

Get  all  your  verses,  printed  fair. 
Then  let  them  well  be  dried ; 

And  Curll  must  have  a  special  care 
To  leave  the  margin  wide.  , 

Send  these  ^o  paper-sparing  *  Pope ; 

And  when  he  ?ets  to  write,  ,       / 

No  letter  with  an  envelope 

Could  give  hun  more  delight. 


*  The  original  copy  of  Pope^  odebfttM  tni,ai]ajti0iikl<  Homer 
(preserred  in  the  British  Museum)  b  almost  entirely  written  on 
the  <)9ven^^  letters,  and  sometimps  betveea  the  luifiS  s£  the  let- 
ters  themselres. 
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When  Pope  has  filled  the  margins  round. 

Why  then  recal  your  loan ; 
Sell  them  to  Curll  for  fifty  pound. 

And  swear  they  are  your  own. 


DR  SWIFT  TQ  MR  POPE, 

WHILE  HE  WAS  WAITING  THE  DUNCiAD. 
1727. 

Pope  has  the  talent  well  to  speak. 

But  not  to  reach  the  ear; 
His  loudest  voice  is  low  and  weak. 

The  Dean  too  deaf  to  hear. 

A  while  they  on  each  other  look. 
Then  different  studies  choose; 

The  Dean  sits  plodding  on  a  book ; 
Pope  walks,  and  courts  the  Muse. 

Now  backs  of  letters  *,  though  designM  ' 
For  those  who  more  will  need  'em. 

Are  fiird  with  hints,  and  interlin'd, 
Himself  can  hardly  read  'em. 

Each  atom  by  some  other  struck. 

All  turns  and  motions  tries ; 
Till  in  a  lump  together  stuck. 

Behold  a  poem  rise : 

^  Sae  the  fonner  poem. 
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Yet  to  the  Dean  his  share  allot; 

He  claims  it  b^  a  canon ; 
That  without  which  a  thing  is  not, 

Is>  causa  sine  qud  nan. 

Thus,  Pope,  in  vain  you  boast  your  wit ; 

For,  hstd  our  *  deaf  divine 
Been  for  your  conversisition  fit. 

You  had  not  writ  a  line. 

'  '    '*    ,  '  '  .  "  *  ' 

Of  Sherlock  *,  thus,  for  preaching  fam*d. 

The  sexton  reasoned  welT; 
And  justly  half  the  merit  claim'd^ 

Because  he  rang  the  bell.  t. 

••"        /.  '  I    r'  .  ..       ^ 

.'       '  •  -    '.  ;       -.    '':      .  '      ^ 

A  IX)V£  POEM, 

FROM  A  PHYSICIAN  TO  HIS  MiSTRBSSt 

By  poets  we  are  well  J^^sur'd .  ^  ,    v   ,:        .,  ? 
That  love,  alas  !  ca:n  ne'er  be  dilr'iiV 
A  complicated  heap  of  ills. 
Despising  boluses  and  pills. 
Ah  !  Chloe,  this  I  find  is  true, 
Since  fir3(  I  gave  my  heart  to  you. 
Now,  by  j-our  cruelty  hard  bound, 
I  strain  my  guts,  my  colon  wound. 


*  The  Dean  of  St  Paul's,  father  to  the  blshop^H. 
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NowjealousynfgmmUio^lnpci^  iij  <,,    >, 
Assaults  with  gratings  gfiad^igfipiM^.    ' 
Whenpity^tlM»^.6j^eiI  yiitw,       .^  .    i... : 
My  bowels  wamblingaaidbi.^  tpn^  .  ,  \ 
When  I  an  amorous  kiss  design'i^ 
I  beleb'd^ahiuTkttaeafifmid*  1  :       ui 
Once  you  a  gentle  sigk  let  idh 
Remember  how  i  snok^dkitattc  j.  r/    < 
What  cholic  pangs  £rQtn>tlHmc6  J  fielti  wi  i" 
Had  you  but  known,  your  heart  would  melt, 
Likeiufl&gfivwdssiiGaviefnpent^    [;  ; 
Till  Nature  pointSi  «dI  a  vent;        < 
How  have  yoii  txMtn  toffikeah,  tb  pi^tM& 
With  maggots,  hutnouns^  la^d  capo^iees  I     ^ 
By  which  I  got  the  hemorrhoids; 
And  loathsome  worms  my  anus  voids. 
Whene'er  I  ^^^^  ?  .^y^  3J^*^i 
I  feel  my  body  all  inflamM ; 
Which,  breaking  out  in  boils  and  blains» 
With  yeUowlg[thiqy^f^ipt§ips; 
Or,  parch*d  with  unextinguished  thirst, 
SmaJilrWr  I^iftwWitiB  Iiii«*i       . 
And  then  I  drag  a  bloated  corptss, 
Swell'd  with  a  dmpcy,  like  m  porpoise  ; 
When,  if  I  cannot  purge  or  stale, 
I  must  be.tapp'dto  fifl  ai-^^.  \  »    ; ' 
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Our  scboplma^r  m»y  toatV  A*  ^ 

Of  classic  beau^»  kmc:  ^t  iUek^ 
Not  all  his  birch  inspires  such  art 

As  th'  ogling  bfiM»s  0^  DMfeltiUa. 

Let  nobles  toast,  in  bright  <)l^aaipaig<i> 
Nyrnphs  hlglw  tooriji  thaa  DoMutilia ;  . 

I'll  drink  her  health,  again,  again. 
In  Berkeley's  tar,  or  sars'parilla* 

At  Goodman's  FielAi  IVa  miioh  admired 
The  postures  strange  of  Monsieur  Brilla  3 

But  what  are  they  to  the  soft  step. 
The  gliding  air  frf  Dpniitilla  ? 

Virgil  has  etemiz'd  in  song 

The  flying  footsteps  of  Camilla ; 

Sur€^  as  a  prophet^  he  wa^  wrong ; 
He  might  have  dream'd  of  Domitilla. 

Great  Theodose  condemned  a  town 
For  thinking  ill  of  his  Placilla  : 

^fid  decree  take  Loinion !  if  eooie  kmghe 
(pf*  th'  city  wed  liot  I>DmittIl&.. 

Wheeler,  Sir  George,  in  travels  wise. 

Gives  us  a  medal  of  Plantilla ; 
But  O !  the  empress  has  not  eyes. 

Nor  lips,  nor  br^eii^  lifee  DcKwtilla. 
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Not  all  the  wealth  of  plundered  ItaTy, 
Piled  on  the  mules  of  king  At-tila, 

Is  worth  one  glove  (I'll  not  tell  a  bit  a  lie) 
Or  garter,  snatch'd  from  DomitiUa. 

Kve  years  a  nyftiph*  at  certain  hamlet, 
Y-cIeped  Harrow  of  the  Hill,  a- 

— ^bus'd  much  my  heart,  tod  wai  a  damned  lei 
To  verse — ^but  now  for  DomitiHa.  i 

Dan  Pope  consigilis  Belftnkla'»  watclv 

To  the  fair  sylphid  Momentilla^ 
And  thus  I  offer  up  my  catch 

To  the  snow-wlnte  hahds  of  Bomitilla. 


HELTEll  SKELTER^ 

OR, 

THE  HUE  AND  CRY  AFTER  THE  ATTORNIES,  UPON 
THEIR  RIDING  THE  CIRCUIT, 


[In  ridicule  of  the  easy  stfaius  of  poor  Ambrose  Phillips,  so  of- 
ten doomed  to  undergo  the  satise  of  Swift  and  Pope.  There  is 
also  some  resemblance  between  the  following  verses  and  a  poem 
of  Darenant,  entitled  the  <<  Long  Vacation,  in  Verse  Bar. 

Icsque."] 


Now  the  active  young  attornies 
3riskly  travel  on  their  journies,, 
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Looking  big  a^ainy^  gialnfts, ;  •        •:  / 

On  tile  horses  of  iHeir  clients  *    •   •!  > 

Like  so  many  littlejMars'^ 

With  their  tilter^  attliett  »^-^i'     i. 

Brazen  l;iiltedvlatel}r»buriiish^d,        » 

And  with  harness^budkles  fttirnish?d,  ' 

And  with  #hi]»6  and  «|]^urs  so  neat, 

Ajid  with  jotdBeyHCoats  complete^     » 

And  with  bootsj^orverygiieasy,     : 

And  with  sadcUefiodke^cl  .easy i     ' 

And  with  bridksf fine  and  ^ay,      •       ' 

Bridles  borix>w/d  ibr  2I  day ;       —    i .  ■  ^ 

Bridles  destin'd  far  tp  roamy  * 

Ah !  nCTOT^  never- to  come  home. 

And  with  hats  so  very  big,  sir,    .     (    . 

And  with  powder'd  caps  and  wigs,  sir. 

And  with  ruffles  to- b^,- shown,  ' 

Cambric  ruffles  not  th^inown  ;   ;     •  ' 

And  with  Holiaadshirte  so  white, 

Shirts  becomii^Hio  the;  sight j  .  ' 

Shirts  bewrought  with  .different  letters. 

As  belonging  to.  itbeir  betta's/'      • 

With  their  pretty  tinsel'd  boxes. 

Gotten  from  their  dainty  doxies. 

And  with  rings  *o  v^ry4rim, 

Lately  taken  out  of  lim —  * 

And  with  very  little  pence. 

And  as  verfvUtlte.^Usp;  ;  !     I     ^ 

With  some  law,  but  little  justice. 

Having  stolen  from  my  hostess. 

From  the  barber  andi^he  cutler,  , 

Like  the  soldier  f^dm,  ^he  sutler ; 


*  A  cant  word  for  pawning.— H. 
VOL.  XIV.  O 
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From  the  vintner  and  the  taak>r» 
like  the  felon  from  the  jailor ; 
Into  this  and  t'other  county^ 
Living  on  the  public  boanty  i 
Thorough  town  and  thorough  villa^t 
All  to  plunder,  all  to  pillage : 
Thorough  mountains,  thorough  Tallies^ 
Thorough  stinking  Wes  and  alleys. 
Some  to  —  kiss  with  farmers  spouses, 
And  make  merry  in  their  houses ; 
Some  to  tumble  country  wenches 
On  their  rushy  beds  and  benches ; 
And  if  they  begin  a  fray, 
Draw  their  swords,  and        ■  ran  away ; 
All  to  murder  equity. 
And  to  take  a  double  fee ; 
Till  the  people  are  all  quiet, 
And  forget  to  broil  and  riot. 
Low  in  pocket,  cow'd  in  courage. 
Safely  glad  to  sup  their  porridge, 
And  vacation's  over — ^then. 
Hey,  for  London  town  again. 


THE  puppet-show, 

Thb  life  of  man  to  represent. 

And  turn  it  all  to  ridicule. 
Wit  did  a  puppet-show  invent. 

Where  the  chief  actor  is  a  fool. 

The  gods  of  old  were  logs  of  wood. 
And  worship  was  to  puppets  paid  > 
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In  antick  dress  the  idol  stood^ 
And  priest  and  people  bow'd  the  head. 

No  wonder  then,  if  art  began 

The  simple  votaries  to  frame. 
To  shape  in  timber  fodiish  man^ 

And  consecrate  the  block  to  fame. 

From  hence  poetic  fancy  leam'd 
That  trees  might  rise  from  hnman  forms ; 

The  body  to  a  trunk  be  turn'd. 
And  branches  issue  from  the  arms. 

Thus  Daedalus  and  Ovid  too. 

That  man's  a  blockhead,  have  con£^t : 

Powel  *  and  Stretch  *  the  hint  pursue; 
life  is  a  farce,  the  world  a  jest. 

The  same  great  truth  South  Sea  hag  prov'd 

On  that  fam*d  theatre,  the  alley ; 
Where  thousands,  by  directors  mov'd^ 

Are  now  sad  monuments  of  folly. 

What  Momus  was  of  old  to  Jove, 

The  same  a  Harlequin  is  now ; 
The  former  was  buffoon  above. 

The  latter  as  a  Punch  below. 

This  fleeting  scene  is  but  a  stage. 

Where  various  images  appear  j 
In  different  parts  of  youth  and  age. 

Alike  the  prince  and  peasant  share. 


*  Two  famous  puppet-show  men. 
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Some  draw  our  eyes  by  being  great,     ^    ^ 
False  p6inp  conceals  mere  wood  within  5 

And  legislators  rang'd  in  state. 

Are  oft  but  wisdom  in  machine.-     :  / 

A  stock  may  chance  to  wear  a  crown,     i 
And  timber  as  a  lord  take  place  5      > 

A  statue  may  put  on  a  frown. 

And  cheat  us  with  a  thinking  face. 

Others  are  blindly  led  away. 

And  made  to  act  for  ends  unknown ; 

By  the  mere  spring  of  wires  they  play. 
And  speak  in  language  not  their  oWn; 

Too  oft,  alas  !  a  scolding  wife 
Usurps  a  jolly  fellow's  throne ; 

And  many  drink  the  cup  of  life, 
Mix'd  and  embittered  by  A  Joan. 

In  short,  whatever  men  pursue, 
Of  pleasure,  folly,  war,  or  love;    ' 

This  mimic  race  brings  all  to  view : 
Alike  they  dress,  they  t^k,  they  move. 

Go  on,  great  Stretch,  with  artful  hand, 
Mortals  to  please  and  to. deride; 

And,  when  death  breaks  thy  vital  band. 
Thou  shalt  put  on  a  puppet's  pride. 

Thou  shalt  in  puny  wood  be  shown. 
Thy  image  shaft  preserve  thy  fame; 

Ages  to  come  thy  worth  shall  own. 
Point  at  thy  limbs,  and  tell  thy  name. 
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Tell  Toifl,  *  he  dray^s  a 'farce  in  vain. 
Before  he  looks  in  nature's  glass;    . 

Puns  cannot  form  a  tvitty.^cene. 
Nor  pedantry  for  humour  pass,  r      ' 

To  make  men  act  as  senseless  wood>    r 
And  chatter  in  a  mystic  strain, 

Is  a  mere  force  on  flesh  and  blood,    : 
And  sho^s  same  error*  in  the  brain. 

He  that  would  thus  refine  on  thee,    ; 

And  turn  thy  stage  into  a  school. 
The  jest  of  Punch  wi^l  ever  be. 

And  stand  confest  the  greater  fool. 


JOURNAL  OF  A  MODERN  LADY. 

IN  A  LETTER  TO  A  PJERSON  OF  QUALITY.       1728. 

Sir,  *twas  a  mo3t  unfriendly  part  : 

In  you,  who  ought  to  know  my  heart. 
Are  well  acquainted  with  my  zeal         /  : 
For  all  the  female  conimdnweal — 
How  could  it  come  into  your  mind 
To  pitch  on  me,  of  all  mai^kind. 
Against  the  sex  to  write  a  satire,  : 

And  brand  me  for  a  wonian-hater  ? 

*  Sheridaa. 
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On  me,  who  think  them  all  so  fair> 
They  rival  Venus  to  a  hair; 
Their  virtues  never  ceas'd  to  sing, 
Since  first  I  leam'd  to  tune  a  string  ? 
Methinks  I  hear  the  ladies  cry. 
Will  he  his  character  belie  ? 
Must  never  our  misfortunes  end  ? 
And  have  we  lost  our  only  friend  ? 
Ah,  lovely  nymphs  !  remove  your  fears, 
No  ttiore  let  fall  those  precious  tears. 
Sooner  shall,  &a 

[Here  several  verses  are  ^mitted.^ 

The  hound  be  hunted  by  the  hare. 
Than  I  turn  rebel  to  the  fain 

'Twas  you  engaged  me  first  to  write. 
Then  gave  the  subject  out  of  spite : 
The  journal  of  a  modem  dame. 
Is,  by  my  promise,  what  you  claim^ 
My  word  i^  past,  I  must  submit ; 
And  yet  perhaps  you  may  be  bit. 
I  but  transcribe;  for  not  a  line 
Of,  all  the  satire  sha^  be  mine. 
Compell'd  by  you  to  tag  in  rhymes 
The  common  slanders  of  the  times. 
Of  modem  times,  the  guilt  k  yours, 
And  me  my  innocence  secures. 
Unwilling  Muse,  begin  thy  lay. 
The  annals  of  a  female  day. 

By  nature  tum*d  to  play  the  rake  well, 
(As  we  shall  show  you  in  the  sequel) 
The  modern  dame  is  wak'd  by  nocm, 
(Some  authors  say  not  quite  so  soon) 
Because,  though  sore  against  her  will, 
$he  sq,t  all  niglit  up  at  quadriUe, 
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She  Stretches^  gapes,  ungliKes  her  eyes. 

And  asks,  if  it  he  time  to  rise ; 

Of  headach  and  the  spleen  complains ; 

And  then,  to  cod  her  heated  brains. 

Her  night-gown  and  her  dippers  brought  her. 

Takes  a  large  dram  of  citron  water. 

Then  to  her  glass ;  and,  **  Bet^,  pray 

Don't  I  look  frightfully  tO-day  ? 

But  was  it  not  confounded  hard  ? 

Well,  if  I  ever  touch  a  card  5 

Four  mata^res,  and  lose  codiUe ! 

Depend  upon't,  I  never  will. 

But  run  to  Tom,  and  bid  him  fix 

The  ladies  here  to-night  by  six/' 

**  Madam,  the  goldsmith  waits  bdow ; 

He  says,  his  business  is  to  know 

If  you'll  redeem  the  nhrer  cup 

He  keeps  in  pawn  ?" — ^^  Why,  show  him  up/' 

*^  Your  dressing-plate  he'll  be  content 

To  take,  for  interest  cent  per  cent 

And,  madam,  there's  my  Lad^  Spade 

Has  sent  this  letter  by  her  maid." 

•^  Well,  I  remember  what  she  won ; 

And  has  she  sent  so  soon  to  dun  ? 

Here,  carry  down  these  ten  pistoles 

My  husband  left  to  pay  for  coals : 

I  thank  my  stars,  they  all  are  light ; 

And  I  may  have  revenge  to-night." 

Now,  loitering  o'er  her  tea  and  cream. 

She  enters  on  her  usual  theme ; 

Her  last  night's  ill-success  repeats. 

Calls  Lady  Spade  a  hundred  cheats : 

*^  She  slipt  spadillo  in  her  breast. 

Then  thought  to  turn  it  to  a  jest : 

There's  Mrs  Cut  and  she  combine. 

And  to  each  other  give  the  sign." 
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Through  every,  gaia^ ip*w$tK»iher»tritfy ,    i !  . 
Like  hunters  o*er  ihexfevemmgaiBii  n'A  ,- J<i]  ijf?/- 
Now  to  anottie^^^flQ  ghrAiulMto  i  ...;  li  j';[,/^jii  V  . 
Enter  the  folks  withtsilkstand  lflabb>o  >  or  ,f:  nil  hn/ 
Fresh  niatt^r  far  a  wvrld.of -ohttt^iu;  u  mo?  ni^  in  i  I  i 
Right  Indian  this^  JligbWM^^h^i)n|*bf(k^>, n.*;!  ;.  ?i')Ji/r 
"  Observe  thi9,p^tjer»fji*ffhej*J&;a;^ttflr.}-.M!  dt  nxi  1 
I  can  have  custorhers/^<ioiighi;".:il   i..^  /  >*'f  I  I'mXl 
Dear  madam,  you  afei,gf0wlv.m>»hw4-^n.   )i  "f.u  luH 
This  lace  is  worth  twelve.piWWcJp.fkryard/M  I  Vi  .[UrU 
Madam,  if  there  he  tfX'^Xhi^^iXly  .   iViUnUim  ino  I 
I  never  sold  so  cheap  gjfop.-'/i  /  ui  1  ,/f    tjir  I.f  i(j  >(i 
This  business  of,impQ?t2ta*lQ'i^,n.o'i   or  nui  liii! 
And  madam  almost  .di:ess'4  by  founv^.  wi      ififfi   -n  T 
The  footman  i^b^MsUftlpi>riaael.[,   .  nW  ,u:;J:j  V  *' 
Comes  up  with,  "  M^^m>  diuP^r;  sJ^J^/^mI  .  /.-  of ! 
She  answers,  in  her  u^ualst^jle^MJ:  f  i  >  -i  .i  ll'uoy '♦' 
*^  The, coQfc^^st  keep. it  back  a, while  «i  .^  . ;  J  J I 
- 1  never  can  havje.time  toljdrts^::!,  .  /  [  7f!,>  / 

No  woman  breathing  taken'iip  le^;.  J  loi  /;;{»  !  o'i 
I'm  hurried  so,  it  majkesin^,siqk,;.. /,  ^i  (;[>/;, a  ,*>fi/. 
I  wish  the  dinner^  aljOld  ^io}c/V  ,m[  , :  ^t  ?:,  ,^  ';;! ! 
At  table  now  sh^aqts^Jbefrpa^^rti  h,  ..  ,f.;  .t  I  JiV//  ' 
Has  all  the  dinner. jQflpt  t))^.b^a«rt:»i.  .u^  ^{i  brw 
«'  I  thought  we  ^ere  to  di?>e  ajftne,  .  /  ir:  >  ,<noI  f 
My  dear;  for  sure],  if.Ii^^<J:knowa.[  b  i/id^ail  vl/ 
This  company;WOu)d  <?piflfi  tOTd^y--rr:'  vm  :;liTf:/  I 
But  really  'tis  itty  spQU^eVway  j.  .,  .  ;  .  f/  I  rJ 
He's  so  unkind,  he  wevQr-sendPi  .'  ..[I'.io!  ,'  cv 
To  tell  when  he  inyites  bi3|friendp,:i  ..,,  ,  .jja^i  y 
I  wish  ye  may  but  haveenoiigh!"  jin  i.t,;  i  ?* : 
!];  And  while  with  all  this  paltry  .i^tuff  ;-;  v^    1  ^:.    ' 

[^'  She  sits  tormentiijg  ev^ery  gwpio       •  i    :  j  ' :  -ij<^  * 

:'  Nor  gives  her  tongue  Que  iflomept's  r^st^^.,  a  », ,,!  I 

In  phrases  batter'd,  0aK  aiif  triW,  $    '}  ^  ;.. ,  .J  : 
j:  Which  modern  ladies  caU  p9lite.;      ,  a  j, ,  ,/  f,,  i* 
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You  see  the  boobrf  ihusbd^iid  sit  :  >  c\-  ^ 

In  admiration  ather,i¥it;i    <^  •    •'    f  ;  ;  -     '  .     ^^ 

But  let  me  now  a  wliile  survey  •     / 

Our  madart  o-*er  her  ev6niag;t^a ; 
Surrounded  with  her  n^isyielftns    .  > 

Of  prudes,  c^^uettps^  aud  hatridans ;  » 

When,  frighted  atthe-clamorous  ci-ew. 
Away  the  God  of  SUeliDKJe  fl^w;  / 

And  fair  Discretion  ieft  th.e  plaee^ 
And  Modesty  with  blushing  face ;  » 

Now  enters  ovjarw,emiingrPri4ey       .  ..  * 

And  Scandal,  ever  gaping  fWide,  1^      ^ 

Hypocrisy  with  frowxi  severe,   ^ 
Scurrility  ^yith  gibing  eir;  ;  r  .  ;    ,     \ 

Rude  Laughter  seeming  like  to  burst. 
And  Malice  always  judging  iMor,st ;  , . ..    .  ' . 

And  Vanity  with  pocke^f^la^,      .  ^^        .  i  ' 

And-Impu4e®ice  withirontQfbfa&s;  ■       .     .  ^ 

And  studied  Aflfeieta<io«i  camcj^  ^f 

Each  limb  and  fe^ur^  ^ut  of  .frajne  ^      ,     .    ;  \ 
While  Ignor^i^Ct^,  with  ba'^n  of  lead,  .      * 

Flew  hovering  ^Wr  eaqh  fem^e  bead.  _,  . 

Why  should  I  ask 'Of4he!^,n[>y  Muse^    ^    .; 
A  hundred  tongues,  as  po^ts.  use. 
When,  to  give  every  da^ne  hier  due,  ,   r    ^ 

A  hundred  thousand  were  too  few?  . »     ;  , 

Or  how  should  I,  alas !  relate 
The  sum  of  ajl  th^ir  sen^less  prate,  ' ' 

Their  inuendve^,  hints,  wd  slanders. 
Their  meaning  lewd,  and  double  entendres  ? 
Now  comes  the.geuieral  scandal  charge ; 
What  some  invent,  th^  rest  enlarge  ^ 
And,  "  Madam,  if  it  be  a  he,  ...       f     ' 

You  have  the  tale  0&  cheap  as  I ;  !     \ 

I  must  conceal  my  author's  name  : 
But  now,  'tis  known  to  common  fame."  * 
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Say,  foolish  females,  bold  a]Kll>)nid, 
Say,  by  what  fatal  turn  of  mind. 
Are  you  on  vices  most  severe. 
Wherein  yourselves  have  greatest  share  ? 
Thus  every  fool  herself  deludes ; 
The  prudes  condemn  the  absent  prudes  t 
Mopsa,  who  stinks  her  spouse  to  deaith. 
Accuses  Chloe's  tainted  breath ; 
Hircina,  rank  with  sweat,  presumes 
To  censure  Phyllis  for  perrames  5 
While  crooked  Cynthia,  sneering,  says. 
That  Florimel  wears  iron  stays : 
Chloe,  of  every  coxcomb  jealous. 
Admires  how  giris  can  talk  with  fellows ; 
And,  full  of  indignation,  frets. 
That  women  should  be  such  coquerttes : 
Iris,  for  scandal  most  notorious. 
Cries,  **  Lord,  the  world  is  so  censorious  P' 
And  Rufa,  with  her  combs  of  lead. 
Whispers  that  Sappho's  hair  is  red : 
Aura,  whose  tongue  you  hear  a  mile  hence, 
Talks  half  a  day  in  praise  of  silence ; 
And  Sylvia,  full  of  inward  guilt. 
Calls  Amoret  an  arrant  jilt. 

Now  voices  over  voices  rise. 
While  each  to  be  the  loudest  vies : 
They  contradict,  affirm,  dispute. 
No  single  tongue  one  moment  mute ; 
AH  mad  to  speak,  and  none  to  hearken. 
They  set  the  very  lap*dog  barking ; 
Their  chattering  makes  d  louder  din 
Than  fishwives  o'er  a  cup  of  gin ; 
Not  schoolboys  at  a  barring  out 
Rais'd  ever  such  incessant  rout: 
The  jumbling  particles  of  matter 
In  chaos  made  not  such  a  clatter  ^ 
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^T  less  the  rabble  roar  and  rail. 
When  drunk  with  sour  election  ale. 

Nor  do  they  trust  their  tonnes  alonei 
But  speak  a  language  of  their  own^ 
Can  read  a  nod,  a  shrugs  a  look. 
Far  better  than  a  printed  book  ^ 
Convey  a  libel  in  a  frown. 
And  wink  a  reputatk>n  down : 
Or,  by  the  tossing  of  the  fan. 
Describe  the  lady  and  the  man. 

But  see,  the  female  <^b  disbands. 
Each  twenty  visks  on  her  hands. 
Now  all  alone  poor  madam  sits 
In  vapours  and  hysteric  fits : 
'*  And  was  not  Tom  this  morning  sent  ? 
I*d  lay  my  life  he  never  w«nt : 
Past  six,  and  not  a  living  soul ! 
I  might  by  this  have  vroix  a  vole.'* 
A  dreadful  interval  of  spleen ! 
How  shall  we  pass  the  time  between  ? 
**  Here,  Betty,  let  me  take  my  drops ; 
And  feel  my  pulse,  I  know  it  stops : 
This  head  of  mine,  lord,  how  it  swims  ! 
And  such  a  pain  in  all  my  limbs !" 
^  Dear  madam,  try  to  take  a  nap'' — 
But  now  they  heai'  a  footman's  rap  t 
^*  Go,  run,  and  light  the  ladies  up : 
It  must  be  one  fodfore  we  sup." 

The  table,  cards,  and  counters,  set. 
And  all  the  gamester  ladies  met. 
Her  spleen  and  fits  recovered  quite. 
Our  madam  can  sit  up  all  night ; 
*•  Whoever  comes,  I'm  not  within."— 
Quadrille's  the  word,  and  so  begin. 

How  can  the  Muse  her  aid  impart, 
Unskill'd  in  all  the  terms  of  art  ? 
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Or  in  harmonious  nimd3erB  pnt^  *  *'  ■  -  li; 
The  deal,  the  shuffle,  attd'the^tit?*^'  >''m: 
The  superstitious  wl\iins' relate/-  :  ii  <» 
That  fill  a  female  gmneirter's  pate?^  f  r.  > 
What  agony  of  soul  fihe  feels  .w-  ^  f 

To  see  a  knave's  inverted  heels  f  ;   ;  r  s   .  y 


r*»M 


sr 


She  draws  up  card  by  card,  to  find  : 
Good  fortune  peeping ;froai  behind;  '^  '    ''• 
With  panting  heart,  and  earnest  eyes,^t  -i. 
In  hope  to  see  spadillo'.rise;       ;  ^    ;I  oi  ? 
In  vain,  alas  !  her  hope  isi.fed^'       «    p*  .  • 
She  draws  an  ace,  and  s^es  it  red  ^  :  • 

In  ready  counters  neven-pays. 
But  pawns  her  snuff-box,  rinigs,  and  kt^s^. 
Ever  with  some  new  fancy  istrucfc,!   '•    i 
Tries  twenty  charms  to  mend  her  luck. 
*'  This  morning,  when  the  parson  came, 
I  said  I  should  not  win  a  game. 
This  odious  chair,  hoSv  came  I  stuck  im't? 
I  think  I  never  bad  good  luck  in't. 
I'm  so  uneasy  in  my  stays  ^  1 

Your  fan,  a  moment,  if  you  please. 
Stand  farther,  girl,  or  get  you  gone  ;      •     . 
I  always  lose  when  you  look  on." 
"  Lord!  madam,  you  have  lost  codille : ' ':: 
I  never  saw  you  play  so  ill."  '      = 

**  Nay,  madam,  give  me  leave  to  say, 
*Twas  you  that  threw  the  game  away  i> 
When  Lady  Tricksey  play'd  a  four,     - 
You  took  it  with  a  matadore ;  ; 

r  saw  you  touch  your  wedding-ring     ;  f  • 
Before  my  lady  call'd  a  king ; 
You  spoke  a  word  began  with  H, 
And  I  know  whom  you  mean  to  teach, 
Becailse  you  held  the  king  of  hearts  5  ' 
Fie,  madam,  leave  these  little  arts." 
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•*  That's  not  so  bad  as  one  that  rubs 

Her  chair  to  call  the  king  of  clubs  ; 

And  makes  her  partner  understand 

A  matadore  is  in  her  hand." 

*'  Madafd,  you  have  no  cause  to  flounce, 

I  swear  I  saw  yon  thrice  renounce." 

*^  And  truly,  madam,  1  fcnow  when 

Instead  of  five  you  scor'd  me  ten. 

Spadillo  here,  has  got  a  mark ; 

A  child  may.  know  it  in  the  dark  : 

I  guess'd  the  hand :  it  seldom  fails  : 

I  wish  some  folks  would  pair  their  nails." 

While  thus  they  rail,  and  scold,  and  storm. 
It  passes  but  for  common  form  : 
But,  conscious  that  they  all  speak  true, 
And  give  each  other  but  their  due. 
It  never  interrupts  the  game. 
Or  makes  them  sensible  of  shame. 

The  time  too  precious  now  to  waste, 
The  supppr  gobbled  up  in  haste ; 
Again  afresh  to  cards  they  jrun. 
As  if  they  had  but  just  beigun.  i       :  i 

But  I  ghall  not  again  repeat, 
How  oft  they  squabble,  ^narl,  and  cheai. 
At  last  they  hear  the  watdiman  knock, 
**  A  frosty  morn — past  four  o'clock."  ! 

The  chajrmen  are  not  to  be  found, 
"  Come,  let  us  play  the  otbec* round.'* 

Now  alliu  h^te  they  huddle  on  '  > 

Their  hoods,  their  cloaks^  and  get  them  gone!^ 
But,  first,  Ihe  iwinner  naust  invite 
The  comply ^to-^fliorrow  night. 

Unlucky  madan)^  left  in  tears,  l 

(Whcuiow  agaiii  quadrille  forswears) 
With  empty, purse,  and  aching  head,  • 

Steals  to  her  sleeping  spouse  to  bed.    . ; .  :    « 
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THE  LOGICIANS  REFUTED. 

Logicians  have  but  ill  definM 
As  rational,  the  human  kind ; 
Reason,  they  say,  belongs  to  man. 
But  let  them  prove  it  if  they  csn. 
Wise  Aristotle  and  Smiglesius, 
By  ratiocinations  specious, 
Have  strove  to  prove,  with  great  precisionj^ 
With  definition  and  division. 
Homo  est  ratione  praditum  ; 
But  for  my  soul  I  cannot  credit  'era. 
And  must,  in  spite  of  them,  maintain. 
That  man  and  all  his  ways  are  vain; 
And  that  this  boasted  lord  of  nature 
Is  both  a  weak  and  erring  creature; 
That  instinct  is  a  surer  guide 
Than  reason,  boasting  mortals*  pride ; 
And  that  brute  beasts  are  far  before  'em* 
Deus  est  anima  hrutorum. 
Whoever  knew  an  honest  brute 
At  law  his  neighbour  prosecute. 
Bring  action  for  assault  or  battery,    , 
Or  friend  beguile  with  lies  and  flattery  ? 
O'er  plains  they  ramble  unconfin'd. 
No  politics  disturb  their  mind; 
They  eat  their  meals,  and  take  their  sport, 
]^or  know  who's  in  or  out  at  court. 
They  never  to  the  levee  go 
To  treat,  as  dearest  friend,  a  foe  : 
They  never  importune  his  grace. 
Nor  ever  cringe  to  men  in  place ; 
10 
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Nor  undertake  a  dirty  job. 
Nor  draw  the  quill  to  write  for  Bob. 
Fraught  with  invective,  they  ne*er  go 
To  folks  at  Paternoster  Row. 
No  judges,  fiddlers,  dancing-masters^ 
No  pickpockets,  or  poetasters, 
Are  known  to  honest  quadrupeds : 
No  single  brute  his  fellow  leads. 
Brutes  never  meet  in  bloody  fray. 
Nor  cut  each  other's  throats  for  pay« 
Of  beasts,  it  is  confessed,  the  ape 
Comes  nearest  us  in  human  shape ; 
like  man,  he  imitates  each  fashion. 
And  malice  is  his  lurking  passion : 
But,  both  in  malice  and  gmnaces, 
A  courtier  any  ape  surpasm. 
Behold  him,  numbly  cringing,  wait 
Upon  the  minister  of  state ; 
View  him  soon  after  to  inferiors 
Aping  the  conduct  of  superiors : 
He  promises  with  equal  air. 
And  to  perform  takes  equal  care« 
He  in  his  turn  finds  imitators. 
At  court,  the  porters,  lacqueys^  waittjr9f 
Their  masters*  manner  still  contract. 
And  footmen,  lords  and  dukes  can  act. 
Tt^us,  at  the  court,  both  great  and  small 
Behave  alike,  for  all  ape  all. 
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THEELEPHA!SIT; 

1. 

OR, .  r(!     / 

THE    PARLIAMEKT   MAN.    '  ' 

WRITTBN   MANY   YBARg   SINGE;    AHD   t^AKtH    FROM 
C6&E^6   INSTITUTSi.    ■ 

Ere  bribes  convince  you  whom  to  cho<)se. 
The  precepts  of  Lord  Coke  peruse. 
Observe  an  ele]^ant^  says  he. 
And  let  him  li^your  member  be : 
First  take  a  man  that's  free  fronfi  Gctnl^ 
For  elephants  have  none  at  all ; 
In  flocks  or  parties  he  must  keep ; 
For  elephants  live  just  like  sheep. 
Stubborn  in  honour  he  must  be ;  ' 

For  elephants  ne'er  bend  the  knee:    - 
Last,  let  his  memory  be  sound,*      ''  '' 
In  which  your  elephant's  profound  5^'^  /    •' 
That  old  examples  from  the  wise   *  •  '*'  '•'  ' 
May  prompt  him  in  his  noes  ^nd^dyeisJ-*^ 
Thus  the  Lord  Coke  bath  gravely  wtit,' 
In  all  the  form  of  lawyer's  wit :     • 
And  then,  with  Latin  and  all  that. 
Shews  the  comparison  is  pat. 
Yet  in  somie  points  my  lord  is  wrongs 
One's  teeth  are  sold,  and  t'other's  tongue : 
Now,  men  of  parliament,  God  knows. 
Are  more  like  elephants  of  shows ; 
Whose  docile  memory  and  sense 
Are  turn'd  to  trick,  to  gather  pence; 
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To  get  their  master  half-a-crowiiy 
They  spread  the  flag,  or  lay  it  down : 
Those  who  bore  bulwarks  on  their  backs. 
And  guaorded  nations  from  attacks. 
Now  practise  every  pliant  gesture. 
Opening  their  trunk  for  every  tester. 
Siam,  for  elephants  so  famed. 
Is  not  with  England  to  be  named: 
Their  elephants  by  men  are  sold ; 
Ours  sell  themselves,  and  take  the  gold. 


PAULUS:  AN  EPIGRAM. 

BY   MR    LINDSAY*. 

Dublin,  Sept.  7.  1728. 

"  A  SLAVE  to  crowds,  scorched  with  the  summer's 

heats. 
In  courts  the  wretched  lawyer  toils  and  sweats ; 
While  smiling  Nature,  in  her  best  attire. 
Regales  each  sense,  and  vernal  joys  inspire. 
Can  he,  who  knows  that  real  good  should  please. 
Barter  for  gold  his  liberty  and  ease  ?"-r- 
Thus  Paulus  preached : — When,  entering  at  the  door, 
Upon  his  board  the  client  pours  the  ore : 
He  grasps  the  shining  gift,  pores  o'er  the  cause. 
Forgets  the  sun,  and  dozes  on  the  laws. 


*  A  polite  and  elegant  scholar ;  at  that  time  an  emifient  pleader 
at  the  bar  in  Dublin,  and  afterward  adTanced  to  be  one  df  the 
Justices  of  the  Common  Pleas.-— H. 
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tHE  ANSWER. 


BY  DR  SWIFT. 


Lf ND9AY.  mistakes  the  matter  quite^ 
And  honest  Pautus  judges  right. 
Then,  why  these  quarrels  to  the  sun. 
Without  whose  aid  you're  all  undone  ? 
Did  Paulus  e'er  complain  of  sweat  ? 
Did  Paulus  e'er  the  sun  forget; 
The  influence  of.  whose  golden  beams 
Soon  licks  up  all  unsavoury  steams  ?  •  • 
The  sun,  you  say,  his  face  has  kiss'd : 
It  has ;  but  then  it  greas'd  his  fist. 
True  lawyers,  for  the  wisest  ends. 
Have  always  been  Apollo's  friends. 
Not  for  his  superficial  powers 
Of  ripening  fruits,  and  gilding  flowers ; 
Not  for  inspiring  poets'  brains 
With  pennyless  and  starveling  strains  ; 
Not  for  his  boasted  healing  art ; 
Not  for  his  skill  to  shoot  the  dart ; 
Nor  yet  because  he  sweetly  fiddles ; 
Nor  for  his  prophecies  in  riddles : 
But  for  a  more  substantial  cause- 
Apollo's  patron  of  the  laws ; 
Whom  Paulus  ever  must  adore. 
As  parent  of  the  golden  ore. 
By  FhcEbus,  an  incestuous  t)irth. 
Begot  upon  his  grandam  Earth ; 
By  PhoBbus  first  produc'd  to  light : 
By  Vulcan  formM  so  round  and  bright : 
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Then  offer'd  at  the  BhriiiBof  Justice, 
By  cKents  to  l^r  priestflf  and  trustees. 
Kor,  when  we  see  AstPsea  stand 
With  even  balance  ihhdr  hand5 
Must  we  suppos^e  she  has  in  view, 
How  to  give  every  man-  his  due ;     - 
Her  scales  you  see  her  only  hold. 
To  weigh  her  priests"  thfe  kiivyers*  gold. 

Now^  should  I  own  your  fciase  was  grievous. 
Poor  sweaQr  Paulu&j  who'd' believe  ns? 
*Tis  very  true,  and  none: denies,  " 
At  least,  that  such  coniplaintd  are  wise : 
*Tis  wise,  no  doubt,  as  clients  fat  you  morfe. 
To  cry,  like  ^Xeshaen,  Huanta  patimur! 
But,  since  the  truth  ihust  needs  be  i^treUilled 
To  prove  that  lawyers  are  so  wretched. 
This  paradox  I'll  undertidce. 
For  Paulus*  and  for  Lindsay's  liafte  j 
By  topics,  which,  though  I  abomine  'em. 
May  serve  as  argument,  cid  hominent: 
Yet  I  disdain  to  offer  those  > 
Made  use  6f  by  detracting  foes. 

I  own  the  curses  of  mankind 
Sit  light  upon  a  lawyer's  mind : 
The  clamours  of  ten  thousand  tongues 
Break  not  his  rest,  nor  hurt  his  lungs : 
I  own,  his  conscience  always  free, 
(Provided  he  has  got  his  fee^ 
Secure  of  constant  peace  within. 
He  knows  no  guilt,  trbolcnows  no  sin. 

Yet  well  they  merit  to  be  pitied. 
By  clients  always  overwitted. 
And  though  the  Oospel  seems  to  say , 
What  heavy  burdens  lawyers  lay 
XJpoa  the  shoulders  of  their  neighbour, 
N$^r  lend  a  finger  to  their  labour, 
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Always  for  saving  their  own  bacon  j 
No  doubt)  the  text  is  here  mistaken  : 
The  copy's  false,  the  sense  is  rack'd: 
To  prove  it,  1  appeal  to  fact ; 
And  thus  by  demonstration  show 
What  burdens  lawyers  undergo. 
With  early  clients  at  his  door. 
Though  he  was  drunk  the  night  before. 
And  crop-sick  with  unclubb*d-for  wine. 
The  wretch  must  be  at  court  by  nine ; 
Half  sunk  beneath  his  briefs  and  bag, 
As  ridden  by  a  midnight  hag ; 
Then,  from  the  bar,  harangues  the  bench. 
In  English  vile,  ^nd  viler  French, 
And  L^tin,  vilest  of  the  three ; 
And  all  for  poor  ten  moidores  fee  1 
Of  paper  how  is  he  profuse. 
With  periods  long,  in  terms  abstruse ! 
What  pains  he  ta^es  to  be  prolix  !  . 
A  thousand  lines  to  stand  for  six ! 

Of  common  sense  without  a  word  in ! 

And  is  not  this  a  grievous  burden  ? 
The  lawyer  is  a  common  drudge, 

To  fight  our  cause  before  the  judge : 

And,  what  is  yet  a  greater  curse. 

Condemned  to  bear  his  client's  purse  ; 

While  he  at  ease,  secure  and  light,. 

Walks  boldly  home  at  dead  of  night; 

When  term  is  ended,  leaves  the  town. 

Trots  to  his.  country  mansion  down ; 

And,  disencumbered  of  his  load. 

No  danger  dreads  upon  the  road ; 

Despises  rapparees,  and  rides 

Safe  through  the  Newry  mountains  sides^ 
Lindsay,  'tis  you  have  set  me  on. 

To  state  this  quQslion  pro  and  con .. 
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My  satire'may  offend,  'tis  trae  j 

However,  it  concerns  not  you. 

I  own,  there  may,  in  every  claii. 

Perhaps,  be  found  one  honest  man ; 

Yet,  link  them  close,  in  this  they  jump^ 

To  be  but. rascals  in  the  lump. 

Imagine  Lindsay  at  the  bar. 

He's  much  the  same  his  brethren  are ; 

Well  taught  by  practice  to  imbibe 

The  fundamentals  of  his  tribe : 

And  in  his  client's  just  defence. 

Must  deviate  oft  from  common  sense  j 

And  make  his  ignorance  discerned. 

To  get  the  name  of  council  learned^ 

(As  Lucvs  comes  a  non  Ittcendoj) 

And  wisely  do  as  other  men  do : 

But  shift  him  to  a  better  scene. 

Among  his  crew  of  rogues  in  grain  j 

Surrounded  with  companions  fit,  ^ 

To  taste  his  humour,  sense,  and  wit ; 

You'd  swear  he  never  took  a  fee. 

Nor  knew  in  law  his  A,  B,  C. 

'Tis'hard,  where  dulness  overrules. 
To  keep  good  sense  in  crowds  of  fools. 
And  we  admire  the  man,  who  saves 
His  honesty  in  crowds  of  knaves ; 
Nor  yields  up  virtue  at  discretion. 
To  villains  of  his  own  profession. 
Lindsay,  you  know  what  pains  you  take 
In  both,  yet  hardly  3^ve  your  stake  j 
And  will  you  venture  both  anew. 
To  sit  among  that  venal  crew. 
That  pack  of  mimic  legislators, 
Abaiidon'd,  stupid,  slavish  praters  5 
JFor,  as  the  rabble  daub  and  rifle 
The  fool  who  scrambles  for  a  trifle^ 
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Who  for  his  paips  19  ciiiff 'diftnd  kidk'cl. 
Drawn  through  the  dirt,  his  pockets  picked; 
You  must  expert  the  like  ^disgrace, ' 
Scrambling  with  rogue»  to  get  u  place  j 
Must  lose  th^  honour  you  hwe  gained. !  :  i 
Your  numerous  virtues  foully  stain'd;  ; 
Disclaim  for  ever  all  .pretence 
To  common  honesty, and. sense;         < 
And  join'd  in  frieodsfaip  with. a.  i^ict  tie^ 
To  M — K  C — y,  and  £^ck  Tighe  *. 


A  DiALOCtfE       V        ,/ 

'  BETWSElf,    "  .■''.'.' 

AN  EMINENT  LAWYER  fANp  DH  JONATRklT  SW^f^, 
D.  S.  P.  D.  * 

Iir  ALLUSION  TO  ^O^AC;^,  iBOOK  II*  SATIRE  I^ 

"  Sunt  ^uibus  in  S^tira,"  &c.  *     . 

WRITTEN  BY  MR  LINDSAY,  IN  1729- 
DR  SWIFT. 

j^NCE  there  are  persohs  who  complain 
There's  too  much  satire  in  my  v6in  i 
That*  I  9m  ofteil  found  exceeding 
The  rules  of  raillery  and  breeding ; 


♦  Richard  Tighe^  Esq.,  of  whom  more  hereafter.    Hewa«» 
member  of  the  Irish  Parliament,  and  held  by  Dean  Swift  in  utter 
abomination. 
•     f  Mr  Littd8a7«r-F* 
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With  too  much  £re^)[|i  treat  my  bettt?rs» 
Not  sparing  even  apa^n  of  letters : 
You,  who  are  skill'd  in  lawyers*  lore, 
What's  your  advice  ?  Shall  I  give  o'er  ? 
Nor  ever,^9Qls  or  kps^^es  expose, 
Either  in  verse  or  hufnorous  prose ; 
And  to  avoid  all  future  ill,  ; 

In  my  scrutoire  IpcJ^  up  my  quill  ?     ,       ; 

Since  you  are  pleaa'd  to  cond^sc^3Ml    , 
To  ask  the  judg^eat'of  a^friend. 
Your  case  jC<Hi9t4ei;'4>  I  ^^V^  think 
You  should  wilhdr^KV  from  pen  afud  mk^ 
Forbear  your  poetry  and  jokes. 
And  live  like  other  Christian  folks ; 
Or,  if  the  Muses  mu^  liuspire 
Your  fancy. iifith  their  pleasing  fire. 
Take  subjects  safer  fpr  ypur  wit 
Than  those  on  which  you  lately  writ.      ; 
Commend  th^e  tinges,  yojar  thoughts  correct. 
And  follow  the  prevaiKf^g.sect; 
Assert-thatHyde,anwr|^gstory^  ^  ^ 
Shows  all  lJ>e  malice  of  ^  tory ; 
While  Burnet,  4n  his  4^thlfiss  page,  i  . 
Discovers  freedom  without  r^^. 
To  Woolston  *  recommend  our  youth. 
For  learning,  probity,  and  truth ; 
That  noble  genius^who  utibinds 
The  chains  which  fetter  freeborn  minds  ; 
Redeems  us  from  the  slavish  fears 
Which  lasted  near  two  thousand  years ; 


W*  A  degraded  clergjmaii  of  the  churcli  of  Eiig1aod|  irho  wroti 
afaiBtt  th€  siraclet  of  o«r  SaTiont.— 'F. 
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He  can  alone  the  priesthood  humhle. 
Make  gilded  spires  and  altars  tumble. 

DR  SWIFT. 

Must  I  commend  against  my  conscience 
Such  stupid  blasphemy  and  nonsense^ 
To  such  a  subject  tune  my  lyre. 
And  sing  like  one  of  Milton's  choir. 
Where  devils  to  a  vale  retreat. 
And  call  the  laws  of  Wisdom,  Fate  j 
Lament  upon  their  hapless  fadl. 
That  Force  free  Virtue  should  enthrall  ? 
Or  shall  the  charms  of  Wealth  and  Power 
Make  me  pollute  the  Muses*  bower  ? 

LAWYBB. 

As  from  the  tripod  of  Apollo, 
Hear  from  my  desk  the  words  that  follow : 
"  Some,  by  philosophers  misled. 
Must  honour  you  alive  and  dead; 
And  such  as  know  what  Greece  has  writ. 
Must  taste  your  irony  and  wit ; 
While  most  that  are,  •r  would  be  great. 
Must  dread  your  pen,  your  person  hate  5  * 
And  you  on  Drapier's  hill*  must  lie,    " 
And  there  without  a  mitre  die." 


*  |n  ^e  counfy  of  Annngh^-i-F. 
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ON  BURNING  A  DULL  POEM. 

1729. 

An  ass's  hoof  alone  can  hold 

That  poisonous  juice,  which  kills  by  cold. 

Methought,  when  I  this  poem  read. 

No  vessel  but  an  ass*s  head 

Such  frigid  fustian  could  contain ; 

I  mean,  the  head  without  the  brain. 

The  cold  conceits,  the  chilling  thoughts. 

Went  down  like  stupifying  draughts : 

I  found  my  head  begin  to  swim, 

A  numbness  crept  through  every  limb. 

In  haste,  with  imprecations  dire, 

I  threw  the  volume  in  the  fire : 

When  (who  could  think?)  though  cold  as  ice. 

It  burnt  to  ashes  in  a  trice. 

How  could  I  more  enhance  its  fame  ? 
Though  born  in  snow,  it  dy'd  in  flame. 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  MARRIAGE. 

^TATIS  SUJB  fifty-two, 

A  rich  divine  began  to  woo 

A  handsome,  young,  imperious  girl» 

Nearly  related  to  an  eaii. 
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Her  parents  and  her  friends  consent  5 
The  couple  to  the  temple  went : 
They  first  invite  the  Cyprian  queen ; 
'Twas  answer'd,  **  She  would  not  be  seen  ;** 
The  Graces  next,  a«d  all  %e  l^seis^  , 

Were  bid  in  form,  but^sent  excuses. 
Juno  attended  at  the  porch. 
With  farthing  candle  for  a  torch ;  /  . 
While  mistress  Iris  l?e|d  her  triaiti. 
The  faded  bow.  distilling  rain.       i 
Then  Hebe  catne; '  sin3i%ok'  her  ^lace;  [' 
But  show'd  no  more  than^half  hef'  facie. 

Whatever  those  4irfe  fcJrebodirigs  m^ao^ty 
In  mirth  the  weddihg-da^  Was  spent}      j 
The  weddihg-dayi  ypu 'take  me  right,' 
I  promise  nothing  fdr  the  night..'  ^ 
The  bridegroom,  dt'est  to  make  a  /igtlr^ 
Assumes  ah  artifuiiarvigotir ; 
A  flourish'd  nightcap. on,  to  gritte .  *       / 
His  ruddy,  wrinkled,  |^riul|ng  fj^q^ :  '   "  •  ^ 
Like  the  faint  red  upon  a  pippin;  '  ^         ^ 
Half  wither'd  by  a  wint'er^s  keepings , 

And  thus  set  out  this  happy  pair,    '    , 
The  swain  is  rich,  tte  nymph  is  fair ; 
But,  what  I  gladly  would  forget. 
The  swain  is  old,  the  nymph  coquette. 
Both  from  the  goal  together  start ; 
Scarce  run  a  step  before  they  part  ^ 
No  common  ligament  that  binds 
The  various  ^texture?  of  tl^eir  minds :        ,     , 
Their  tlioiighta  and  alctloiis,  hopes  and  fears^ 
Less  corresponding  than  their  years. 
Her  spouse  desires  his  cc^iae  soon. 
She  rises  to  her  tes^  at  n^n. 
While  he  goeis  out  to  cheapen  books. 
She  at  the  glass  consults. }ier  looks :     . 

6' 
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While  Betty's  buzzing  in  her  ear. 
Lord,  what  a  dreas  these  parsons  wear ! 
So  odd  a  choice  how  could  she  make  f 
WishM  him.a  coloniel  for  her  sake. 
Then,  on  her  fingers^  ends^  she  counts. 
Exact,  to  what  his  age  amounts. 
The  Dean,  she  heard  her  uncle  say. 
Is  sixty,  if  he  be  a  day ; 
His  ruddy  cheeks  are  no  disguise; 
You  see  the  crow's  feet  round  his  eyes. 

At  one  she  rambles  to  the  shops. 
To  cheapen  tea^  and  talk  with  fops ; 
Or  calls  a  council  of  her  maids. 
And  tradestnen,  to  compare  brocades. 
Her  weighty  morning  business  o'er. 
Sits  down  to  dinner  just  at  four; 
Minds  nothing  that  is  done  or  said, 
Her  evening  work  so  fills  her  head. 
The  Dean,  who  us'd  to  dine  at  one. 
Is  mawkish,  and  his  stomach's  gone  ; 
In  threadbare  gown,  would  scarce  a  louse  hold^ 
Looks  like  the  chaplain  of  his  household; 
Bdbolds  her,  from  the  chaplain's  place. 
In  French  brocades,  andflanders  lace; 
He  wonders  what  employs  het  brain. 
But  never  asks,  or  asks  in  vain ; 
His  mind  is  full  of  other  cares. 
And,  in  the  sneaking  parson's  airs. 
Computes,  that  half  a  parish  dues 
Will  hardly  find  his  wife  in  shoes. 

Canst  thou  imagine,  dull  divine, 
'Twill  gain  her  love,  to  make  her  fine; 
Hath  she  no  othar  wants  beside  ? 
You  raise  desire  as  wdl  as  pride. 
Enticing  coxamibs  to  adore. 
And  teach  her  to  despise  thee  more.,. 
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If  in  her  coach  she'll  condescend 
To  place  him  at  the  hinder  end, 
^Her  hoop  is  hoist  above  his  nose. 
His  odious  gown  would  soil  her  clothes^ 
And  drops  him  at  the  church,  to  pray. 
While  she  drives  on  to  see  the  play. 
He,  like  an  orderly  divine. 
Comes  home  a  quarter  after  nine. 
And  meets  her  hasting  to  the  ball : 
Her  chairmen  push  hinl  from  the  wall. 
He  enters  in,  and  walks  up  stairs. 
And  calls  the  family  to  prayers  $ 
Then  goes  alone  to  take  his  rest 
In  bed,  where  he  can  spare  her  best^ 
At  five  the  footmen  make  a  din. 
Her  ladyship  is  just  come  in  j 
The  masquerade  began  at  two. 
She  stole  away  with  much  ado ; 
And  shall  be  chid  this  afternoon. 
For  leaving  company  so  soon : 
She'll  say,  and  she  may  truly  say't. 
She  can't  abide  to  stay  out  late. 

But  now,  tho'  scarce  a  twelvemonth  married. 
Poor  Lady  Jane  has  thrice  miscarried : 
The  cause,  alas !  is  quickly  guest ; 
The  town  has  whisper'd  round  the  jest. 
Think  on  some  remedy  in  time. 
You  find  his  reverence  past  his  prime. 
Already  dwindled  to  a  lath  : 
No  other  way  but  try  the  bath. 

For  Venus,  rising  from  the  ocean, 
Infus'd  a  strong  prolific  potion, 
That.mix'd  with  Acheloiis  spring. 
The  horned  fiood,  as  poets  sing, 
Who,  with  an  English  beauty  smitten. 
Ran  under  ground  from  Greece  to  Britain  ^    . 
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The  genial  virtue  with  him  brought. 
And  gave  the  nymph  a  plenteous  draught  j 
Then  fled,  and  left  his  horn  behind. 
For  husbands  past  th^ir  youth  to  find : 
The  n3anph,  who  still  with  passion  bum'd, 
Was  to  a  boiling  fountain  turn'd. 
Where  childless  wives  crowd  every  morn. 
To  drink  in  Acheloiis'  horn. 
And  here  the  father  often  gains 
That  title  by  another's  pains. 

Hither,  though  much  against  the  grain. 
The  Dean  has  carry'd  Lady  Jane. 
He,  for  a  while,  would  not  consent. 
But  vow*d  his  money  all  was  spent : 
His  money  spent !  a  clownish  reason  ! 
And  must  my  lady  slip  her  season  ? 
The  doctor,  with  a  double  fee. 
Was  brib'd  to  miake  the  Dean  agree. 

Here  all  diversions  of  the  place 
Are  proper  in  my  lady's  case  : 
With  which  slie  patiently  complies. 
Merely  because  her  friends  advise : 
His  money  and  her  time  employs 
In  music,  raffling-rooms,  and  toys ; 
Or  in  the  Cross-bath  seeks  an  heir. 
Since  others  oft  have  found  one  there  : 
Where  if  the  Dean  by  chance  appears. 
It  shames  his  cassock  and  his  years. 
He  keeps  his  distance  in  the  gallery 
Till  banish'd  by  some  coxcomb's  raillery  j 
For  'twould  his  character  expose 
To  bathe  among  the  belles  and  beaux. 

So  have  I  seen,  within  a  pen. 
Young  ducklings  foster'd  hy  a  hen  ; 
But,  when  let  out,  they  run  and  muddle, 
As  instinct  leads  them,  in  a  puddle : 
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The  sober  hen,  not  bom  to  swim,    :    ' 
With  mournful  note  clucks  roimd  the  brim; 

The  Dean,  with  all  his  best  endeavour. 
Gets  not  an  heir,  but  gets  a  ferer. 
A  victim  to  the  last  essays 
Of  vigour  in  declining  day^s^ 
He  dies,  and  leaves  his  mourning  mate 
(What  could  he  less  ?)  his  whole  estate. 

The  widow  goes  through  all  hei^  forms  i 
New  lovers  now  will  come  in  swarms. 
O,  may  I  see  her  soon  dispensing 
Her  favours  to  some  broken  ensign ! 
Him  let  her  marry,  for  his  face. 
And  only  coat  of  tamish'd  lace ; 
To  turn  her  naked  out  of  doors, 
And  spend  her  jointure  on  his  whores; 
But,  for  a  parting  present,  leave  her 
A  rooted  pox  to  last  for  ever ! 
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AN  EXCELLENT  NEW  pALLAD; 


OR. 


THE  TRUE  ENGLISH  DEAN  *  TO  BE  HANGED  FOR  A, 
RAPE.   J730. 

"'■•■■;.::    I.:.-. 
Our  brethren  of  England,  who  love  us  so  dear. 

And  in  all  they  do  For  us  so  kindly  do  mean, 
(A  blessing  upon  them  ! )  hav^er  setot  us  this  year^ 

For  the  good  of  our  church,  a  true  English  dean. 
A  holier  priest  ne'er  Miiis  wrapt  up  in  crape. 
The  worst  you  can  say,  he  C(nimtitted  a  rape7  . 

II. 

In  his  journfey  to  DubKn,  he  lighted  at  Chester, 
Andtherehfe  grew  fond  of  ^another  man^swifeT^ 


♦  ^^  DuBLiir,  June  6.  The  Rer.  Dean  Sawbridge,  having  sur- 
rendered himself  on.  lis  indictment  foi^a'i^^,  was  arraigned  at 
the  bar  of  the  Court  of  King's  Bench,  and  is  to  be  tried  next 
;  Monday.''— ^London  Evening  Post,  June  16,  1730.-^*  Dubun, 
June  IS.  The  Ret.  Thi^mas  Sawbridge,  Dean  of  Femes,  who 
was  indicted  for  rarishing  Susanna  Runkard,  and  whose  trial 
was  piit  off  for  «ome  time  past,  on  motion  of  the  Kiiig's  Counsel 
on  behalf  of  tl^  said  Susanna,  was  yesterday  tried  in  the  Court 
of  King's  Bench,  and  acquitted.  It  is  reported,  that  the  Dean 
intends  to  indict  her  ior  perjury,  he  being  in  the  county  of  Wcx. 
ford  when  she  swore  the  impe  was  committed  against  her  in  the 
city  of  Dublin.'' — Daily  Post-Boy,  June  23,  1730.— Nicol. 
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Burst  into  her  chamber  and  would  have  caress'd 

her; 
But  she  valued  her  honour  much  more  than  her 

life. 
She  bustled,  and  struggled,  and  made  her  escape 
To  a  room  full  of  guests,  for  fear  of  a  rape. 

III. 

The  Dean  he  pursued,  to  recover  his  game; 

And  now  to  attack  her  again  he  prepares : 
But  the  company  stood  in  defence  of  the  dame^ 

They  cudgell'd,  and  cuft  him,  and  kickM  him  • 
down  stairs. 
His  deanship  was  now  in  a  damnable  scrape. 
And  this  was  no  time  for  committing  a  rape. 

To  Dublin  he  comes,  to  the  bagnio  he  goes. 
And  orders  the  landlord  to  bring  him  a  whore; 

No  scruple  came  on  him  his  gown  to  expose, 
'Twas  what  all  his  life  he  had  practised  before. 

He  had  made  himself  drunk  with  the  juice  of  the 
grape. 

And  got  a  good  clap,  but  committed  no  rape. 

V. 

The  Dean,  and  his  landlord,  a  jolly  comrade. 
Resolved  for  a  fortnight  to  swim  in  delight; 

For  why,  they  had  both  been  brought  up  to  the 
trade 
Of  drinking  all  day,  and  of  whoring  all  night. 

His  landlord  was  ready  his  deanship  to  ape 

In  every  debauch,  but  committing  a  rape. 
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ThisPi^Otestaat  Zfealot,  this  English  divine, 
:In  phurch  Jind  in  state  was  of  principles  sound; 

Was  t^0r  than?  Steele  to  the  Hanover^  line. 
And  griev'dthat  a  Tory  should  live  above  ground. 

Shall  a  subject  so  loyal  be  hang'd  by  the  nape. 

For  po^ther  crime  but  committing  a  rape  ?  ' 

•■■'■■•     ■    '"■"'     VII. 
By  old  Popish  canons,  as  wise  men  have  penned 
..  ;.-   'ern^i  •;".;•  ,-'  '  -■  ■■.  .  ;    '  ■- 

Each  priest  had,  a  concubine,  jure  ettl^sia; 
Who*4  1><5  dieaa  <?f  Femes  without  a  covitmendam  ? 
And  precedents  we  can  produce,  if  it  please  ye : 
Then;^hy  should  the  Dean,  when  whores;  are  s<> 

cheap,  ,  '  ;     ■ 

IJe  put  tp.tth^  P^ril  and  tpil  of  a  rape!        ^         ,  • 

•    "''■'  Vllt  .■'-.:'' 

If  fortune  should  please.but  to  take  such  a  crotchet 
(To  thee  I  apply,  great,  Smedley *s  siiccessor ) 

To  ^ivQ  t^ee  lawn  sleeves,  a  mitre,  anij  rochet,  ; 
.Who;i\  wpuldst  thou  resemble  ?  I  teaye  thee  a 
guesser.     ^  ,  -    " 

Biit  1  only  behold  thee  in  Atherton*s  *  shape>       / 

For  spdomy  hang'd ;  ag  thou  for  a  rape.  ']    < 


.  ♦  A  bishop  of  Waterford,  sent  from  England  an  hundred  years 
ago,  who  was  hanged  at  Arbor.hiH,  near  Dublin.— See '^  The 
'penitent  death  of  a  woful  smner,  or  the  penitenN:  death  of  John 
Atherton,  executed  at  EhiWin  the  5th  of  December,^  1 640.  With 
some  annotations  upon  several  passages  in  it.  As  also  the  Ser. 
mon,  with  some  further  enlargements,  preached  at  his  burial.  By 
Nicholas  Barnard,  Dean  of  Ardagh  in  Ireland. 

Quis  in  seculo  peccavit  enormiUs  Poult)  f  Quis  in  religione 
grabius  Petrol  ilH  tamen pxnitentiam  assequuHsunt  non  solum 

VOL.  XlV,  Q 
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IX. 

Ah!  dost  thott  h(n  envy  the  brave  ColdMl GhkrMsik 
Condemned  for  thy  crime  at  threescore  ftlid  ten? 

To  hang  him,  ^1  England  would  tetkl  hiM  thelf 
garters. 
Yet  he  lives,  and  is  ready  to  ravish  agaiii.  * 

Then  thfottl*  thyself  with  an  ell  of  ^tmg  <dpe^ 

For  thou  hast  not  a  groat  to  atone  for  a  rape. 

X. 
The  Dean  he  was  vexM  that  his  whores  were  so 
willing: 
He  longed  for  a  girl  that  wodd  struggle  and 
squally  •' 

He  ravished  her  feirly,  dild  sat^d  a  good  shilliilg; 

But  here  was  to  pay  the  devil  and  ^1. 
His  trouble  and  sorrows  now  come  in  a  heap^ 
And  hang'd  he  must  be  for  committing  a  rape. 

XL-      .*'    ■     ^ 
If  maidems  are  ravish'd,  it  is  theit  own  choice : 

Why  are  they  so  wilftil  to  struggle  with  meft?   * 
If  they  Would  but  lie  quiet,  and  stifle  thei*voic6, 

No  devil  noriOean  could  ravish  them  Ihen. 
Nor  would  there  be  need  bif  A  strong  hempeil  ca|)fe 
Tied  round  the  Dean's  neck  for  committing  a  rape. 


mfnkterium  sed  mugisierium  sancUtatis.    jSfolite  ergo  wUe  iexu 

pu$Jt^ar^9  quiafortasse  guos  vos  lat^datifp  Deus  reprehenHk 

0t  quoa  VQS  reprehiniiiuj  ilklaudabit^  primi  novissimij  etni' 

.  visHmiprimu  Petr.  Chrysolog.  Dublio^  Priated  by  the  Socie^ 

*  This  trial  took  plaoe  in  1723 ;  but  being  only  found  fudiy 
«f  an  Assault,  irith  inteat  to  commit  tiie  crime,  the  worthy  oplo- 
ael  WM  fioed^OOL  to  the  private  purly  {uposecnting* 
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XII.     " 

Our  church  and  our  state  dear  England  maintains^ 
For  which  all  true  Protestant  hearts  should  be 
gkd: 
She  sends  us  our  bishops,  <>ifr  judges  and  deans. 

And  better  would  give  us,  if  better  she  had. 
But,  lord!  l^w  the  rabUe  will  stare  and  wiU  gap^ 
When  the  good  l^Gi^Dean  is  h^ng'd  up  lor  a 
rape. 


ON  STEPHEN  DUCK, 

f HE    TH1|5SHBR,   AIJD    FAVOURITB    POET. 
A  QUIBBLINa  ^noRAM.      1730* 

The  thresher  Buck  could  p'er  the  queen  prevail^ 
The  proverb  says,  "  rp  fence  againsf;  a  flail." 
From  threshing  cprn  he  turns  to  thresh  hi$  brains; 
For  which  her  majesty  allows  him  grains : 
Though  'tis  confest,  that  those,  who  ever  saw 
His  poems,  think  them  all  not  worth  a  straw  ! 
Thrice  happy  Duck,  employed  in  threshing  st^ 
ble. 
Thy  toil  is  lessened,  and  thy  profits  double. 
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THE  LADY'S  DRESSING-ROOM.  ♦ 
1730;     ' 

Five  hours  (and  who  can  doit  less  in?) ^ 
By  haughty  Celia  spent  in  dressing ;  * 

The  goddess  from  her  chamber  issues, 
Array'd  in  lace,  brocades,  and  tissues. 

Strephon,  who  found  the  room  was  void, 
And  Betty  otherwise  employed. 
Stole  in,  and  took  a  strict  survey 
Of  all  the  litter  as  it  lay : 
Whereof,  to  make  the  matter  clear. 
An  inventory  follpws  here.  '  ^  ; 

And,  first,  a  dirty  smock  appeared. 
Beneath  the  arm*pits  well  besmear'd ;  , 
Strephon,  the  rogue,  display'd  it  wide. 
And  turn'd  it  rovmd  on  every  side : 
On  such  a  point,  few  words  are  best. 
And  Strephon  bids  us  guj^ss  the  rest ; 
But  swears,,  JioW  danxnably  the  men  lie      .^ , 
In  calling,  Celia  sweet  ^nd  cleanly. 

Now  listen,  while  ijie  next  produces, 
The  various  cotpbs  for  various  uses ; 
Fiird  up  with  dirt  so  closely  fixt, 
No  brush  coiild  force  a  way  betwixt ; 


♦  A  defeece  of  "  The  Lady's  Dressing-Room,"  by  some  face 
^tious  friend  of  our  author,  is  printed  in  Faulkner's  edition; 
irhich,  after  a  humorous  travestie  of  ten  lines  only  of  Horace* 
"  Art  of  Poetry,"  decides  clearly  that  there  are  ten  times  more 
sloTenly  expressions  in  those  ten  lines  of  Horace,  than  in  the 
vfhole  poem  of  Dr  Swift — N. 
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A  paste  of  composition  rare. 

Sweat,  dandrifT,  powder,  lead,  said  hair : 

A  fore-head  cloth  with  oil  upon't. 

To  smooth  the  wrinkles  on  her  front : 

Here  alum-flour,  to  stop  the  steams 

Exhal'd  from  sour  unsavoury  streams ; 

There  night-gloves  made  of  Tripsey's  hide. 

Bequeathed  by  Tripsey  when  she  died  ^ 

With  puppy-water,  beauty's  help, 

Distiird  from  Tripsey's  darling  whelp. 

Here  gallipots  and  vials  plac'd. 

Some  fill'd  with  washes,  some  with  pa^e ; 

Some  with  pomatums,  paints,  and  slops. 

And  ointments  good  for  scabby  chops. 

Hard  by  a  filthy  basin  stands, 

Foul'd  with  the  scouring  of  her  hands : 

The  basin  takes  whatever  comes, 

Ths  scrapings  from  her  teeth  and  gums, 

A  nasty  compound  of  all  hues. 

For  here  she  spits,  and  here  she  spews. 

But,  oh !  it  tum'd  poor  Strephon's  bowels. 
When  he  beheld  and  smelt  the  towels, 
Begumm'd,  bematter'd,  and  beslim'd. 
With  dirt,  and  sweat,  and  ear-wax  grim'd ; 
No  object  Streplion's  eye  escapes; 
Her  petticoats  in  frowzy  heaps ; 
Nor  be  the  handkerchiefs  forgot. 
All  varnishM  o'er  with  snufF  and  snot. 
The  stockings  why  should  I  expose, 
Stain'd  with  the  moisture  of  her  toes,  * 
Or  greasy  coifs,  or  pinners  reeking. 
Which  Celia  slept  at  least  a  week  in  ? 


♦  Var.  "  marks  of  stinking  toes."— H. 
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A  pair  of  tweezers  next  he  fottad^ 

To  pluck  her  brows  iB  ai^he^  round ; 

Or  hairs  that  sink  the  foi^ead  kvw> 

Or  on  her  chin  like  bristles  ^row. 
The  virtues  we  must  not  let  pass 

Of  Celia's  magnifying  glass ; 

When  frighted  Strephon  cast  his  eye  on't^ 

It  show'd  the  visage  of  a  giant : 

A  glass  that  can  to  sight  disclose 

The  smallest  wc»m  in  Celia's  nos^e. 

And  faithfully  direct  her  nail 

To  squeeze  it  out  from  head  to  tail ; 

For,  catch  it  nicely  by  the  head. 

It  must  come  otft,  alive  or  dead. 

Why,  Strephon,  will  you  tell  the  rest  I 

And  must  you  needs  describe  the  chest  ? 

That  careless  wench  !  no  creature  warn  het 

To  move  it  out  from  yonder  comer  ! 
But  leave  it  standing  full  in  sight. 
For  you  to  exercise  your  spite  ? 
In  vain  the  workman  show'd  his  wit. 
With  rings  and  hinges  counterfeit. 
To  make  it  seem  in  this  disguise 
A  cabinet  to  vulvar  eyes : 
Which  Strephon  ventured  to  look  in, 
ResolvM  to  go  through  thick  and  thin. 
He  lifts  the  lid :  -there  needs  no  more. 
He  smelt  it  all  the  time  before. 

As,  from  within  Pandora's  box. 
When  Epimetheus  opM  the  locks, 
A  sudden  universsd  crew 
Of  human  evik  upward  flew. 
He  still  was  comforted  to  find 
That  hope  at  last  remained  behind  : 
So  Strephon,  lifting  up  the  lid. 
To  view  what  in  the  chest  was  hid,  ^ 

10 
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The  vapours  flew  from  out  the  yants 
But  Strephon^  caiitioud,  never  vymA 
The  bottom  of  the  pan  to  groj^ 
And  foul  his  hands  in  inarch  of  hope. 

O !  ne'er  may  such  a*  yile  sa^achine 
Be  once  in  Celiacs  qhaqt^ber  peen  I 
O  !  may  she  better  Imm  to  keep 
Those  "  secrets  of  thi^  Jwwy  4eep/'  * 

As  mutton-cuUetfi,  f  P^tn^  <tf  meat^ 
Which,  though  with  art  you;SiJlt  ao4  bea|, 
As  laws  of  cookery  reqwre. 
And  roast  them  at  the  idbear^  fire^ , 
If  from  adown  the  itopeful  chops 
The  fat  upon  the  cinder  drops, 
To  stinking  smoke  it  tww  the  A^xi^e, 
Poisoning  the  fledi  firom  whence  it  Q^fnep 
And  up  exhales  a  gtemf  stieiuoht  | 
For  wfaiich  y<wi  curse  die  cari^^f^  w.eiii^  ; 
So  things  which  miiftst  mH  be  leicpreslt. 
When  plump'd  iotothe  reiokiog  ch^t. 
Send  up  an  exprnaMitsi  smeU 
To  taint  the  parts  feom  wJience  ^hey  ^ ; 
The  petticoats  and  .gown  pmftmi^^ 
And  waft  a  stink  rmmd  eivery  w§m^ 

Thus  finishing  his  grand  survey. 
Disgusted  Strephon  stole  awayj 
Repeating  in  his  amorous  fits, 
•^  Oh  !  Celia,  Celia,  Celia  sh-^ !'' 
But  Vengeance,  goddess  never  sleeping. 
Soon  punish'd  Strephon  for  his  peeping : 


♦  Milton.  +  Prima  Virorum.— Ed.  Dublin,  1772. 

J  Vide  D-*  D— Ps  Works,  and  A.  P-l— ps's.— Ed.  Dub. 
to,  1772. 
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His  foul  imagihation  links    ^ 
Each  dame  he  sees  with  all  her  stinks ; 
And,  if  unsavoury  odours  fly. 
Conceives  a  lady  standing  by. 
All  women  his  description  fits, 
And  both  ideas  jump  like  wits; 
By  vicious  fancy  coupled  fast, 
And  still  appearing  in  contrast. 

I  pity  wretched  Strephon,  blind 
To  all  the  charms  of  womsm  kind. 
Should  I  the  Queen  of  Love  refuse. 
Because  she  rose  from  stinking  ooze  ? 
To  him  that  looks  behind  the  scene, 
Statira's  but  some  pocky  quean. 

When  Celia  all  her  glory  shows. 
If  Strephon  would  but  stop  his  nose, 
(Who  now  so  impiously  blasphemes 
Her  ointments,  daubs,  and  piaints,  and  creams. 
Her  washes,  slops,  and  every  clout. 
With  which  he  makes  so  foul  a  ix>ut;) 
He  soon  will  learn  to  think  like  me. 
And  bless  his  ravished  eyes  to  see 
Such  order  from  confusion  sprung. 
Such  gaudy  tulips  rais'd  from  dung. 
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THE  POWER  OF  TIME.   , 

1730. 

If  neither  brass  nor  marble  can  withstand 
The  mortal  force  of  Time's  destructive  hand ; 
If  mountains  sink  to  vaJes,  if  cities  die. 
And  lessening  rivers  mourn  their  fountains  dry ; 
When  my  old  cassock  (said  a  Welsh  divine) 
Is  out  at  elbows;  why  should  I  repine  ? 


CASSINUS  AND  PETER. 

A    TRAGICAL    ELEGY. 

1731. 

Two  college  sophs  of  Cambridge  growth. 
Both  special  wits,  and  lovers  both. 
Conferring  as'they  us'd  to  meet 
On  love,  and  books,  and  rapture  sWeet ; 
(Muse,  find  me  names  to  fit  my  metre, 
Cassinus  this,  and  t'other  Peter.) 
Friend  Peter  to  Cassinus  goes. 
To  chat  a  while,  and  warm  his  nose : 
But  such  a  sight  was  never  seen. 
The  lad  lay  swallow'd  up  in  spleen. 
He  seem'd  as  just  crept  out  of  bed ; 
One  greasy  stocking  round  his  head^ 
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The  other  he  sat  down  to  dam. 
With  threads  of  different  coloured  yam; 
His  breeches  torn,  exposing  wide 
A  raggei^  shift  and  tawirjr  hide. 
Scorch*d^ere  his  shins,  his  legs  were  bare. 
But  well  embrown'd  with  dirt  and  hair, 
A  rug  was  o*er  his  shoulders  thrown, 
(A  rag,  for  nightgown  he  htid  none) 
His  Jordan  stood  In  manner  fittmg 
Between  his  legs,  to  spew  or  spit  mj 
His  ancient  pipe,  in  s^bfe  dy% 
And  hdf  unsinokM,  lay  by  his  side. 

Him  thus  acooutrea  iPeter  found. 
With  eyes  In  smoke  and  weeping  drown'dj 
The  leavings  of  his  last  night's  pot 
On  embers  placM,  to  drink  it  hot. 

Why,  Cassy,  thou  wilt  dose  thy  pate: 
What  makes  thee  lie  a-bed  so  late  ? 
Tlie  finch,  the  linnet,  ^gid  the  thrush* 
Their  matins  chant  in  every  bush; 
And  I  have  heard  thee  oft  salute 
Aurora  with  thy  early  flute. 
Heaven  send  thou  hasfflot  got  the  hyps  ! 
How !  not  a  word  come  from  thy  lips  ? 

Then  ga^e  him  «>me  fayQiiliar  thumps  i 
A  college  joke  to  pure  the  dumps. 

The  swain  at  lasit,  with  grief  oppre^, 
Cry'd,  Celia !  thrice,  ^and  sigh'd  the  w$U 

Dear  Cassy^  though  to  9Jsk  1 4rea4i 
Yet  ask  1  must — ie  Celifi  <ieiid  ? 
^  How  happy  I,  were  that  the  WDrelt^ 
But  I  was  fatfsd  to  b$  ci^rst  ? 

Come,  tell  us,  has  ah^  f4iiy'd  tho  wh^P^fll 

O,  Peter,  wpuld  it  wjBpe  no  wore ! 

Why,  plague  confow4  her  ^a^ady  ipck^ ! 
Say,  has* the  ^tan^U  ^r  grepter  poi? 
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Sunk  down  her  nose,  or  seamM  her  face  ? 
Be  easy,  'tis  a  common  case. 

O,  Peter  I  beauty's  but  a  varnish. 
Which  time  and  accidents  will  tarnish : 
But  Celia  has  contrived  to  blast 
Those  beauties  that  might  ever  last. 
Nor  can  imagination\guess> 
Nor  eloquence  divine  express. 
How  that  ungrateful  charming  maid 
My  purest  passion  hw  betray'd : 
Conceive  the  most  envenom'd  dart 
To  pierce  an  injured  lover's  heart. 

Why,  hang  her ;  though  she  seem  so  coy, 
I  know  she  loves  the  barber's  boy. 

Friend  Peter,  this  I  could  excuse. 
For  every  nymph  has  leave  to  choose ; 
Nor  have  I  reason  to  complain. 
She  loves  a  more  deserving  swain. 
But,  oh !  how  ill  hast  thou  divin*d 
A  crime,  that  shocks  all  human  kind  5 
A  deed  unknown  to  female  race. 
At  which  the  sun  should  hide  his  fece; 
Advice  in  vain  you  would  apply — 
Then  leave  me  to  despair  and  die. 
Ye  kind  Arcadians,  on  my  urn 
These  elegies  and  sonnets  bum  5  -    ^ 

And  on  the  marUe  grave  these  rhymes, 
A  monument  to  after-^times — 
^*  Here  Cassy  lies,  _by  Celia  slain. 
And  dying  never  toid  bis  pain." 

Vain  empty  worid,  farewell.     But  hark. 
The  loud  Cerberian  triple  bark  : 
And  there — ^behold  Alecto  stand, 
A  whip  of  scorpions  in  her  haod: 
^Lo,  Charon,  from  his  leaky  wherry 
Reckoning  to  wj^ft  mft  o'er  the  ferry^ 
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I  come !  I  come  f  Medusa  see 
Her  serpent's  hiss  direct  at  me. 
Begone ;  unhand  me,  hellish  fry : 
**  Avaunt — ye  cannot  S£^y  'twiaus  I/'  * 

Dear  Cassy,  thou  must  purge  and  bleed ; 
I  fear  thou  wilt  be  mad  indeedi 
But  now,  by  friendship's  sacred  1aws> 
I  here  cqnjure  thee,  tell  the  cause; 
And  Celia's  horrid  fact  relate : 
Thy  friend  would  gladly  share  thy  fate. 

To  force  it  out,  my  heart  must  rend ; 
Yet  when  conjur'd  by  such  a  friend — 
Think,  Peter,  how  my  soul  is  rack'd ! 
These  eyes,  these  eyes,  beheld  the  fact. 
Now  bend  thine  ear,  since  out  it  must ;, 
But,  when  thou  seest  me  laid  in  dust. 
The  secret  thou  shalt  ne'er  impart,     , 
Not  to  the  nymph  that  keeps  thy  heart  y 
(How  would  hep  virgin  soul  bemoan 
A  crime  to  all  her  sex  unknown  !) 
Nor  whisper  to  the  tattling  reeds 
The  blackest  of  all  female  deeds ; 
Nor  blab  it  on  the  lonely  rocks. 
Where  Echo  sits,  and  listening  mocks ; 
Nor  let  the  Zephyr's  treacherous  gale 
Through  Cambridge  waft  the  direful  tale ; 
Nor  to  the  chattering  feather'd  race 
Discover  Celiacs  foul  disgrace. 
But,  if  you  fail,  my  spectre  dread, 
Attending  nightly  round  your  bed- — 
And  yet  I  dare  confide  in  you ;  . 
So  take  my  secret,  and  adieu. 
No  wonder  how  I  lost  my  wits : 
Oh  !  Celia,  Celia,  Celia,  sh—  ! 

*  Macbeth.— H. 
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A  BEAUTIFUL  YOUNG  NYMPH 
GOING  TO  BED. 

WRITTEN  FOR  THE  HONOUR  OF  THE  FAIR  SEX. 

CoRiNNA,  pride  of  Drury-lane, 

For  whom  no  shepherd  sighs  in  vain ; 

Never  did  Covent-Garden  boast 

So  bright  a  batter'd  strolling  toast  I 

No  drunken  fake  to  pick  her  up  ; 

No  cellar  where  on  tick  to  sup ; 

Returning  at  the  midnight  hour. 

Four  stories  climbing  to  her  bower ; 

Then,  seated  on  a  three-legg'd  chair. 

Takes  off  her  artificial  hair ; 

Now  picking  out  a  crystal  eye. 

She  wipes  it  clean,  and  lays  it  by. 

Her  eyebrows  from  a  mouse's  hide 

Stuck  on  with  art  on  either  side. 

Pulls  off  with  care,  and  first  displays  'em. 

Then  in  a  play-book  smoothly  lays  'em. 

Now  dextrously  her  plumpers  draws. 

That  serve  to  fill  her  hollow  jaws, 

Ui^twists  a  wire,  and  from  her  gums 

A  set  of  teeth  completely  comes ; 

Pulls  out  the  rags  contriv'd  to  prop 

Her  flabby  dugs,  and  down  they  drop. 

Proceeding  on,  the  lovely  goddess 

Unlaces  next  her  steel-ribb'd  bodice. 

Which,  by  the  operator's  skill, 

Press  down  the  lumps,  the  hollows  fill. 
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tJp  goes  her  hand,  and  off  she  slips 
The  bolsters  that  supply  her  hips ; 
With  gentlest  touch  she  next  explored 
Her  chaiicres,  issues j  running  sores; 
Effects  of  many  a  sad  disaster. 
And  then  to  each  applies  a  pls^ster : 
But  must,  before  she  goes  to  bed. 
Rub  off  the  daubs  of  white  and  red. 
And  smooth  the  fiirro^^  in  her  front 
With  greasy  paper  stuck  uponH. 
She  takes  a  bolu^  ert  she  sleeps ; 
And  then  between  two  blankets  oraep^. 
With  pains  of  love  tomjented  lies ; 
Or,  if  she  chance  to  close  her  ^es. 
Of  BridewdLand  the  Compter  dfeain$> 
And  feels  the  l?tsh,  and  faintly  screams;' 
Or,  by  a  faithless  bully  drawn. 
At  some  hedge-tavern  lies  in.  pawn ; 
'  Or  to  Jam^ca  seems  transported 
*  Alone,  and  by  no  planter  courted ; 
Or,  near  Fleet-cjitch^s  oo^y  brinks. 
Surrounded  with  a  hundred  stinks. 
Belated,  seoths  on  watch  to  li^ 
And  snap  some  cully  passing  by; 
Or,  §truck  with  fear,  her  fajicy  runs 
On  watchmen,  constables,  and  duns. 
From  whom  she  meets  with  fre(][uent  rvibs; 
But  never  fr^m  religious  clubs. 
Whose  favour  she  is  sure  to  find, 
Because  she  pays  them  all  in  kind. 
Corinna  wakes.    A  dreadful  sight ! 


'^ —  Et  loQg^m  mcomitat^  Tidetur 
Ire  Tianu— ^Ed.  1773. 
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Behold  the  misis  of  the  night  I 
A  wicked  rat  h<?f  plaater  stole. 
Half  eat,  and  dragged  it  to  h\A  hgle. 
The  crystal  eje,  alas  !  was  mtss'd  ^ 
And  puss  had  on  her  plunipers  {>--^6s'd. 
A  pigeon  pick'd  her  is9ue-<peas : 
And  Shook  her  tresses  filFd  with  fleas* 

The  nymph^  tbough  in  iliis  mangled  plight/ 
Must  every  mom  her  limbs  unite* 
But  how  shall  I  describe  her  arts 
To  re-collect  the  scattered  parts  I 
Or  show  the  ^aguish,  toil^  and  pain,  ^ 

Of  gathering  up  herself  again  ? 
The  bashful  MW  Will  never  bear 
In  such  a  scene  to  interfere. 
Corinna,  in  the  morning  dijjen'd. 
Who  sees,  will  spewj  who  smells,  be  poisoned. 
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Of  Chloe  all  the  town  has  rung. 
By  every  size  of  poets  sung : 
So  beautiful  a  nymph  appears 
But  once  in  twenty  thousand  years; 
By  Nature  formM  with  nicest  care, 
And  faultless  to  a  single  hair. 
Her  graceful  mien,  her  shape,  and  fiace. 
Confessed  her  of  no  mortal  race : 
And  then  so  nice,  and  so  genteel; 
Such  cleanlinejss  from  head  to  heel; 
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No  humours  gross,  or  frouzy  stefams. 

No  noisome  whiffs,  or  sweaty  streams^ 

Before,  behind,  ab6ve,  below. 

Could  from  her  taintless  body  flow  : 

Would  so  discreetly  things  dispose. 

None  ever  saw  her  pluck  a  rose. 

Her  dearest  comrades  never  caught  her      ' 

Squat  on  her  hams  to  make  maid'a  water :    , 

You'd  swear  that  so  divine  a  creature 

Felt  no  necessities  of  nature.    -  ;.  \  \ 

In  summer  had  she  walk'd  the  towiv 

Her  armpits  would  not  stain  her  ^owh :.    » 

At  country-dances,  not  a  nose    . 

Could  in  the  dog-days  smell  her  toes. ;     . 

Her  milk-white  hands,  both  pahns  and  back^ 

Like  ivory  dry,  and  soft  as  wax.    i ;  -   .r        . . 

Heriiands,  the  softest  ever  fdt,    i.  r  < ; 

*  Tho'  cold  would  bum,  though  dry  would  melt. 

Dear  Venus,  hide  this  wondrous  maid. 
Nor  let  her  loose  to  spoil  your  trade. 
While  she  engrosses  every  swain. 
You  but  o*er  half  the  world  can  reign. 
Think  what  a  case  all  men  are  powitj, 
AVhat  oglipg,  sighing,  toasting,  vowing  ! 
What  powder'd  wigs  !  what  flames  and  darts ! 
What  hampers  full  of  bleeding  hearts ! 
What  sword-knots  !  what  poetic  strains  ! 
What  billet-doux,  and  clouded  canes ! 

But  Strephon  sigh'd  so  loud  and  strong, 
He  blew  a  settlement  along ; 
And  bravely  drove  his  rivals  down. 
With  coach  and  six,  and  house  in  town. 
The  bashful  nymph  no  more  withstands. 
Because  her  dear  papa  commands. 

*  Though  deep)  yet  clear,  &c.— DENHAM.-^Edit.  1772. 
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The  charming  couple  now  unites: 
Proceed  we  to  the  marriage  rites. 

Imprimis,  at  the  temple  porch 
Stood  Hymen  with  a  tlaming  torch. i 
The  smiling  Cyprian  Goddess  brings 
Her  infant  loves  with  purple  wings : 
And  pigeons  billing,  sparh>ws  treaiding^ 
Fair  emblems  of  a  fruitful  wedding. 
The  Muses  next  in  order  follow. 
Conducted  by  their  squirt,  Apollo : 
Then  Mercury  with  silver  tongue  5 
And  Hebe,  s^oddess  ever  young. 
Behold,  the  bridegrooni  and  his  bride. 
Walk  hand  in  hand,  and  side  by  side  5 
She,  by  the  tender  Graces  drest. 
But  he,  by  Mars,  in  scarlet  vest. 
The  nymph  was  covered  with  h^  ftammeumy 
And  Phoebus  sung  th*  epithalamium. 
And  last,  to  make  the  matter  sure. 
Dame  Juno  brought  a  priest  demure. 
Lima  was  absent,  on  pretence 
Her  time  was  not  till  nine  months  hence. 
The  rites  performed,  the  parson  paid. 
In  state  returned  the  grand  parade ;  • 
With  loud  huzzas  from  all  the  boys. 
That  now  the  pair  must  crown  their  joys. 

But  still  the  hardest  part  remains: 
Strephon  had  long  perplex'd  his  brains. 
How  with  so  high  a  nymph  he  mig:ht 
Demean  himself  the  wedding-night : ' 
For,  as  he  view'd  his  person  round. 
Mere  mortaJ  flesh  was  all  he  found : 
His  handy  his  neck,  his  mouth,  and  feet. 
Were  duly  wash'd,  to  keep  them  sweet ; 
With  other  parts,  that  shall  be  nameless. 
The  ladies  else  might  think  me  shameless. 

VOL.  XIV.  R 
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The  weather  and  his  love  were  hot ; 

And,  should  he  struggle,  I  know  what^— 

Why,  let  it  go,  if  I  must  tell  it—*    .  * 

He'll  sweat,  and  then  the  nymph  may  smdl  it; 

While  she,  a  goddess  dy'd  in  gtBkn, 

Was  unsusceptible  of  stain. 

And,  Venus-like,  her  fragrant  skin  ' 

Exhal'd  ambrc^ia  from  within. 

Can  such  a  deity  endure 

A  mortal  human  touch  impure  ? 

How  did  the  humbled  swain  detest  . 

His  prickly  beard,  and  hairy  breast  $ 

His  nightcap,  border'd  round  with  lace. 

Could  give  no  softness  to  his  face. 

Yet,  if  the  goddess  could  be  kind^ 
What  endless  raptures  must  he  find  ! 
And  goddesses  have  now  and  then 
Come  down  to  visit  mor^  inen ; 
To  visit  and  to  court  them  too :  f  . :' 

A  certain  goddess,  Grod. knows  who,        .  f/ 
(As  in  a  book  he  hewd  it  read)  /  . 

Took  Colonel  Peleus  to  her  bed.       - .  i . 
But  what  if  he  should  lose  his  life 
By  venturing  on  his  heavenly  \vife  ! 
(For  Strephon  could  remember  well. 
That  once  he  heard  a  scbool-boy  teU,      .    : 
How  Semele,  of  mortal  race. 
By  thunder  died  in  Jbve's  embrace.) 
And  what  if  daring  Strephon  dies 
By  lightning  shot  from  Chloe's  eyes  ! 

While  these  reflections  fill'd  his  head,      ! 
The  bride  was  put  in  form  to  bed : 
He  foUow'd,  stript,  and  in  he  crept. 
But  awfully  his  distance  kept. 

Now  "  ponder  well,  ye  parents  deax  ;** 
Forbid  your  daughters  guzzling  beer; 
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And  make  them  every  afternoon 
Forbear  their  tea,  or  drink  it  soon ; 
That,  ere  to  bed  they  venture  up. 
They  may  discharge  it  every  sup  j 
If  not,  they  must  in  evil  plight 
Be  often  fwc'd  to  rise  at  night. 
Keep  them  to  wholesome  food  confin'd. 
Nor  let  them  taste  what  causes  wind : 
*Tis  this  itm  sage  of  Sam6s  means. 
Forbidding  his  dil^{^les  beans. 
O  !  think  what  evils  mu^t  ensue ; 
Miss  Moll  the  jade  will  bum  if  blue : 
And,  whtett  she  once  has  got  the  art. 
She  cannot  help  it  for  her  heart ; 
But  out  it  flies,  ev'n  when  she  meets 
Her  bridegroom  in  the  wedding^sheets. 
Carminative  aiid  diuretic 
Will  damp  all  pailsion  sympath^ic  : 
And  Love  such  nicety  requires. 
One  blast  will  put  out  all  his  fires. 
Since  husbands  get  behind  the  scene. 
The  wife  should  i^tudy  to  be  deaii ; 
Nor  give  the  ^liallest  room  tb  giiejis 
The  time  when  wahts^  of  nature  press ; 
But  aft«r  marriage  practise  more 
Decorum  than  she  did  before ; 
To  keep  her  spouse  deluded  sti!l. 
And  make  him'  fancy  what  she  will. 
In  bed  we  left  the  married  pair;' . 
*Tis  time  to  sliow  how  things  went  there, 
Strephon,  who  had  been  often  toFd 
That  fortune  stilTassists  the  bold. 
Resolved  to  make  the  first  attack; 
But  Chloe  drove  him  fiercely  back. 
How  could  a  nymph  so  chaste  as  Chloe» 
With  constitution  cold  and  snowy, 
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Permit  a  brutish  maa  to  touch  her  ? 

Even  lambs  by  instinct  fly  the  butcher; 

Resistance  on  the  wedding-ni^t 

Is  what  our  maidens  claim  by  right :  . 

And  Chloe,  'tis  by  all  agreed^ 

Was  maid  in  thought,  in  word,  and  deed.i 

Yet  some  assign  a  different  reason  ^ 

That  Strephon  chose  no  ptroper  season.  : 

Say,  fair  ones,  must  I  make  a.pause^ 
Or  freely  tell  the  secret  cause? 

Twelve  cups  of  tea  (with  grief  I  speal:) 
Had  now  constrained,  the  nymph  to  leak. 
This  point  must  needs  be  setded  fws^: 
The  bride  must  either  void  or  burBt. 
Then  see  the  4ire  ei^^f^cts  of  pease ; 
Think  what  can  give  the  cholic  ease.     J 
The  n3anph  oppressed  before,  behind, 
As  ships  ar^  toss'd  by  waves  and  wind. 
Steals  out  her  hand,  by  najture  led,    •    J 
And  brings  a  vessel  into  bed ; 
Fair  utensil,  as  smooth  and  white  ) 

As  Chloe' s-  skin,  almost  as  bright. 

Strephon,  whp  heard  the  fiuaiing  rill 
As  from  a  mossy  cliff  distil,  ^     i    i 
Cry'd  outi  Ye  Gods !  what  spnl^d  is  this  ? 
Can  Chloe,  heavenly  Chloe,  -^ — -.?? 
But  when  he  smelt  a  noisome  steam,  ( 
Which  oft  attends  that  lukewarm;  streftm ; 
(Salerno  both  together  joins*,  / 
As  sovereign  medicines  for  the  loins  ^)    :  • 


♦  Vide  Schol.  Salem.    Rules  of  Health,  writtcH  by  the  School 
of  Salemum, 

Mingere  cum  bninbis  res  est  salabenriiim  hunbis. 
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And  though  contrivM,  we  may  suppose^ 
To  slip  his  ears,  yet  struck  his  nose  : 
He  found  her  while  the  scent  increased, 
As  mortal  as  himself  at  least. 
But  soon,  with  lik^  occasions  press' d. 
He  boldly  sent  his  hand  in  quest. 
(Inspir'd  with  courage  from  his  bride) 
To  reach  the  pot  on  t'other  side : 
And,  as  he  fiU'd  the  reeking  vase. 
Let  fly  a  rouser  in  her  face. 

The  little  Cupids  hovering  round, 
(As  pictures  prove)  with  garlands  crown' d, 
Abash'd  at  what  they  saw  and  heard,  . 
Flew  off,  nor  ever  more  appeared* 

Adieu  to  ravishing  delights. 
High  raptures,  and  romantic  flights ; 
To  goddesses  so  heavenly  sweet. 
Expiring  shepherds  at  their  feet; 
To  silver  meads  and  shady  bowers, 
Dress'd  up  with  amaranthine  flowers. 

How  great  a  change  !  how  quickly  made ! 
They  learn  to  call  a  spade  a  spade. 
They  soon  from  all  constraint  are  freed ; 
Can  see  4)»c)i  other  do  their  need. 
On  box  of  cedar,  sits  the  wife. 
And  makes  it  ^w^urm  for  dearest  life ; 
And,  by  the  beastly  way  of  thinking, 
Find  great  society  in  stinking.     . 
Now  Strephon  daily  entertains, 
His  Chloe  in  the  homeliest  strains; 
And  Chloe,  more  e^qperienc'd  grpwn. 
With  interest  pay^  hii^  Jiftck  )iis  own.      i 
No  maid  at  court  is  les^ja^bam'd. 
However  for  selling  bai^gi^^ns)  fs^ni'd. 
Than  she  to  naioe  her  p^arts  biahind. 
Or  when  a-bed  to  let  out  iyiii4-       '    . . 
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Fair  Decency,  celestial  msttd ! 
Descend  from  Heaven  tp  Beauty's  aid ! 
Though  Beauty  may  beget  desire, 
'Tis  thou  must  fan  the  Lover's  fire  : 
For  Be?iuty,  like' supreme  dominion. 
Is  best  supported  by  Opinion  : 
If  Decency  bring  no  supplies. 
Opinion  falls,  and  Beauty  dies. 

To  see  some  radiant  nymph  appesur 
In  all  her  glittering  birth-day  gear. 
You  think  some  goddess  from  the  sky 
Descended,  ready  cut  and  dry : 
But,  ere  you  sell  yourself  to  laughter, 
Consider  well  what  may  come  after ; 
For  fine  ideas  vanish  fast. 
While  all  the  gross  and  filthy  last. 

O  Strephon,  ere  that  fatal  day 
When  Chloe  stole  your  heart  away. 
Had  you  but  through  a  cranny  ^py'd 
On  house  of  ease  your  future  bride. 
In  all  the  postures  of  her  face. 
Which  nature  gives  in  such  a  case  ; 
Distortions,  groanings,  strainings,  beavings, 
•Twere  better  you  had  lick'd  her  leavings. 
Than  from  experience  find  too  late 
Your  goddess  grown  a  filthy  mate. 
Your  fancy  then  had  always  dwell 
On  what  you  saw,  and  what  you  smelt; 
Would  still  the  same  ideas  give  ye. 
As  when  you  spy -d  her  on  the  privy ; 
And,  spite  of  Chloe's  charms  divine. 
Your  heart  had  been  as  whole  as.  mine. 

Authorities,  both  dtd^nd  recent, 
Direct  th^t  women  must  be  decent ; 
And  from  the  spouse  eteK  blemish'  hide. 
More  than  from  all  the  world  beside. 
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Unjustly  all  our  nymphs  cocuplam 
Their  empire  holds  so  short  a  reign ; 
Is,  after  marriage,  lost  bo  soon. 
It  hardly  lasts^  the  honey-moon : 
For,  if  they  keep  no*,  what  they  caught. 
It  is  entirely  their  own  fault. 
They  take  possession  of  the  crown. 
And  then  throw  all  their  weapons  down : 
Though,  by  the  politician's  scheme. 
Whoe'er  arrives  at  power  supreme. 
Those  arts,  by  which  at  ^rst  they  gain  it. 
They  still  must  practise  to  maintain  it. 

What  various  ways  our  feniales  take 
To  pass  for  )vits  before  a  rake  \ 
And  in  the  fruitless  search  pursue 
All  other  methods  but  the  true  ! 

Some  try  to  learn  polite  behaviour 
By  reading  books  against  their  Saviour ;  ] 

Some  call  it  witty  to  reflect 
On  every  natur^^I  defect ; 
Some  show  they  never  wajjtt  explaining 
To  comprehend  a  double  meaning. 
But  sure  a  tell-tale  out  of  school 
Is  of  all  wits  the  greatest  fool ; 
Whose  rank  imagination  fills 
Her  heart,  and  from  her  lips  distils ; 
You'd  think  she  utter'd  from  behind. 
Or  at  her  mouth  was  breaking  wind. 

Why  is  a  handsome  wife  ador'd 
By  every  coxcomb  but  her  lord  ? 
From  yonder  puppet-man  inquire. 
Who  wisely  hides  his  wood  and  wire ! 
Shows  Sheba's  queen  completely  drest. 
And  Solomon  in  royaj  vest;  ^  ^ 

But  view  them  littief'd  oh  ;the  floor,  , 

Or  strung  on  pegs  behind  the  door; 
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Punch  is  ^actly  of  a  piece 

With  Lorrain's  duke,  and  prince  of  Greece, 

A  prudent  builder  should  forecast 
How  long  the  stuff  ijs  like  to  last ; 
And  carefully  observe  the  ground, 
To  build  on  some  foundation  sound. 
What  hovse,  when  its  materials  crumble^ 
Must  not  inevitably  tumble  ? 
What  edifice  can  long  endure 
Rais'd  on  a  basis  unsecure  ? 
Rash  mortals,  ere  you  take  a  wife. 
Contrive  your  pile  to  last  for  life : 
Since  beauty  scarce  endures  a  day. 
And  youth  so  swiftly  glides  away  j 
Why  will  you  make  yourself  a  bubble. 
To  build  on  sand  with  hay  and  stubble  ? 

On  sensf  and  wit  your  passion  found. 
By  decency  cemented  round  ^ 
Let  prude^jice  with  good  nature  strive. 
To  keep  esteem  and  love  alive. 
Then,  come  old  age  whene'er  it  will. 
Your  friendship  shall  continue  stilly 
And  thus  a  mutual  gentle  fire 
Shall  never  but  with  life  expire. 


APOLLO; 

4L    PROBLEM    SpLVBD. 

173L 


Apollo,  god  of  light  and  wit. 
Could  verse  inspire^  but  seldom  writ^ 
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Refin'd  all  metals  %yith  his  lookst^ 

As  well  as  chemists  by  their  books ; 

As  handsome  as  my  lady's  page ; 

Sweet  five-and-tvj;^enty  was  his  age. 

His  wig  was  made  of  sunny  rays. 

He  crown'd  his  youthful  head  with  bays ; 

Not  all  the  court  of  Heaven  could  show 

So  nice  ^nd  so  complete  a  beau. 

No  heir  upon  his  first  appearance. 

With  twenty  thousand  pounds  a-year  rents. 

E'er  drove,  before  he  sold  his  land, 

So  fine  a  coach  along  the  Strand ; 

The  spokes,  we  are  by  Ovid  told. 

Were  silver,  and  the  axle  gold : 

I  own,  'twas  but  a  coach  and  four. 

For  Jupiter  allows  no  more. 

Yet,  with  his  beauty,  wealth,  and  parts, 
Enough  to  win  ten  thousand  hearts. 
No  vulgar  deity  above 
Was  so  unfortunate  in  love. 

Three  weighty  causes  were  assigned, 
That  mov^d  the  n3rmphs  to  be  unkmd. 
Nine  Muses  always  waiting  round  him. 
He  left  them  virgins  as  he  found  them. 
His  singing  was  another  fault ; 
For  he  could  reach  to  B  in  alt : 
And,  by  the  sentiments  of  Pliny, 
Such  singers  are  like  Nicolini. 
At  last,  the  point  was  faUy  clear'd ; 
In  short,  Apollo  had  no  beard. 
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THE  PLACE  OF  THE  DAMNED. 

1731. 

All  folks,  who  pretend  to  religion  and  graxre. 
Allow  there's  a  Hell,^  but  dispute  of  the  place : 
But,  if  Hell  may  by  logical  rules  be  defined 
The  place  of  the  damn'd — I'll  tell  you  my  mind. 
Wherever  the  damn'd  do  chiefly  abound^ 
Most  certainly  there  is  Hell  to  be  found : 
Damn'd  poets,  damn'd  critics,  damn'd  blockheads, 

damn'd  knaves, 
Damn'd  senators  brib'd,  damn'd  prostitute  slaves; 
Damn'd  lawyers  and  ju^es,  damn'd  lords,  and 

damn'd  squires ; 
Damn'd  spies  and  informers,  damn'd  friends,  and 

damn'd  liars ; 
Damn'd  villains,  corrupted  in  every  station ; 
Damn'd  time*serving  priests  all  over  the<  nation ; 
And  into  the  bargain  I'll  readily  give  you 
Damn'd  ignorant  prelates,  and  counsellors  privy. 
Then  let  us  no  longer  by  pajrsons  be  flamm'd^ . 
For  we  know  by  these  marks  the  place  of  the  dsimn'd : 
And  Hell  to  be  sure  is  at  Paris  or  Rome. 
How  happy  for  us  that  it  is  not  at  home  !, 
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THE  DAY  OF  JUDGMENT.  ♦ 

With  a  whirl  of  thought  oppressed, 

I  sunk  from  reverie  to  rest. 

A  horrid  vision  seiz'd  my  head, 

I  saw  the  graves  give  up  their  dead ! 

Jove,  arm*d  with  terrors,  bursts  the  skies. 

And  thunder  roars  and  lightning  flies  ! 

Amaz'd,  confused,  its  fkte  unknown, 

The  world  stands  trembling  at  his  throne  ! 

While  each  pale  sinner  hung  his  head, 

Jove,  nodding,  shook  the  heavens,  and  said : 

*'  Offending  race  of  human  kind. 

By  nature,  reason,  learning,  blind  y 

You  who,  through  frailty,  stepp'd  aside ; 

And  you,  who  never  fell  from  pride : 

You  who  in  different  sects  were  shamm'd, 

And  come  to  see  each  other  damn'd : 

(So  some  folk  told  you,  but  they  knew 

No  more  of  Jove's  designs  than  you) 

— ^The  world's  mad  business  now  is  o'er. 

And  I  resent  these  pranks  no  more. 

— I  to  such  blockheads  set  my  wit ! 

I  damn  such  fools  1 — Go,  go,  you're  bit." 


*  This  Poem  was  first  printed  (from  the  Dean^s  MS.)  in  a 
letter  from  Lord  Chesterfield  addressed  to  Mr  Voltaire,  dated 
Ang.  27,  1752.— N. 
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JUDAS.     1731- 


[This  seems  to  have  been  written  when  the  majority  of  the  Irish 
bishops  were  meditating  what  Swift  considered  as  encroach, 
ments  upon  tjtie  rights  of  their  clergy,  j| 


By  the  just  vengeance  of  incensed  skies. 
Poor  Bishop  Judas  late  repenting  dies. 
The  Jews  engag'd  him  with  a  paltry  bribe. 
Amounting  hardly  to  a  crown  a  tribe ; 
Which  though  his  conscience  forc'd  him  to  restore, 
(And,  parsons  tell  us,  no  man  can  do  more) 
Yet,  through  despair  of  God  and  man  accurst, 
He  lost  his  bishopric,  and  hang*d  or  burst. 
Those  former  ages  difFer'd  much  from  this ; 
Judas  betray'd  his  master  with  a  kiss  : 
But  some  have  kiss'd  the  Gospel  fifty  times. 
Whose  perjury's  the  least  of  sill  their  crimes  ^ 
Some  who  can  perjure  through  a  two  inch^board, 
Yet  keep  their  bishoprics,  and  'scape  the  cord : 
Like  hemp,  which,  by  a  skilful  spinster  drawn 
To  slender  threads,  may  sometimes  pass  for  lawn. 

As  anciient  Judas  by  transgression  fel|. 
And  burst  asunder  ere  he  went  to  Hell ; 
So  could  we  see  a  set  of  new  Iscariots 
Come  headlong  tumbling  from  their  mitred  cha- 
riots ; 
Each  modern  Judas  perish  like  the  first. 
Drop  from  the  tree,  with  all  his  bowels  burst  j 
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Who  could  forbear^  that  viewed  each  guil^  face. 
To  cry,  "  Lo  !  Judas  gone  to  his  own  place. 
His  habitation  let  all  men  forsake. 
And  let  his  bishopric  another  take  V* 


AN  EPISTLE  TO  MR  GAY.  * 
1731. 

How  could  you,  Gajjr,  disgrace  the  Muse's  train,  ' 
To  serve  a  tasteless  court  twelve  years  in  vain  !  f 
Fain  would  I  think  our  fematle  friend  J  sincere. 
Till  Bob,  §  the  poefs  foe,  possessed  her  ear.  | 

*  The  iem  ^yi^g  l>^n  to}d  by  an  intimate  friend,  that  Ae 
Duke  of  Queeosberry  had  employed  Mr  Gay  to  inspect  the  ac. 
counts  and  management  of  his  graced  receivers  and  stewards 
(which  how^^r  proved  to  be  a  mistake)  wrotelthis  iJpisUe  to 
his  friend.— H. . ;  .Through  .the  whole  piece,  undior  thc^  .pretext  of 
instructing  Gay  in  his  duty  as  the  duke's  auditor  of  accounts,  he 
satirizes  the  conduct  of  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  then  prime  minister, 

f  See  the  libel  on  Dx  Delany  and  Lord  Carteret.— H; 

I  The  Countei»  of  So£folk.-^. 

§  Sir  Robert  Walpole*— FAux,KirBB. 

II  We  have  had  repeated  occasioii  to  remark,  that^  in  courting 
Mrs  Howard,  Pope,  Swift,  and  Gay,  never  perceived  that  they 
were  offering  incense  at  the  shrine  of  an  inefficient,  rather  than 
an  unpropitious  deity  ;  and  that  George  II.,  entirely  guided  by 
the  councils  of  Queen  Caroline,  disreg^urded  all  advances  made  to 
bim  through  the  channel  of  Mrs  Howard.  It  was  the  queen,  not 
the  favourite,  over  whom  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  here  termed  the 
poet's  foe,  '^  obtained  an  ascendancy,  through  which  he  not  only 
preserved,  but  even  augmented,  during  the  reign  of  George  II*, 
the  influence  he  had  possessed  under  George  L" 
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Did  female  virtue  e'er  so  high  ascend. 
To  lose  aii  inch  of  fiivdur  for  a  friend  ? 

Say,  had  the  court  no  better  pl^c^  to  choios^ 
For  thee,  than  toaksei  a  dry-nurse  of  tiiy  Mns^  ?    . 
How  cheaply  had  thy  liberty  been  sold. 
To  squire  a  royal  girl  of  two  years  old  : 
In  leading  strings  her  infant  steps  to  guide. 
Or  with  her  go-cart  amble  side  by  side  !  * 

But  princely  Douglas,  t  B^nd  his  glorious  dame, 
Advanced  thy  fortune,  and  preserved  thy  fame. 
Nor  will  your  liobler  gifts  be  misapplied. 
When  o'er  your  patron's  treasure  you  preside : 
The  world  shall  own,  his  choice  was  wise  and  just. 
For  sons  of  Phoebus  never  break  their  trust. 

JJot  love  of  beauty  less  the  heart  inflames 
Of  guardian  eunuchs  to  the  sultanas  dames. 
Their  passions  not  more  impotent  and  cold,  .    .  \ 
Than  those  of  poets  to  the  lust  of  gold. 
With  Psean's  purest  fire  his  favourites  glow,. ... 
The  dregs  will  serve  to  ripen  ore  below ; 
His  meanest  work :  for,  had  he  thought  it  fo^ 
That  wealth  should  be  the  appanage  of  wit. 
The  god  of  light  could  ne'er  have  b^eii  sa  Hwi 
To  deal  it  to  the  vrorst  of  human  kind.  ^ 

But  let  me  now,  for  I  cah  do'  it  w^l, 
Your  conduct  in  this  new  employ  foretel. 

And  first :  to  make  my  bbservatic^  right, 
I  place  a  statesman  ftiH  befm^  my  sight,^ 
A  bloated  minister  in  all  his  gear. 
With  shameless  visage  and  perfidious  leer  j 


*  Tke  post  of  gentleflDan.iislier  to  the  Priacess  Loaisa  vas  of. 
fered  to  Gajr,  wUch  ke  and  his  friends  consideted  as  a  gieat  hiit 
digBity,  her  Rojal  Highness  b^gu  mere  hi^kat 

f  The  Duke  of  Que^isbertyvii-FAVJtKNeK. 
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Two  rows  of  teeth  arm  «ach  devouring  jaw. 
And  ostrich-like  his  all-digesting  maw. 
My  fancy  drags  this  moilstet  to  my  view. 
To  show  the  world  his  chief  reverse  in  yxMi. 
Of  loud  unmeaning  sounds  a  rapid  flood 
Rolls  firom  his  mouth  in  plenteous  streams  of  mud ; 
With  these  die  court  and  sdoate-house  he  plies. 
Made  up  of  noise,  and  impudence,  and  lies. 

Now.  let  me  shew  fabw  Bob  and  you  agree : 
You  serve  a  potent  prkice,  *  as  wdl  as  'he. 
The  ducal  coffers  trusted  to  your  charge^ 
Your  honest  care  may  fill,  perhaps  enlarge: 
His  vassats  easy,  and  the  orwneir  blest ; 
They  pay  a  trifle,  and  eopeythe  rest. 
Not  so  a  nation's  revenues  are  paid :      .  > 
The  servaht's  faults  are  oh  the  nlaster  laid. 
The  people  witii  a  sigh  their  taxes  bring. 
And,  cursing  Bob,  forget  to  bless  the  king. 

Next  h^ai'ken.  Gay,  to  what  thy  charge  requires. 
With  servants,  tenants,  and  tlie  neighbouring  squires. 
Let  all  domestics  feel  your  gentle  sway^ 
Not  bribe,  msult,  nor  flatter^  nor  betray. 
Let  due  reward  to  merit  be  allowed  ^ 
Nor  with  3rottr  kindred  half  the  palace  crowd; 
Nor  think  yourself  secure  in  doing  wrong. 
By  telKrig  noses  with  a  party  strong. 

Be  rich  ;  but  of  your  wealth  make  no  parade ; 
At  least,  before  your  master's  debts  are  paid; 
Nor  in  a  palace,  built  with  charge  immense. 
Presume  to  treat  him  at  bis  own  expense  f- 


*  A  title  gfyea  to  ereiy  dake  hy  the  heralds. — Fauli^ner. 

f  Alluding  maliciously  to  die  magnificence  of  Houghton,  Sir 
Robert  Walpbl^s  seat,  in  which  he  had  more  than  once  the  ho- 
nonr  to  recdre  a  foftU  Tidit. 
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Each  fanner  in  the  neighbourhood  cancdtmt 
To  what  your  lawful  perquisites  amount. 
The  tenants  poor,  the  hardness  of  the  times. 
Are  ill  excuses  for  a  servant's  crimes. 
With  inter^st^  and  a  premium  paid  beside. 
The  master's  pressing  wants  must  be  supplied ; 
With  hasty  zeal  behold  the  steward  come 
By  his  own  credit  to  advance  the  sum ; . 
Who,  while  th'  unrighteous  Manunon  is  hisfriend. 
May  well  conclude  his  power  will  never  end. 
A  faithful  treasurer !  what  could  he  do  more  ? 
He  lends  my  lord  what  was  my  lord's  before.   : 

The  law  so  strictly  guards  the  monarch's  hesdth^ 
That  no  physician  dares  prescribe  by  steahh : 
The  council  sit ;  i4)prove  the  doctor's  skill; 
And  give  advice,  before  he  gives  the  pill. 
But  the  state  empiric  acts  a  safer,  part ; 
And,  while  he  poisons,  wins  the  royal  heart. 

But  how  can  I  describe  the  ravenous  breed  ? 
Then  let  me  now  by  negatives  proceed. 

Suppose  your  lord  a  trusty  servant  send 
On  weighty  business  to  some  neighbouring  friend : 
Presume  not.  Gay,  unlei^  you  serve  a  drone. 
To  countermand  his  orders  by  your  own.  iff 
Should  some  imperious  neighbour  sink  the.  boats. 
And  drain  the  fish-bonds,  while  your  mastei^  dotea : 
Shall  he  upon  the  4ucal  rights  intrencihj  / 
Because  he  brib'd  you-witha  brace  of  t^ch? 

Nor  from  your  lord  his  bad  condition  hide. 
To  feed  his  luxury,  or  sooth  his  pride. 
Nor  at  an  under  rate  his  timber  sell. 
And  with  an  oath  assure  him,  all  is  well  5 
Or  sv/ear  it  rotten,  and  with  humble  airs  * 
Request  it  of  him,  to  complete  your  dtairs  5 

*  These  lines  are  thonght  to  allude,  to  some  story  coaceming 
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Nor,  when  a  mortgage  lies  on  half  his  lands. 
Come  with  a  purse  of  guineas  in  your  hands. 

Have  Peter  Waters  *  always  in  your  mind; 
That  rogue,  of  genuine  ministerial  kind. 
Can  half  the  peerage  by  his  arts  bewitch. 
Starve  tw^aty  lords  to  make  one  scoundrel  rich : 
And,  when  he  gravely  has  undone  a  score, 
Is  htimbly  pray'd  to  ruin  twenty  more. 

A  dextrous  steward,  when  his  tricks  are  found. 
Hush-money  sends  to  all  the  neighbours  round  ; 
His  master,  unsuspicious  of  his  pranks. 
Pays  all  the  cost,  and  gives  the  villain  thanks. 
And,  should  a  friend  attempt  to  set  him  rights 
His  lordship  would  impute  it  all  to  spite ; 
Would  love  his  favourite  better  than  before. 
And  trust  his  honesty  just  so  much  more. 
Thus  families,  like  resdms,  with  equal  fate. 
Are  sunk  by  premier  ministers  of  state. 

Some,  when  an  heir  succeeds,  go  boldly  on. 
And,  as  they  robb'd  the  father,  rob  the  son.  f 
A  knave,  who  deep  embroils  his  lord^s  affairs. 
Will  soon  grow  necessary  to  his  heirs. 
His  policy  consists  in  setting  traps. 
In  finding  ways  and  means,  and  stopping  gaps ; 
He  knows  a  thousand  tricks  whene'er  he  please. 
Though  not  to  cure,  yet  palliate  each*  disease. 


a  Tast  quantity  of  mabogany  declared  rotten,  and  then  applidi 
by  somebody  to  wainscots,  stairs,  door-cases,  &c«— Dublin 
edjt. 

^  He  hath  practised  this  trade  for  many  years,  and  still  conti. 
nnes  it  with  success ;  and  after  he  hath  ruined  one  lord,  is  ear. 
nestly  solicited  to  take  another. — Ibid. 

f  Alluding  to  Sir  Robert  Walpole's  unexpectedly  obtaining 
the  same  lead  in  the  councils  of  Greorge  II.  which  hs  enjoyed  i|i 
those  of  his  father's. 

VOL.  XIV,  8 
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In  either  cs^e^  an  equal  chance  is  run; 
For^  keep  or  turn  him  out>  my  lord's  undone* 
You  want  a  hand  to  clear  a  filthy  sink  ; 
No  cleanly  workman  can  eadure  the  sUvk. 
A  strong  dilemma  in  a  desperate  case  ! 
To  act  with  in&uny,  or  quit  the  place. 

A  bungler  thus,  who  scarce  the  nail  can  hit, 
With  driving  wrong  will  make  the  pa^nel  split ; 
Nor  dares  an  abler  workman  undertake 
To  drive  a  secomji,  lest  the  whole  should  break. 

In  every  court  the  paraUel  will  hold  -, 
And  kings,  like  private  folks,  are  bought  and  soHL 
The  ruling  rogue,  who  dreads  to  be  cashier'd, 
Contrives,  as  he  i^  liated,  to  be  fear'd  j 
Confounds  accounts,  perplexes  all  affairs : 
For  vengeai^ce  more  embroils,  than  skill  repair^ 
So  robbers  (and  their  ends  are  just  the  same) 
To  'scape  inquiries,  leave  the  hoifse  in  flame. 

I  knew  a  brazen  minister  of  state,  * 
Who  bore  for  twice  ten  years  the  public  hate. 
In  every  mouth  the  <][uestion  most  in  vogue 
Was,  when  will  they  turn  out  this  odious  rogue 
A  juncture  happen'd  in  his  highest  pride : 
Whil^  he  went  robbing  on>  his  master  died,  t 
We  thouglu  there  now  remained  no  room  to  doubt  5 
The  work  is  done,  the  minister  must  out. 
The  court  invited  more  than  one  or  two : 
WiU-yxnr,  Sir  fencer  ?  J  or  will  you,  or  you  ? 


♦  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  who  was  called  Sir  Robert  Brass.— 
Dubl.  ed. 

+  King  George  I. — Ibid. 

i  Sir  Spencer  Compton,  speaker  of  tbe  Honsc  of  Commons,  af- 
terwards created  Earl  of  Wilmington.  To  him  George  IL,  np- 
on  succeeding  ±0  the  throne,  offered  tiic  situation  of  premier; 
but,  finding  him  totally  destitute  of  the  nerres  and  talent  nec(9« 
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But  not  a  soul  hfe  cffice  durst  accept ; 

The  subtle  knave  had  all  the  pluncter  swept : 

And,  such  was  then  the  temper  of  the  times. 

He  ow*d  his  preservation  to  his  crimes. 

The  candidate  observed  his  dirty  paws ; 

Nor  found  it  difficult  to  guess  the  cause  :  . 

But,  when  they  smelt  such  foul  corruptions  round 

him. 
Away  they  fled,  and  left  him  as  they  found  him. 
Thus,  when  a  greedy  sloven  once  has  thrown 
His  snot  into  the  mass,  His-  all  his  own. 


BOH 


TO  A  LADY, 

WHO  DfiSIltED  TITE  AUTHOR  TO  WRITB  SOME  VERSES 
UPON  HER  IN  THE  HEROIC  STYLE. 

After  venting  all  my  spite. 
Tell  me,  what  have  1  to  write  \ 
Every  error  I  could  find 
Through  the  mazes  of  your  mind. 
Have  my  busy  Muse  employed, 
Till  the  company  was  cloyM. 
Are  you  positive  and  fretful. 
Heedless,  ignorant,  forgetful  ? 


sarj  for  such  a  high  char^,  Queen  Caroline  preyailed  on  his 
majesty,  contrary  to  the  expectation  of  every  one,  to  retain  in 
kis  senrice  the  proved  experience  of  Walpole. 
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Those,  and  twenty  follies  more, 
I  have  often  told  before. 

Hearken  what  my  lady  says :  • 
Have  I  nothing  then  to  praise  ? 
Ill  it  fits  you  to  be  witty. 
Where  a  fault  should  move  your  pity. 
If  you  think  me  too  conceited. 
Or  to  passion  quickly  heated ; 
If  my  wandering  head  be  less 
Set  on  reading  than  on  dress ; 
If  I  always  seem  too  dull  t'ye ; 
I  can  solve  the  diflS— cidty. 

You  would  teach  me  to  be  wise : 
Truth  and  honour  how  to  prize ; 
How  to  shine  in  conversation. 
And  with  credit  fill  my  station ; 
How  to  relish  *{iotions  high ; 
How  to  live,  and  how  to  die. 

But  it  was  decreed  by  Fate- 
Mr  Dean,  you  come  too  late. 
Well  I  know,  you  can  discern, 
I  am  now  too  old  to  learn : 
Follies,  from  my  youth  instill'd. 
Have  my  soul  entirely  fiU'd ; 
In  my  head  and  heart  they  centre. 
Nor  will  Ifet  your  lessons  enter. 

Bred  a  fondling  and  an  heiress  ; 
Drest  like  any  lady  mayoress  : 
CockerM  by  the  servants  round. 
Was  too  good  to  touch  the  ground; 
Thought  the  life  of  every  lady 
Should  be  one  continued  play-day — 
Balls,  and  masquerades,  and  shows. 
Visits,  plays,  and  powder'd  beaux. 

Thus  you  have  my  case  at  large. 
And  may  now  perform  your  charge. 
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Those  materials  I  have  furnish'd, 
When  by  you  refined  and  bumish'd. 
Must,  that  all  the  world  may  know  'em. 
Be  reduc'd  into  a  poem. 

But,  I  beg,  suspend  a  while 
That  same  paltry,  burlesque  style ; 
Drop  for  once  your  constant  rule. 
Turning  all  to  ridicule ; 
Teaching  others  how  to  ape  you ; 
Court  nor  pariiament  can  'scape  you ; 
Treat  the  public  and  your  friends 
Both  alike,  while  neither  mends. 

Sing  my  praise  in  strain  sublime : 
Treat  me  not  with  doggrel  rhyme.    - 
'Tis  but  just,  you  should  produce. 
With  each  fault,  each  fault's  excuse; 
Not  to  publish  every  trifle. 
And  my  few  perfections  stifle. 
With  some  gifts  at  least  endow  me, 
Which  my  very  foes  allow  me. 
Am  I  spiteful,  proud,  unjust? 
Did  I  ever  break  my  trust  ? 
Which  of  all  our  modem  dames 
Censures  less,  or  less  defames  ? 
In  good  manners  am  I  faidty  ?  ^    , 

Can  you  call  me  rude  or  haughty  ? 
Did  I  e'er  my  mite  withhold 
From  the  impotent  and  old  ? 
When  did  ever  I  omit 
Due  regard  for  men  of  wit  ? 
When  have  I  esteem  expressed 
For  a  coxcomb  gaily  dress'd  ? 
Do  I,  like  the  female  tribe. 
Think  it  wit  to  fleer  and  gibe  ? 
Who  with  less  designing  ends 
Kindlier  entertains  her  friends  ^ 
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With  good  words  and  eb«]xl»3alC0:s|mgfttly/ 
Strives  to  treat  tfiem  mom  pditdy  i^  . 

Think  not  cards  mjr. chief  divenAoiiict/ 
'Tis  a  wrong,  unjust,  asperskwi :        ■:       <^ 
Never  knew  I  any:  gnod  kt  'enru    ^ 
But  to  dose  my  bead  iike  hnid^uiiim« 
We,  by  plhy,  asr  iBHty  by  4nnkingv         ' 
Pass  our  nights,  ta  drixne  omt  thoBlqag*     ' 
From  my  agents  gii^e  me  kiBure^' 
I  shaH  read  and  think  witift  pleasmre  $. 
ConversatiaH  learn  to  relish^  -     = 

And  with  hocsks  my  mind  embeill^  f « 

Now,  iKKethinks,  I  hesar  yoa  cry, 
Mr  Desm,  you  must  reply. 

Madam,  I  aHow  'tis  true: 
All  these  praises  are  your  due. 
You,  like  some  acute  philosopher, 
Every  fault  have  drawn  a  gloss  over; 
Placing  in  the  strongest  li^t 
All  your  virtues  to  my  sight.  ' 

Though  you  lead  a  blamelesS'  Me^  . 
Are  an  humbfe  pnidcnt  wife^ 
Answer  all  domestic  ends : 
What  is  this  to  us  your  friends? 
Though  your  children  by  a  nod      . 
Stand  in  aWe  without  a  rad; 
Though,  by  your  obliging  sway,     » 
Servants  love  you,  and  obey ; 
Though  you  treat  us  with  a  anile; 
Clear  your  looks,  and  i^siooth  your  styie; 
Load  our  plates  from  ev^  dish;^ 
This  is  not  the  thing  we  widb.    ' 


f  Ia  some  editions,  this  couplet  is  wanttog.-— 1?« 
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Colonel  ****♦  iiiay  be  your  debtor  5 
We  expect  emptoyment  better. 
You  must  learn,  if  you  would  gain  uif. 
With  good  seni^  to  entertain  us. 

Scholars,  when  good  sense  describing. 
Call  it  t$^mg  and  imbibing : 
Metaphoric  meat  and  drink 
Is  to  undenstand  and  think : 
We  may  cafve  for  others  thtts ; 
And  let  others  carve  for  ns  5       ' 
To  discourse,  aind  to  attend. 
Is,  to  help  youyself,  and  friend. 
Conversation  is  but  carting ;  * 

Carv^  for  ^!,  yourself  is  starving : 
Give  no  more  16  every  guest. 
Than  he's  able  to  digest ; 
Give  him  always  of  the  prime ; 
And  but  little  at  a  time. 
Carve  to  all  but  juist  enowgh : 
Let  them  neither  starve  nor  stuff: 
And,  that  you  in*y  have  your  due. 
Let  your  neighbours  carve  tor  you. 
This  comparison  will  h<Jd, 
Could  it  well  in  rhyme  be  told. 
How  conversing,  listening,  thinking> 
Justly  may  resemMe  drinking ; 
For  a  friend  a  glass  you  fill, 
What  is  this  but  to  instil? 

To  conclude  this  long  es^  5 
Pardon  if  I  disobey ; 
Nor  against  my  natural  vein. 
Treat  you  m  heroic  strain. 
I,  as  all  the  parish  knows> 
Hardly  can  be  gravie  in  proiicf : 
Still  to  lash,  and  laisAiing  smile^ 
111  befits  a  lofty  style. 
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From  the  planet  of  my  birth 
I  encounter  vice  with  mirth.  . 
Wicked  ministers  of  state  , 
I  can  easier  scorn  than  hate ; 
And  I  find  it  answers  right : 
Scorn  torments  them  more  than  spite. 
All  the  vices  of  a  court 
Do  but  serve  to  make  me  sport. 
Were  I  in  sc»ne  foreign  reaJm, 
Which  all  vices  overwhelm ; 
Should  a  monkey  wear  a  crown. 
Must  I  tremble  at  his  frown  ? 
Could  I  not,  through  all  his  ermine, 
'Spy  the  strutting  chattering  vermin  5 
Safely  write  a  smart  lampoon. 
To  expose  the  brisk  baboon  ? 

When  my  muse  officious  ventures 
On  the  nation's  representors : 
Teaching  by  what  golden  rules 
Into  knaves  they  turn  their  fodis : 
How  the  helm  is  rul'd  by  Walpole, 
At  whose  oars,  like  slaves,  they  all  pull ; 
Let  the  vessel  split  on  shelves ; 
With  the  freight  enrich  themselves : 
Safe  within  my  little  wherry. 
All  their  madness  makes  me  merry ; 
Like  the  watermen  of  Thames, 
I  row  by,  and  call  them  names ; 
Like  the  ever-laughing,sage, 
In  a  jest  I  spend  my  rage  : 
(Though  it  ptiu^  be  understood, 
I  would  hang  them  if  I  could) 
If  I  can  but  fill  my  niche, 
I  attempt  no  higher  pitch ; 
Leave  to  d' Anvers  and  his  mate 
Maxims  wise  to  rule  the  state, 
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Pulteney  deep,  accomplished  St  Johns, 
Scourge  the  villains  with  a  vengeance : 
Jjei  me,  though  the  smell  be  noisome. 
Strip  their  bums;  let  Caleb*  hoise  'em; 
Then  apply  Alecto's  whip. 
Till  they  wriggle,  howl,  and  skip. 

Deuce  is  in  you,  Mr  Dean : 
What  can  idl  ^is  passion  mean ; 
Mention  courts !  you'll  ne'er  be  quiet 
On  corruptions  running  riot. 
End  as  it  befits  your  station : 
Come  to  use  and  application : 
Nor  with  senates  keep  a  fuss. 
I  isubmit ;  and  answer  thus : 
If  the  machinations  brewing. 

To  complete  the  public  ruin, 

Never  once  dould  have  the  power 

To  affect  me  half  an  hour ; 

Sooner  would  I  write  in  buskins. 

Mournful  elegies  on  Blueskins.  f 

If  I  laugh  at  whig  and  tory ; 

I  conclude  d  fortiori. 

All  your  eloquence  will  scarce 

Drive  me  from  my  favourite  farce. 

This  I  must  insist  on :  for,  as 

It  is  well  observ'd  by  Horace,  % 

Ridicule  has  greater  power 

To  reform  the  world  than  sour. 


*  Caleb  d' AnTen  was  the  name  assumed  by  Amhurst,  the  os- 
tensible writer  of  the  Craftsman.  This  unfortunate  man  was  ne- 
glected by  his  noble  patrons,  and  died  in  want  and  obscurity.— 
Anderson. 

f  The  famous  thief,  who,  while  on  his  trial  at  the  Old  Bailey, 
Stabbed  Jonathan  Wild.— See  Vol.  XIII.  p.  365. 

X  *<  Ridiculum  acri,"  &c.— H. 
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Horses  thus,  )el  jockies  judge  «Ise« 

Switches  better  gitide  tiitm  oiK^els^ 

Bastings  heavy,  dry,,  obltuse^ 

Only  dulness  ciui  produce ; 

While  a  little  gend«  jerking  f 

Sets  the  spirits  all  a-working:  < 

.  Thus,  I  find  it  by  experiment. 
Scolding  mores  you  less  than  mcrrinieiitu 
I  may  stonn  and  r^e  in  vatiii^ 
It  but  stupifies  your  brain. 
But  with  raillery  to  nettle^ 
Sets  your  thoughts  upon  tiseir  metde^i 
Gives  imagination  scope ; 
Never  lets  your  mind  elope  5 
Drives  out  brangUng  and  contentiod^ 
Brings  in  reason  and  inventiott. , 
For  your  sake,  as  ¥^11  as  niine^ 
I  the  lofty  style  decline. 
I  should  make  a  figure  scunyv    ' 
And  your  head  turn  topsy-turry.  ♦ 

I,  who  love  to  have  a  fling 
Both  at  senate-house  and  king : 
That  they  might  some  better  way  tread,, 
To  avoid  the  public  hatred ; 
Thought  no  method  more  commodicm8|» 
Than  to  show  their  vices  odious ; 
Which  I  chose  to  mak^  appear. 
Not  by  anger,  but  by  sneer. 
As  my  method  of  reforming. 
Is  by  laughing,  not  by  stormmg, ' 
(For  my  friends  have  always  thought 
Tenderness  my  greatest  fault) 


*  This  couplet  is  wantins  in  son^  editions.— N*. 
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Would  you  have  me  change  mjr  style? 
On  your  fauhs  no  longer  smile ; 
But,  to  {mtch  up  all  our  quatrrels^ 
duote  you  testa  from  Plutarch's  Morals: 
Or  from  Solomon  produce 
Maxims  teaching  Wisdom's  use? 

If  I  treat  you  like  a  crown'd  head. 
You  have  chestp  enough  compounded; 
Can  you  put  in  higher  claims, 
Than  the  owners  of  St  James  ? 
You  are  not  so  great  a  grievance. 
As  the  hirelings^  of  St  Stephen's. 
You  are  of  a  lower  class 
Than  m v  friend  Sir  Robert  Brass^ 
None  of  these  have  mercy  found : 
I  have  laugh'd,  and  lash'd  them  round. 

Have  you  seen  a  rocket  fly  ? 
You  would  swea«»  it  pierc'd  the  sky ; 

It  but  reach'd  the  middle  air. 

Bursting  into  pieces  there ; 

Thousand  sparkles  falling  down 

light  on  many  a  coxcomb's  crown> 

See  what  mirth  the  sport  creates ! 

Singes  hair,  but  breaks  m>  pates. 

Thus,  fehould  I  attempt  to  dimb. 

Treat  yon  in  a  style  sublime. 

Such  a  rocket  is  my  Muse : 

Should  I  lofty  numbers  choose. 

Ere  I  reach'd  Parnassus'  top, 

I  should  burst,  and  bursting  drop ; 

All  my  fire  would  fall  in  scraps, 

Give  your  head  some  gentle  raps ; 

Only  make  it  smart  a  while ; 

Then  could  I  forbear  to  smile, 

When  I  found  the  tingling  pain 

Entering  warm  your  frigid  brain  ; 
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Make  you  able  upon  sight 

To  decide  of  wrong  and  right  5 

Talk  with  sense  whatever  you  please  on  ^ 

Learn  to  f  elish  trudi  and  reason  ! 

Thus  we  both  shall  gain  our  prize ; 
I  to  laugh,  and  you  grow  wise. 


EPIGRAM 


eN  THE  BUSTS*  IN  RICHMOND  HERMITAGis. 

1732. 

^^  Sic  sitt  letaatnr  docii.'' 

With  honour  thus  by  Carolina  plac'd. 
How  are  these  venerable  bustoes  grac'd  ! 
O  queen,  with  more  than  regaJ  title  crown'd. 
For  love  of  arts  and  piety  renown'd  ! 
How  do  the  friends  of  virtue  joy  to  see 
Her  darling  sons  exalted  thus  by  thee  ! 
Nought  to  their  fame  can  now  be  added  more^ 
Rever'd  by  her  whom  all  mankind  adore  f. 


*  Newton,  Locke,  Clarke,  and  Woolaston.— H. 

+  Queen  Caroline's  r^ard  for  learned  men  was  chiefly  directed 
to  those  who  had  sifj^alized  themseiyes  by  philosophical  research. 
Walpole  alludes  to  this  her  peculiar  taste,  in  his  fable  called  the 
Funeral  of  the  Lioness,  where  the  royal  shade  is  made  to  say^ 

Where  Elysian  waters  gfide. 

With  Clarke  and  Newton  by  her  side^ 

She  pores  o'er  ipetapbysic  page* 
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ANOTHER. 


XiEW!s  the  living  learned  fed. 
And  rais'd  the  scientific  head : 
Our  frugal  queen,  to  save  her  meat. 
Exalts  the  heads  that  cannot  eat. 


A  CONCLUSION  DRAWN  FROM  THE  ABOVE*  EPIGRAMS, 
AND  SENT  TO  THE  DRAPIER. 

Since  Anna,  whose  bounty  thy  merits  had  fed^ 
Ere  her  own  was  laid  low,  had  exalted  thy  head : 
And  since  our  good  queen  to  the  wise  is  so  just. 
To  raise  heads  for  such  as  are  humbled  in  dust, 
I  wonder,  good  man,  that  you  are  not  envaulted ; 
Prithee  go,  and  be  dead,  and  be  doubly  exalted. 

DR  swift's  answer. 

Her  majesty  never  shall  be  my  eitsdter  ^ 
And  yet  she  would  raise  me,  I  know,  by  a  halter ! 
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TO  THE  REVEREND  IWl  SWIFT, 

WITH  A  PRESENT  OF  A  PAPEH-'BOOK,   I^mBLY  BOtTND^ 
ON  HIS'  BIRTH-DAY,  NOV.  80,  1782-  * 

BT  JOBir  EARL  OF  ORRSR|<; 

To  thee,  dear  Swift,  these  spotless  leaves  I  send; 
Small  is  the  present,  but  sincere  the  fiiend. 
Think  not  so  poor  a  book  below  thy  care ; 
Who  knows  the  price  that  thou  canst  make  it  bear  ? 
Though  tawdry  now,  aad,  like  Tyrilla's  face,. 
The  specious  front  shines  out  wWi  boprowed  grace; 
Though  pasteboards,  glittering  like  a  tinseU'd  coat, 
A  rasa  tabula  within  denote : 
Yet,  if  a  venal  and  corrupted  ^ige. 
And  modem  vices,  should  provoke  thy  rage ; 
If,  wam'd  once  more  by  their  impending  fate, 
A  sinking  country  and  an  injur'd  state. 
Thy  great  assistance  should  again  demand, 
And  call  forth  reason  to  defend  4he  l«ad ; 
Then  shall  we  view  these  ^heete  with  glad  surprise. 
Inspired  with  thought,  and  speaking  to  our  eyes  ; 
Each  vacant  space  shall  then,  enrich'd,  dispense 
True  force  of  eloquence,  and  nervous  sense ; 
Inform  the  judgment,  animate  the  heart. 
And  sacred  rules  of  policy  impart. 


*  It  was  occasioned  by  an  annual  custom,  which  I  found  pur. 
sued  among  his  friends,  of  making  him  a  present  on  his  birth- 
day.— Orrsrt» 

10 
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The  spangled  coyering,  bright  with  s{4eadid  ore. 
Shall  cheat  the  sight  with  empty  show  ik>  more : 
But  lead  us  inward  to  those  golden  mine$i 
Where  all  thy  soul  in  native  lustre  shines* 
So  when  the  eye  surveys  some  lovely  fair. 
With  bloom  of  beauty  grac'd,  with  shape  and  air ; 
How  is  the  rapture  heightened,  when  we  find 
Her  form  excell'd  by  her  celestial  mind ! 


VERSES 


LEFT  WITH  A  SILVER    STANDISH    ON    THE  DEAN  OF 

ST  Patrick's  desk,  on  his  birth-day* 

BY  DR  OELANY. 

Hither  from  Mexico  I  came. 
To  serve  a  proud  lernian  dame : 
Was  long  submitted  to  her  will ; 
At  length  she  lost  me  at  quadrille. 
Through  various  shapes  I  often  passM, 
Still  hoping  to  have  rest  at  last ; 
And  still  ambitious  to  obtain 
Admittance  to  the  patriot  Dean ; 
And  sometimes  got  within  his  door. 
But  soon  turned  out  to  serve  the  poor ;  * 
Not  strolling  Idleness  to  aid. 
But  honest  Industry  decay'd. 


*  Alluding  to  fire  hundred  pounds  lent  by  the  Dean,  without 
interest^  to  poor  tradesmen. — F. 
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At  length  an  artist  purchased  me. 
And  wrought  me  to  the  shape  you  see. 

This  done,  to  Hermes  I  apply'd : 
*^  O  Hermes !  gratify  my  pride ; 
Be  it  my  fate  to  serve  a  sage, 
The  greatest  genius  of  his  age ; 
That  matchless  pen  let  me  supply. 
Whose  living  lines  will  never  die  !" 
"  I  grant  your  suit;"  the  God  replied. 
And  here  he  left  me  to  reside. 


VERSES 

OCCASIONED  BY  THE  FOREGOING  PRESENTS. 

A  PAPER  BOOK  is  sent  by  Boyle, 
Too  neatly  gilt  for  me  to  soil. 
Delany  sends  a  silver  standish. 
When  I  no  more  a  pen  can  brandish. 
Let  both  around  my  tomb  be  placed: 
As  trophies  of  a  Muse  deceased : 
And  let  the  friendly  lines  they  writ. 
In  praise  of  long-departed  wit. 
Be  grav'd  on  either  side  in  columns, 
More  to  my  praise  than  all  my  volumes. 
To  burst  with  envy,  spite,  and  rage. 
The  Vandals  of  the  present  age. 
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VERSE»    '^ 


SENT  TO  THE  DEAN  WITH  AN  EAGLE  QUILL, 

B.Y  KRS  PILKINXiTOJft;*  \  ' 

Shall  thett  my  Wwimi  %\l  my  f^ory  claim. 
And  boldly  robi  we  of  eternal  faoiQ  ?  . 

Toev'ry  art  myif^'rous  aid  I  lepct 
To  music,  painting,  poetry,  a  friend. 
'Tb  I  leieleatial  haimpay  insqpire,      .   , 
Wheii  fe'd  to  strike  the  $weetly  wai4>Uog;  wire,  t 
I  to  ifhie  faitiiful  caav-^s  have  cooaign'd  . 
Each  bright  idea  of  the  painter'^  mind ; 
Behold  from  Raphael's  skydipt  pencils  rise 
Such*  heav*nly  scenes  as  charm  the  gazer's  eyes. 
O  let  me  now  aspire  to  higher  praise ! 
Ainbitious  to  transcribe  yc^  deathless  lays  ^ 
Nor  thou,  immortal  bard,  mr  aid  refuse. 
Accept  me  as  the  setirant  of  your  Muse , 
Then  shall  the  world  my  wondrous  worth  declare. 
And  all  mankind  your  matchless  pen  revere. 

"»  Sob  ft  Ittte^  to  Mrs  PSUdngtOHy  Jem  1^  I7n^9,  in  ViA.  3tiL 
f  QbUIs  of  tbe  barpflteliord* 

VOL.  XIV.  T 
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AN  INVITATION,  BY  DR  DELANY, 

IN  THE  NAME  OF  DR  SWIFT.* 

Mighty  Thomas,  f  a  solemn  senatus  J  I  call. 
To  consult  for  Sapphira;§  so  come  one  and  all; 
Quit  books,  and  quit  business,  your  cure  and  your 

care. 
For  a  long  winding  walk,  and  a  short  bill  of  fare. 
I Ve  mutton  for  you,  sir ;  and  as  for  the  ladies. 
As  friend  Virgil  has  it,  IVe  aliud  mercedis; 
For  Letty,  H  one  filbert,  whereon  to  regale ; 
And  a  peach  for  pale  Constance,  %  to  make  a  foil 

meal ; 
And  for  your  cruel  part,**  who  take  pleasure  in  blood, 
I  have  that  of  the  grape,  which  is  ten  times  as  good: 
Flow  wit  to  her  honour,  flow  wine  to  her  health : 
High  raised  be  her  worth  above  titles  or  v^nealth. 


♦  Sec  Mrs  Pilkingtoii's  Memoirs,  Vol.  III.  page  65. — N. 

f  From  their  diminntiTe  size,  the  Qean  used  to  call  Mr  Fil. 
kington  «  Tom  Thmnb,"  aod  his  wife  <*  his  kdy  fair."— N. 

X  To  correct  Mrs  Barber's  poems;  which  were  published  at 
London,  in  4 to,  by  subscription. 

^'The  name  by  which  Mrs  Barber  was  distin^ished  by  her 
friends.— *N. 

II  Mrs  Pilkington.-*N. 

f  Mrs  Cottstantia  Crrierson,  a  Tery  learned  young  lady,  who 
died  in  17d3,  at  the  age  of  27.—- N. 

**  Mrs  Van  Lewen  (Mrs  PUkington's  mother),  who  used  io 
argue  with  Dr  Swift,  about  his  deckunation  against  eating 
bloodf— Nf 
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THE  BEASTS'  CONFESSION  TO  THE  PRIEST, 


OS   OBBEBVIMG 


HOW  MOST  MBN  MISTAKE  THSIR  OWN  TALENTS. 

1732. 

PREFACE. 

I  HAVE  been  long  of  opinion,  that  there  is  not  a 
more  general  and  greater  mistakq^  or  of  worse  con- 
sequences  through  the  commerce  of  mankind,  than 
the  wron^  judgments  they  are  apt  to  entertain  of 
their  own  talents.  I  knew  a  stuttering  alderman  in 
London,  a  great  frequenter  of  coffeehouses,  who, 
when  a  fresh  newspaper  was  brought  in,  constantly 
seized  it  first,  and  read  it  aloud  to  his  brother  citi^- 
zens;  but  in  a  manner  as  little  intelligible  to  the 
standers-by  as  to  himself.  How  many  pretenders 
to  learning  expose  themselves,  by  choosing  to  dis- 
course on  those  very  parts  of  science  wherewith 
they  are  least  acq^inted  !  It  is  the  same  case  in 
every  other  qualification.  By  the  multitude  of  those 
who  deal  in  rhymes,  from  half  a  sheet  to  twenty, 
which  come  out  every  minute,  there  must  be  at  least 
five  hundred  poets  in  the  city  and  suburbs  of  Lon- 
don ;  half  as  many  coffeehouse  orators,  exclusive  of 
the  clergy;  forty  thousand  politicians,  and  four 
thousand  five  hundred  profound  scholars;  not  to 
mention  the  wits,  the  railers,  the  smart-fellows,  and 
critics ;  all  as  illiterate  and  impudent  as  a  suburb 
whore.    What  are  we  to  think  of  the  fine-dressed 
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sparks,  proud  of  their  own  personal  deformities,, 
which  appear  the  more  hideous  by  the  contrast  olf 
wearing  scarlet  and  gold,  with  what  they  call  tou- 
pets  ♦  on  their  heads,  and  all  the  frippery  of  a  mo- 
dem 1)Mti,  to*  make  a  figdre  hS(6te  ivometii  »ka^  tf 
them  with  hump-backs,  others  hardly  five  feet  high, 
and  every  feature  of  their  foces.  distorted:   I  have 
seen  many  of  these  insipid  pretenders  entering  into 
conversation  with  penions  .of  learamg,  eonstantly 
making  the  grossest  blunders  in   every  sentence, 
without  conveying  one  single  idea  fit  for  a  rational 
creature  to  spend  a  thought  on ;  perpetually  con- 
founding all  chronology i  kiid 'geography,  even  of 
prepient  tj^n^?,  compwtRj  tba^  Lop4<I^>  bp*  c^ewn 
native  fool»  Qf  the /b^yw,a^4  P«jppy  kf»d»  for  i^^ 
ama|ig.u$,ii>:Dut>Iin;,. beside  t^vo^^hiiir^s  of  onm 
trwspl^lfc^d  -thUhiBr,    who  are  now sQatwalized: 
A*i|i^eby  that  overgrown  <?ap^M  exgci^  purs.in  the 
axtiples  of  dunces  by  forty  to  one;  fm^wbiatij^  mor6 
t^.our  fujrthennortification,  there  is  not'  ojie.distinr 
guided  fooliof  Jriah  birth  pr  educatipn^  ;vfho  ni^ikes 
ajoty  noise  in  that  famous  metropolis,  unless  tb^  Lon- 
don priii\ts  W  y^Fy  partial  or  defective;  whereas 
Lwd<^n  \$  seWpni  without  a  dojten  of  their  own  edu* 
qaiing,  .wbo^epgrosstbe  vpgue  for  half  a  winter  to- 
gether, a^^jarci  qeyer^heardof  more,  but  give  place 
to  a  new.$et,    This  has  been  the  conataiit  progress 
for  at  l^ast  thirty  yes^rs  past>  only  aUowing  for  the 
pbange  of  b?eed  aW  fashion. 
.    The  po^m  is  grounded  upon  the  universal  folly  in 
mankind  <^^  mistaking  their  tajents  j  by  which  th^ 


*  *  Wigs  ii'iA  Jong'Wack  tails,  at  tlattime  tery  mtichki  hOiko. 
It  ifis  teiy  camlDOft  al89  to  c^ll  the  fTcarers  Qf  them  by  the  snnt 
iiaioe.— JF. 
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author  does  'i'gfttkiibmo^i  t&  kl^'oWti  ib{i6cie^^  al- 
most equalling  »tlifiiiv'#i«h*€iertaitibrti^s^  5^  Wherein, 
indeed,  he  is  too  pMtial^  ab^he  ffie^y 'b^hfes^^':  and 
yet  he  has  gart6fiw1(W'h94ie'W^Uft«)Wl&  by* "specify- 
ing four  animals;  the  Ij^^dtf;  cheft*,'ftH*f^«wito^,*and 
the  ape;  all  eaui^ly'irf^toe^d^^  eiKfcept  t*^^ 
who  outdoes*  «i€m*te  the  *ar<idfe' if' (irfi^^  so 
great  is  the^dli  <rf*ta«to'?-y  "'> ;'  '  !'■' v/<^.''    /•  .  i 

.•  ;'rr;'l  *lo  olh^tn?  \  'it   jtlJ  f^'  ;!l  ''  i  !" 

WheI^  tf^^M^  eo«A(l  yfA^  (#e  l^iti^  ssly 
They'i«»'^eand6'si(y^ecy'iia^        'n,'-,'-^.ii 
It  seems,  they  had>i^ligibtt!«hew>t  -''     *'»  f^* 
As  much  as  now^v<efittrf*iti  rtiehyj*  ' '''      ''^' 
It  happened,  wheha  ptei^afe'bfoke'd  ' 

(Which  therefore  'toadfe  m^ni  rtvofe  'deputy ' ,     '^ 
The  king*  >df  btut^  (flo  *iiake  it  pfetlli,  '  ^ 

Of  quad^edi  I  <>tiV  tti^^tt)       '     ^         '  '\ 
By  proclftHWWttelfi  gave  comraatid,  '  ' ' 
That  every  swbj€f«iiriithe  land-     */>    ^ 

Should  10  iheprieit^<«ttfe^theiVrf<]felV     * 
And  thus,  tbe^  iio^  Wbtf  begins :     '  ' 
Good^fttthdi^  I  iwtt«-'6«tt  With  sha.tiie', ' 
That  often! bave^b^^to^ blame:'  *  •' 
I  must  confess,  4«  ftidcgr  last,        =  '  * 

Wretch  thk'il'iras*!  >  I^binAie  toy  feit : 
But  I  defy  t*ie  basest  tongue       '     ' 
To  prove  I  did  my  iieighbotir  vvrong ;         ' 
Or  ever  wentto^e^  iriy  fbod'  \] 

By  rapine,  theft,  or  thiWtbfMoodl    \^    '; 
The  Ass  appri^adtttig  i^t,  eoirfes^^d,     '  •. 
That  in  his  heart  he  lov'd  a  je^  f   •  / 
A  wag  hfe  was,  he  needs  mitet  owri. 
And  could  ilet  let  a  dunce  alone :'  * 
Sometimes  his.fWend  he  would  not  sipalrt. 
And  might  perhaps  be  too  severe : 


Digitized  by 


Google 


S94  ^      poisMa. 

Birt  yet  the  .w6rst  thaft  coiiIdibe;sakl,  . »' 
He  was  a  wit  Wh  bomimd  brai  ; 
And»  if  it  be  a  sin  and  s^tamey    >     "  '  :i  , 
Nature  alfMAemust  bear  the  blame :  •   .:  I 
One  fault' Jie  has,  is  sorry  for%    :      i((j;  . 
His  ears  are  b^f  a  foot  too  short ;  *  !l>    ;  j. 
Which  could  he  to  the  stwrfaid  bringii.*  .  , 
He'd  show  his  face  before  the  king : 
Then  for  his  voice,  there's  none  disputes 
That  he's  the  nightingale  of  brutes. 

The  Swipe  wiS&i  conl^te  heart  allow^d^  .  / 
His  shape  and  beauty  made  him  prcAid :     '  i 
In  diet  was  perhaps  too :  nicje, 
But  gluttony  wa^  ne'e? iliis  vice: 
In  every  turn  of  life  content^ 
^    And  meekly  took  what  fortune  3ent : 
Inquire  through  all  the  parish  round,. 
A  better  neighbour  ne'er  was  foun^t    ; i ; 
His  vigilance  might  soipe  displease ;' 
'Tis  true,  he  hated  slpth  like , pease. 

The  mimic  Ape  b^gap  hi^  cliatter^       <   . 
How  evil  tongues  hifi[.lifig  b^patter;      ,      ' 
Much  of  the  censuring  world  complf^n'4f 
Who  said,  his  gravity  wa3  feign'd  :  i 

Indeed,  the  strictness  of  his  morals, 
Sng^g'd  hip  in  a  hundred  quarr^s  ; 
He  saw,  and  he  was  griev'd  to  s^^'t. 
His  zeal  was  sometimes  indiscreet c   -v  -  , 
He  found  his  virtues  too  severe 
For  our  corrupted  times?  %o  bear ; 
Yet  such  ar  lewd  licentious  age 
Might  well  excuse  a  stoic's  rage,      '  .    : 

The  Goat  advanc'd  witii  decent  pace  j^ 
And  first  excus'd  his. youthful  face ; 
Forgiveness  begg'd  that  he  appear'd 
('Twas  Nature's  fault)  without  a  beard- 
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'Tid:tFue^.he;was;iiotmiich  inolin'd 

To  foivto^ssior  the*  female  kind : 

Not^  as  hi^  ei^mies  object. 

From  chance,  or  natural  defect ; 

Not  by  his  frigid  ^constitution  5 

But  througb'a}ptPUs  resoIutitHx: 

For  he  had  made  a  holy  vow 

Of  Chastity,  w. monks  do  now : 

Which  he  xesoly'd  to  keep;  for  ever  hence. 

And  s^triqUy  too,  as  doth  his:  reverence^  * 

Apply  the  tale,  and  you  shall  iind^ 
How  just  it  suits  with  humian  kind. 
Some  faults  we  owii ;  but  can  you  giiSess  ? 
Why  virtues  carried  to  excess. 
Wherewith  oiir  .vmilty  endows  us. 
Though  qeitbc^  foe  nor  friend  allows  us. 

The  Lawyer  swears  (you  may  relyon't) 
He  never  squeee'd.a  needy  client; 
And  this  be  makei  his  constant  rule ; 
For  which  hia  brethren  csdl  him  fool  ^ 
His  conscience  always  .was  so  nk^e. 
He  freely  gave  the  poor  advice ; 
By  which  he  lo^  he  may  affirm,/' 
A  hundred  iees^  last  Easter  tensa;     . 
While  others  of  tlMlesamed  robe  ' 

Would  brealCft^e  patience  of  a  Job. 
No  pleader  i^die  barrcould  matqh    . 
His  diUgopoei  afd  quick  dispatch  ^ 
Ne'er  ket>t<a.cause^  he  well  ma^F  boast, 
AbQv]eateim>ojr.  tiwoi  at  mosU  : 

The  cringing' Knave,  who  s*$ek«  a  place    * 
Without  sucbeis,  tlMis  telb  his  case : 


♦  The  priest,  his  confeisOT.— F. 
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Why  shouM'h^loii^er>iiikieei;he^toll^  1 
He  faird,  bectuisii  he  coiJdd)ilc«  flatter  i'  '  oi 
He  had  not  leamMto  Mnr  faiiitwtt,  •  'i^>/ 
Nor  for  a  partj^  give  his  Votet'  ^  -  >  .  ^  i 
His  crime  he  quickly  imdeosicioil )  '  ' <i  / 
Too  zealous  fop  the  ni^ii^g0<idJs^  >  ^  '^ '^ 
He  found  the  minivters^ rcteimiil,  <  .    ;<  f 

Yet  could  not  for  his  heart  repent  it^  '  ^ 

Though  it  wootdraise^hikti  la  "the  lii)«irnr  ^'-^ 
He  pass'4»  bis  i  holn-fti  «qiong  bit  l>Mks  j  <  / 
You  find  itUi  his  liiMk^nil^o^       >i  H 

He  migte^  i€  he  were  ^oiWf  wiie^' 
Preferment  get^  and  ^ai^  W&  «5^es  t     i     ' '   [ 
But  owns,  he  had  a^siubbMn^ptrit^      /        ^^ 
That  niadd  him  ^  trust  ^lone4b  iMfait}  :  ,  '       ^ 
Would  rijie  b>f  merit  to  pMmottt^ii^ .  :    .  i 
Alas  !  a  meM  cSrimerio  notioti; 

The  D^icior^iil  you  will  believieMiii^i  '  / 
Confess'd  ft  ^iir|  (sthd  OiHlIforgfirci  h»m^)  > 
Caird  up  sft  Midnight,  raii^^save  -  >  ^H 
A  blind  old  beggar  frtMa|hei^ra/ve:''  ^^ 
But  see  how  Satan  d^veadigt  his^ina^eii ;  '  "  \^t 
He  quite  forgM  to  say  his  ptiyei«.i  ^  » 
He  cannot  helfi^  it'forhisi)MtaLrt>  <    ^ 

Sometimes^b'aet  the  parsoii'f  ^»d)k :   • '  i'  ^ 
Quotes  fro^th^  Bible  tftatiy  i^stoit6ftPMy<i 
Tliat  moves  his  pjBilteRbito>ifa|^iytMtC9V' 
And,  wbto  hitftmedkyiM^  dd^^mi  g04dy^  ' 
Supports  their  mkid6*\^kh  h&a^eMiyfMd^'tf 
At  whidhfy  h^^v^^fifv^r  weH  iikl^^e^ '-  ^ 
He  hears  th«  clergy  ai^eJdifeMted^  >j  1 1! 
And  grown  so  bold  behind  his  back, 
Tb  call  him  li)^  puerile  Trnd  quack.     — 
In  his  own  church  he  keeps  s;.  s^at;. 
Says  grace  before  and  after  meat ; 
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And  calls,  wilbotl  alGMtiii^4l^/'  '        / 

Hb  household  twi^a^^divfi;tfpfftj^ 
Heshun&«poth6CMie6ish<it)d;^'     • 
And  hates  t<>  ^tupck  the  i^k  With  ^lopi?: ^  •     '  /' 
He  scorns  tOrinake  hifi  iti^H'ttude ;      '  ^   '  ^  ' 
Nor  bribes  my  lady's  faiMimi^te  imad  ;   ' 

Old  nurse-keepeur  W(^M  lie^r  hke/      >      y 
To  recommend  him  to  the^^mre;  '  ,1 

Which  others, 'irhodi  ha  will  liol  tiam^/       '; 
Have  often  practise  to  thdr^shMrie.    '     '  ' ' '' 
The  Stat^^  tdlls  ^ti,  with  a  sM^f    ^*^ 
His  fault  is  «^4D|eiU>o^^iittce]ie)  :  /  H 

And  having  n^^imteri^itds^    -  '     ;' 

Is  apt  to  disoblige  his  frie^s^   :  ^  ^ 

The  naliocirs  good^  his  mksto^s  gl^ry,  - 

Without  TCligiid  to  whtg  or  tery. 
Were  all  the  isohemes  he  bad  in  view ; 
Yet  he  was  ^i^oiided  hyfem^t  '    .^ 

Though  imiif^  hiad  spread  a  Uiousand  lles^   ;  / 
•Twas  h^iddelatedth^^id^.*    * 
*Twas  kno#tk,  though  his  hitd' borne  adflclrsio^. 
That  stancNfng  troops  were  his  aversio)^ :        [ 
His  practice  wftsi  in  0rery  station,        '^  \   ' 
To  serve  the  king,  and  ple^u^  the  nation:  / 
Though  h»d  io  find  in  etery  case  ^ 

The  fittest  man  Io  fiH  a  'place :  '  ■ 

His  promitos  he  neW  forgot,  ^  . 

But  took  memorials  on  the  spott  -       ^ 

His  enemifls,  tor  wairt  of  charity,  | 

Said,  he  aflfec^  popularity:  / 

'Tis  true^  ^he  -  people  understood. 
That  all  he  did  wife  for  their  good ;  ^ 


*  A  bill  was  brought  into  the  House  of  Comi^ans  of  England, 
in  the  year  1732,  for  laying  an  excise  on  wines,  tobacc<K  &c%. 
which,  after  many  debates,  was  dropped. — F. 
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Their  kind  afTecticms  he  h9S  tried ; ;  , 
No  love  is  lost  on  either  sid^. 
He  came  to  court  with  fortune  olejar,  , 
Which  now  he.run^  out  every  year 5 
Must,  at  the  rate  that  he  goes  cm>  > . 
Inevitably  be  un^QPe ;  :    ; 

O !  if  his  majesty  wpluld  please 
To  give  him  but  a  writ  ,of  ease;  ^ : 

Would  grant  himtlic^ngie  toreliire,  / 
And  it  has  long  been  his  d€SBM!e,:o 
By  fair  accounts  it  ^would  be  ifbundy 
He's  poorer  by  ^9.  thousand  plouiid. .  :  i.. 
He  owns,  and  hopes  it  is  no  sin^i 
He  ne'er  was  partial  to  hi«  kin^  .         ... 
He  thought  it  base  for  men  in  stations":' 
To  crowd  the  court  with  their  relationa : 
//         His  country  was  bis  dearest  molher. 
And  every  virtuous  man  his  brother: 
Through  modesty  or  awkward :s)Mtme» 
(For  which  he  owns  himself  to  blame)! 
He  found  the  wisest  man  he  could,.  ; 
Withoiijt  respect  to  friends  or  blQod;, 
Nor  e  ^er  acts  on  private  vie ws>    1  / .  , 
When  he  has  liberty  to  choosef.       w 

The  Sharper  swore,  he  hated  play^y 
Except  to  pass  an  hour  away  : 
And  well  he  might ;  for,  to  hisiCQSt, 
By  want  of  skill,  he  always  lost ;     . 
He  heard  there  was  a  club  of  ch^ts> 
Who  had  contriv'd  a  thousand  feaCd; 
Could  change  the  stock,  or  cog  a  diej 
And  thus  deceive  the  sharpest  ^eye : 
Nor  wonder  how  his  fortune  sunk, 
His  brothers  fleece  him  when  he's  drunk. 

I  own  the  moral  not  exact; 
Besides,  the  tale  is  false  in  fact; 
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And  so  absurd,  that  I  could  raise  up 

From  fields  Elysian^  fabling  iBsop, 

I  would  accuse  him  to  his  face 

For  libelling  th^  four^fopt  race.    .  , 

Creatures  or  every  kind  but  ours 

Well  comprehend  their  natural  powers. 

While  Wie,  whom  reappn  ought  to  sway. 

Mistake  our  tajl^nt^  eyiery  4ay.  :     ^ 

The  Ass  was  never  known  so  stupid,  ' 

To  act  the  part  of  Tray  or  Cupid  j 

Nor  lei^s  upon  his  master's  lap,  r 

There  \o  be  stroked,  and  fed  wiUi  pap. 

As  i£sop  would  the  world  persuade; 

He  better  understands  his  trade : 

Nor  comes  whene'er  his  l^dy  whistles ; 

But  earnest  loads,  and  feeds  on  thistles. 

Our  author's  meaning,  I  presume,  is 

A  creature  bipes  et  implumis  ;  * 

Wherein  the  moralist  desi^n'd 

A  compliment  on  human  kind ;  ' 

For  here  he  owns,  that  now  and  then 

Beasts  may  degenerate  into  men.  f 


*  A  dfffinitiop  of  maa  diiappro?ed  by  all  logicians :  HomB 
e$i  animal  bipe$j  4mplume^  erecio  vuUu.'^F. 

f  Vide  GaUi?er|  pa  fais  accoHOt  of  the  HoQjrhiiliniD^«*F. 
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Can  wish  to  die  in  feftAiris^ het^i  ''^*  .l/U^iK^ 
No  real  fciil^Wde  «ttp!tel5^ ;  -  '  *  •  ^^  * 
Yet,  all  muBt  btWfii  Ibjr.^^ih'te  "Wiae.'f *^  ■  >->  ^' ' 
Thy  curate's  ^e,'«^  *■  ?  ''^ 

Thy  bu{iy,'|irudgiiifgi  icene  (AWfe,*'^  "*  *  -  ^ 
Thy  insdieiit;  aiiWrttle  ticar , '  •  v  * ; .  :  f  / 
Thy  want  o{€^c(k\^\mgli<{mir,^^^  "  ••'  ^^  ^^' 
Thy  thrtiiHwLffe  gio^nl'thy'ett^octfeitt/  '  "^ 
Thy  crie*t^tiiA;t%tetmey  *^t;'^i^  '^''* 
Thy  week  made  np  of  festing-^ays;>»'  ^  ' 

Thy  grate  unconseimil^  Wf  a  bia«6',     '  * :       * ' 
And,  to  complete  ^y  bthei^  cnrfee^;-  '^  ^     •  * 
The  quarterly  demahdi^  ^  imrs^,    . ; :  c  j  i  =  •  ^ 
Are  ills  ymi  wisely  i^sh  to  I^iafve,  •  '  ^  > '  *    ' 
And  fly  fort  r^ge Wthe  jgrttve ;■'   .    '<  ^        ' 

And,  OiJ^at  virtue  you_  express^ 

In  wishing  such  afflictions  less  ! 
.    Bttt^noir,  should  Forttine  shift  thisid^ne^ 
And  make  thjrcuraie^iip  fi^^be«ftv'   >'' ' 
Or  sdfhiie  rich  benefice  provide,*  "^ '^  "^' 
To  pamper  luxury  and  pride ; 
With  labour  small,  and  income  great ; 
With  chariot  less  for  use  than  state; 
With  swelling  scarf,  and  glossy  gown. 
And  license  to  reside  in  town  : 
To  shine  where  all  the  gay  resort. 
At  concerts,  coffeehouse,  or  court : 
And  weekly  persecute  his  grace 
With  visits,  or  to  beg  a  place  : 
10 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  HARDSHIP  UPpl^.f  HE  LADIES.  36l 

With  underlings  ^hy  flock  to  teach. 
With  no  desire  to  pray  or  preach  *^ 
With  haughty  spOttSe'  in  v^sttire  fine, 
With  plenteous  meals  and  generous  wine ; 
Wouldst  thou  not  wish,  iA  so  much  ease. 
Thy  years  as  numerous  t.^  ihy  days  ? 


;T  r 


THE  HARDSHIP  UPON  THE  LADIES. 


Poor  ladies !  though, |h^ir  bwai^es^  ha  tp  plajy, 
'Tis  hard  they  must  be  busy  night  and  day : 
Why  should  they  want  the  '{Jrivilege  of  men. 
Nor  take  some  »aQyaU .diver3ions  now  and  timnl 
]tlad  women  be^n  th9  masters  of  oaria)V^i .  m   . 
(And  why  they  w^re  not,  I  ^au  see  i^  oauflf ). 
The  men  should  slav^  ^^  q^^rds  from  morn  la  night; 
And  female  pleasures  be  to  read  and  write. 
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A  LOV£  SONG. 

IN    THE    MODERN    TASTE- 

1733. 

I. 

Fluttering  spread  thy  puq>le  pinions^ 
Gentle  Cupid,  o*er  my  heart : 

I,  a  slave  in  thy  dominions  ; 
Nature  must  give  way  to  art. 

II. 

Mild  Arcadians,  ever  blooming. 
Nightly  nodding  o*er  your  nocks> 

See  my  weary  days  consuming 
AU  Deneath  yon  flowery  rocks. 

III. 
Thus  the  Cyprian  goddess  weeping 

Moum'd  Adonis,  darling  youth : 
Him  the  boar,  in  silence  creeping, 

Gror*d  with  unrelenting  tooth. 

IV. 

Cynthia,  tune  harmonious  numbers  y 
Fair  Discretion,  string  the  lyre  j 

Sooth  my  ever«waking  slumbers  : 
Bright  Apollo,  lend  thy  choir. 

V. 
Gloomy  Pluto,  king  of  terrors^ 

Arm'd  in  adamantine  chains. 
Lead  me  to  the  crystal  mirrors. 

Watering  soft  Hysian  plains. 
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VI. 

Mournful  cypress,  verdant  willow. 
Gilding  my  Aurelia*s  brows, 

Morpheus,  hovering  o'^er  my  pillow. 
Hear  me  pay  my  dying  vows. 

VII. 

Melancholy  smooth  Meander, 
Swiftly  purling  in  a  round. 

On  thy  margin  lovers  wander. 

With  thy  flowery  chapJets  crown'd. 

VIIL 

Thus  when  Philomela  drooping 
Softly  seeks  her  silent  mate. 

See  the  bird  of  Juno  stooping^ 
Melody  resigns  to  fate. 


THE  STORM : 


MINERVA*S  PETITION. 


Pallas,  a  goddess  chaste  and  wise. 
Descending  lately  from  the  skies. 
To  Neptune  went,  and  begg'd  in  form 
He*d  give  his  orders  for  a  storm ; 
A  storm,  to  drown  that  rascal  Horte, 
And  she  would  kindly  thank  him  for't; 
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A  wretch !  whom  Engli^i  rogiies,  to  spite  h«v 
Had  lately  honQifr*4  Mr.Hh  a  mitre^ ,     . 

The  god,  who  favoured  her  r^qi^^t^ 
Assur'd  her  he  would  do  his  best ;  ,     .     ;       r  - 
But  Venus  had  be^  there  before,  •  ^* 

Pleaded  the  bishop  lov'd  a  whore. 
And  had  enlarged  her  jeiiypire  wide  $ 
He  own^d  no  deity  besif^.  T  / 

At  sea  or  land,  if  e*er  you  fpun<J;hin!i  ; 

Without  a  mistress,  habg  or  drowu  hiin         .  . 
Since  Burpet's  d^ath,,  the  bishop^'[,bencl|,  ^/ 
Till  Horte  arrirM,  ne'er  kept  a  wench  ; 
If  Horte  must  sink>  sljO  grieres  to  tell  it^ 
She'll  not  have  left  one  single  prelate  j 
For,  to  say  truth,  she  did  intend  him^ 
Elect  of  Cyprus  in  cammendanh 
And,  since  her  birth  the  ocean  gave  her* 
'  She  could  not  doubt  her  uncle*s  favour. 

Then  Proteus  urgM  the  same  request. 
But  half  in  earnest,  half  in  jest ; 
Said  he — "  Great  sovereign  of  the  main,^ 
To  drown  him  all^tTOftipts  are  vain. 
Horte  can  assume  more  forms  than  I, 
A  rake,  a  bully,  pimp,  or  spy ; 
Can  creep,  or  run,  or  fly  or  swim ; 
AH  motions  are  tJilte  to  him:^  > 
Turn  him  adrift,  and  you  shall  find 
He  knows  to  sail  with  every  wind ; 
Or,  throw  him  overboard,  be^!  ride 
As  well  against  as  with  the  tide. 
But,  Pallas,  yoiiVe  applied  too  late  j 
For,  His  decreed,  by  Jove  and  Fate, 
I'hat  Ireland  must  be  soon  destroy^d> 
j^nd  who  but  Hwte  caa  be  dmploy^d  ? 
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You  nee4  not  then  have  been  so  pert. 

In  sending  Bolton  *  to  Clonfert, 

I  found  you  did  it,  by  your  grinning  ; 

Your  business  is  to  mind  your  spinning. 

But  how  yoiji  came  to  interpose 

In  making  bishopjs^  no  one  knows :  ...  * 

Or  who  regarded  jrour  report  5  I 

For  never  were  you  seen  at  court.      \  * 

And  if  you  inust  have  your  petition. 

There's  Berkeley  f  in  the  same  condition  ^  ; 

Look,  there  he  stands,  and  'tis  but  j^st^ 

If  one  must  drown  the  other  must; . 

But,  if  ypu*ll  leave  us  Bishop  Judas,  i   ^ 

We'll  give  you  Berkeley  for  Bern^idas.  %      ;- 

Now,  if  'twill  gratify  your  spite. 

To  put  him  in  a  plaguy  fright. 

Although  'tis  hardly  worth  the  cost. 

You  soon  shall  see  liim  sbuncHy  tost. 

You'll  find  him  swear,  blaspheme,  and  damiv 

(And  every  moment  take  a  dram) 

His  ghastly  vi^^  With  an  air ' 

Of  reprobation  and  despair : 

Or  else  some  hiding4i(rfe  be  seek^. 

For  fear  the  rest  sb^ld  say  he  squeaks ; 

Or,  as  Fitzpatrick  §  did  bdfore. 

Resolve  to  perish  witfi  his  whore;;  1 


*  Dr  Theophilas  Bolton,  afterwards  Archbishop  of  Cashell.^ 

Km 

t  Dr  Geo^  Berkelegr,  a  aemor  fettow  of  XrmHf  College, 
Dablin,  from  whence  he  was  .made  Dean  of  iUerrjr.,  and  after, 
wards  bishop  of  Cloyne.— F* 

t  See  his  scheme  in  his  Miscellanies  for  erectmg  an  vnirersitj 
at  fiermudas. — F. 

§  Brigadier  Fitajpatrick  was  drowned  in  one  of  the  packet* 
boats  in  the  Bay  of  Dublin,  in  a  great  storm. — F. 
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Or  else  h^  rav«,  and  rbari,  tttSi  iwcars,  ' 
And,  but  for  shame,  witiW  s»y  his  prayeWi 
Or,  would  you  S6^  his  *pll4t»  teivfk,         * ;  '     - 
Relaxing  don^mwards  in  ^  stiAk?  ,'  /, 

If  such  a  sight  as  thiu  can  please  ye^    '.* '  ' '*. 
Good  MadMi  Pallas,  pniy  *b  (iasy. 
To  Neptune  speak,  and  fteTl  *onsetit ;  * 
But  he*ll  conie  badt  th^  kitkfe  he  went. 
The  goddete,  trhb  cinceiv'd  ah  hope 
That  Horttf  Was  destined  to  a  rope, 
Believ'd  iVbfest  tocdndeeeend^  '    '     ' 

To  spare  a  foe,  to  save  a  friend  t^    ;      \  .  '     , 
But,  fearipg  Berkeley  might  be  seaPd;  *  .: 
She  left  hhin  virtue  for  a  guard*'  '    ' 


ODE  ON  SCIENCE.  * 

O,  HEAyENi.Y  boml  in  deepest  deUd 
If  fairetgl  i^ence  ever  Awdk 

Beneath  the  mossy  cave ;     ' 
Indulge  the  irwdure  of  the  woodsy 
With  azure  beauty  gild  the  floods, 

And  flowery  carpels  laveV 

i?or,  melancholy  ever  reigns 
Delighted  in  the  sylvan  semes 
With  scientifrc  light;  ^*       '     * 


♦  iThis  is  written  in  tlie  same  style,  aiid  With'  die  same  dew|"> 
5  bis  ^  Love  Song  in  the  modem  "f  aste."— H, 
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While  Diaii»  huntress  of  the  vales^ 
Seeks  lulling  soundb  atul  fanning  gai^^ 
Though  wrapt  from  mortal  sights 

Yet,  goddess^  jret'th^  way  explore  *  ^   ; 

With  magic  rites  imd  heathen  lore    >  t     * 

Obstructed  and  d^ess'd :  '    :'        ' 

Till  WisdcNn  give  the  sacred  Nm^ 
Untaught^  nol  un^ia^ir'dy  to  shine^ 

By  Keason's  power  redressed.  .        : 

When  Solon  and  Lycurgus  taught. 
To  moralize  the  htnamt  thought 

Of  mad  opinion's  maze. 
To  erring  zeal  they  gave  new  laws^ 
Thy  charms,  O  Liberty,  the  cause 

That  U^ids  congemsd  rays* 

Bid  brig^  Astraea  gild  the  moni» 
Or  bid  a  hundred  suns  be  bom. 

To  hecatomb  the  year ; 
Without  thy  aid,  in  vain  the  poles^  ; 

In  vain  the  zodiao  system  rails,    .... 

In  vain  the  luaar  sphere. 

Come,  fairest  princess  of  the  throng. 
Bring  sweet  philosophy  along. 

In  metaphy sic  dreams ; 
While  raptur'd  bards  no  more  behold 
A  vernal  age  of  purer  gold. 

In  Heliconian  streiUQs. 

Drive  Thraldom  with  malignant  hand» 
To  curse  some  other  destin'd  land» 
By  Folly  led  astniy: 
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lerne  bear  on  azure  /wing ; 
Energic  let  her  soar,  sudsmg 
Thy  universal  sway. 


f  ,r. 


So  when  An^[)hion  bade  the  lyre       ^^  >;  .'  '^ 
To  more  majestic  sound  aspiret  i 

Behold  the  madding  throng,  .( 

In  wonder  md  bbli vion-drowu' d*  « 

To  sculptui:etturn'd.b|y  liaagicdoiuidt'       ;  ./f 

And  petrifying  song*.  . .  '•;  .' 


.'  • .  I 


YOUNG  LADTS  COMPLAINT,! 

FOR   THE    SITAY  OF   'FHB   DEAN  IN   ENGLAND* 

[These  yerses  seem  to  be  written  on  the  same  plan  irttK  the  pre* 
ceding,  in  order  to  ridkmle  the  contoidn«.plao88  of  poetry;} 


Blow,  ye  zephyrs;  gfehtld  gales ;  '  -" 
Gently  fill  the  swellinjg  sails: 
Neptune,  with  thy  tridfent  long,  ' 
Trident  three-fork*d,  trideht  stirongj : 
And  ye  Nereids  fair  and  g^ay, 
Fairer  than  the  rose  in  May, 
Nereids'  living  in  deep'  caves,  * 

Gently  washed  With  gentle  waves ; 
Nereids,  Neptune,  ItlH  asleep 
Ruffling  storms,  and  ruffled  deep ; 
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All  around,  in  pompous  state^ 

On  this  richer  Argo  wait : 

Argo,  bring  my  golden  fleece, 

Argo,  bring  htottC.his  Greece. 

Will  Cadenus  longer  stay  ? 

Come,  Cadenus,  come  away ; 

Come  with  all  the  haste  of  love. 

Come  unto  thy  turtle-dove. 

The  ripen'd  cherry  on  the  tree 

Hangs,  an4  Puly.  ^s^ngs  for  thee,. 

Luscious  peache^,  mellow  pear^,   . 

Ceres  with  her  yelloisv  ears. 

And  the  grape^  both  red  and  whit^. 

Grape  inspiring  just  delight ; 

All  are  ripe,  and  courting  sue,  ... 

To  be  pluck'd  ai^d  press'd  by  you. 

Pinks  have  lost  their  blooming  red. 

Mourning  hang  their  drooping  head^ 

Every  flower  languid  seems. 

Wants  the  colour  of  thy  beams, , 

Beams  of  wond^rpus  force  and  ppwer. 

Beams  reviving  every  flower. 

Come,  Cadenus,  bless  once  more. 

Bless  again  thy  native  shore. 

Bless  again  this  drooping  isle. 

Make  its  weeping  b^eauties  amile. 

Beauties  that  thine  absence  mpuri^. 

Beauties  wishing  thy  return :      ,  ; 

Come,  Cadenus,  come  with  haste. 

Come  before  the  winter's  blast  j .  : 

Swifter  than  the  lightning  fly,         . , .    . 

Or  I,  like  Vanessa,  die. 
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All  human  race  would  fain  be  wits. 
And  millions  miss  for  one  that  hits* 
Young's  universal  passion,  pride^ 
Was  never  known  to  spread  so  wide. 
Say,  Britain,  could  you  ever  boast 
Three  poets  in  an  age  at  most  ? 
Our  chilling  climate  hardly  b^ars 
A  sprig  of  bays  in  fifty  years ; 
While  every  fool  his  claim  alleges, 
As  if  it  grew  in  common  hedges. 
What  reason  can  there  be  assigned 
For  this  perverseness  in  the  mmd  ? 
Brutes  find  out  where  their  talents  lie: 
A  bear  will  not  attempt  to  fly ; 
A  foundered  horse  will  oft  debate, 
Before  he  tries  a  five-barr*d  gate ; 
A  dog  by  instinct  turns  aside. 
Who  sees  the  ditch  too  deep  and  wide. 
But  man  we  find  the  only  creature 
Who,  led  by  foUy,  combats  Nature ; 
Who,  when  she  loudly  cries.  Forbear, 
With  obstinacy  fixes  there ; 
And,  where  his  genius  least  inclines, 
Absurdly  bends  his  whole  designs. 

Not  empire  to  the  rising  sun 
By  valour,  conduct,  fortune  won ; 
Not  highest  wisdom  in  debates 
For  framing  laws  to  govern  states ; 
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Not  skill  in  sciences  profound 
So  large  to  grasp  the  circle  round ; 
Such  heayenly  influence  require. 
As  how  to  strike  the  Muse's  lyre. 

Not  beggar's  brat  on  bulk  begot; 
Not  bastard  of  a  pedlar  Scot ; 
Not  boy  brought  up  to  cleaning  shoes. 
The  spawn  of  Bridewell  or  the  stews ; 
Not  infante  dropp'd,  the  spurious  pledges 
Of  gypsies  littering  under  hedges  5 
Are  so  disqualified  by  fate 
To  rise  in  church,  or  law,  or  state, 
As  he  whom  Phcebus  in  his  ire 
Has  blas);ed  with  poetic  fire. 
What  hope  of  custom  in  the  fair. 
While  not  a  so.ul  demands  your  ware  ? 
Where  you  have  nothing  to  produce 
For  private  life,  or  public  usi^  ? 
Court,  city,  country,  want  you  not ; 
You  cannot  bribe,  betray,  or  plot. 
For  poets,  law  makes  no  provision; 
The  wealthy  have  you  in  derision : 
Of  state  affairs^  you  cannot  smatter ; 
Are  awkward  when  you  try  to  flatter  j 
Your  portion,  taking  Britain  round. 
Was  just  one  annual  hundred  pound ; 
Now  not  so  much  as  in  remainder. 
Since  Cibber  brought  in  an  attainder ; 
For  ever  fix'd  by  right  divine 
(A  monarch's  right)  on  Grub  Street  line. 

Poor  starv'ling  bard,  how  small  thy  gaijis  1 
How  unproportion'd  to  thy  pains  I 
And  here  a  simile  comes  pat  in  : 
Though  chickens  take  a  month  to  fattens 
The  guests  in  less  than  half  an  hour 
Will  more  than  half  a  score  devour, 
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So,  after  toiline  twenty  days 
To  earn  a  stocK  of  pence  and  praise^ 
Thy  labours,  grown  the  critic's  prey. 
Are  swallowed  o'er  a  dish  of  tea : 
Gone  to  be  never  heard  of  more. 
Gone  where  the  chickens  weiit  before. 
How  shall  a  new  attempter  learn 
Of  different  spirits  to  discern, 
And  how  distinguish  which  is  which. 
The  poet's  vein,  or  scribbling  itch  ? 
Then  hear  an  old  experienced  sinner. 
Instructing  thus  a  voung  beginner. 
Consult  vourself ;  and  if  you  find 
A  powerful  impulse  urge  your  mind» 
Impartial  judge  within  your  breast 
What  subject  you  can  manage  best ; 
Whether  your  genius  most  inclines 
To  satire,  praise,  or  humorous  lines. 
To  elegies  in  mournful  tone, 
Or  prologue  sent  from  hand  unknown. 
Then,  rising  with  Aurora's  light. 
The  Muse  invok'd,  sit  down  to  write ; 
Blot  out,  correct,  insert,  refine. 
Enlarge,  diminish,  interHne ; 
Be  mmdful,  when  invention  fails^ 
To  scratch  your  head,  and  bite  your  nails. 

Your  poem  finished,  next  your  care 
Is  needful  to  transcribe  it  fair. 
In  modem  wit  all  printed  trash  is 
Set  off  with  numerous  breaks  and  dashes- 
To  statesmen  would  you  give  a  wipe. 
You  print  it  in  Italic  type. 
When  letters  are  in  vulgar  shapes, 
'Tis  ten  to  one  the  wit  escapes  : 
But,  when  in  capitals  express'd. 
The  dullest  reader  smokes  the  jest  i 
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Or  else  perhaps  he  may  invent 
A  better  than  the  poet  meant ; 
As  learned  commentators  view 
In  Homer  more  than  Homer  knew. 

Your  poem  in  its  modish  dress. 
Correctly  fitted  for  the  press. 
Convey  by  penny-post  to  lintot. 
But  let  no  friend  alive  look  intoH. 
If  Lintot  thinks  'twill  quit  the  cost. 
You  need  not  fear  your  labour  lost : 
And  how  agreeably  surprised 
Are  you  to  see  it  advertised  ! 
The  hawker  shows  you  one  in  print. 
As  fresh  as  farthings  from  the  mint : 
The  product  of  your  toil  and  sweating ; 
A  bastard  of  your  own  begetting. 

Be  sure  at  Will's,  the  following  day. 
Lie  snug,  and  hear  what  critics  say ; 
And,  if  you  find  the  general  vogue 
Pronounces  you  a  stupid  rogue. 
Damns  all  your  thoughts  as  low  and  little. 
Sit  still,  and  swallow  down  your  spittle. 

Be  silent  as  a  politician,         * 
For  talking  may  beget  suspicion ; 
Or  praise  the  judgment  of  the  town. 
And  help  yourself  to  run  it  down. 
Give  up  your  fond  paternal  pride. 
Nor  argue  on  the  weaker  side: 
For,  poems  read  without  a  name 
We  justly  praise,  or  justly  blame ; 
And  critics  have  no  partial  views. 
Except  they  know  whom  they  abuse : 
And  since  you  ne'er  provoke  their  spite. 
Depend  upon't  their  judgment's  right. 
But  if  you  blab,  you  are  undone  : 
Consider  what  a  risk  you  run  : 
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You  lose  your  credit  aU  at  <Hiice  ; 
The  town  will  mark  you  for  a  duaoe ;. 
The  vilest  doggrel.  Grub  Street  seiKls, 
Will  pass  for  yours  witli  foes  smd  fiiends ; 
And  you  must  bear  the  whole  dbgraco^ 
Till  some  fresh  blockhead  takes  your  plape^ 

Your  secret  kept,  your  poem  sunk. 
And  sent  in  quires  to  line  a  trunks 
If  still  you  be  disppsi*d  to  rhjrme^ 
Go  try  your  hand  a  second  time. 
Again  you  fail :  yet  Safe's  the  word-; 
TsJce  courage,  and  attempt  a  third.    ^ 
But  first  with  care  employ  your  thofO^^ts 
Where  critics  marked  your  former  faults  j 
The  trivial  turns,  the  borrow*d  wit, 
The  similes  that  nothing  fit ; 
The  cant  which  every  fool  repeate. 
Town  jests  and  coffee-house  conceits. 
Descriptions  tedious,  flat  and  dry. 
And  introduced  the  Lord  knows,  why : 
Or  where  we  find  your  fury  set 
Against  the  harmless  alphabet ; 
On  A*s  and  Be*s  your  malice  vent. 
While  readers  wcmder  whom  you  meant  5 
A  public  or  a  private  robber, 
A  statesman,  or  a  South«-Sea  jobber ; 
A  prelate,  who  no  God  believes ; 
A  parliament,  or  den  of  thieves  j 
A  pickpurse  at  the  bar  or  bench, 
A  duchess,  or  a  suburb  wench : 
Or  oft,  when  epithets  you  link . 
In  gaping  lines  to  fill  a  chink ; 
Like  stepping-stones,  to  save  a  stride. 
In  streets  where  kennels  are  too  wide ; 
Or  like  a  heel-piece,  to  support 
A  cripple  with  one  foot  too  short ; 
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Or  like  a  bridge,  that  joins  a  marish 
To  moorlands  of  a  different  parish. 
So  have  I  seen  ill-coupled  hounds 
Drag  different  wa3rs  in  miry  grounds. 
So  geographers,  in  Afric  maps. 
With  savage  pictures  fill  their  g9p9. 
And  o'er  unlmfoitalde  d6wns 
Place  elef^hants  for  want  of  towns. 

But,  though  you  mi^  your  third  essay. 
You  need  not  throw  your  pen  away« 
Lay  now  asiik  all  thoughts  of  fame^ 
To  spring  more  profitable  game. 
From  par^  merit  seek  support ; 
The  vUest  verse  thrives  best  at  court. 
A  pamphlet  in  Sir  Bob's  defence 
Will  never  fail  to  bring  in  pence : 
Nor  be  concem'd  about  the  sale. 
He  pays  his  workmen  on  the  nail. 

A  prince,  the  moment  he  is  crown'd. 
Inherits  every  virtue  round. 
As  emblems  of  the  sovereign  power. 
Like  other  baubles  in  the  Tower: 
Is  generous,  valiimt,  just,  md  wise,  \ 

And  so  conl^ues  till  he  dies : 
His  humble  senate  this  professes. 
In  all  their  speeches,  votes,  addresses. 
But  once  you  fix  him  in  a  tomb, 
His  virtues  fade,  his  vices  bloom ; 
And  each  perfection,  wrong  imputed, 
Is  fully  at  his  death  confuted. 
The  loads  of  poems  in  his  praise. 
Ascending,  make  one  funeral  blaze : 
As  soon  as  you  can  hear  his  knell. 
This  god  on  earth  turns  devil  in  HeH :        •  •     , 
And  lo !  his  ministers  of  state, 
Transform'd  to  imps,  his  levee  wait ; 
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Where,  in  the  scenes  of  endless  yh^^ 
They  ply  their  former  arts  below ; 
And  as  they  sail  in  Chamn's  boat,    >    i    • 
Contrive  to  bribe  the  judjgie's  vote;  . 
To  Cerberus  they  give  a  sop. 
His  triple  baricing  moiith  to  stop ; 
Or,  in  the  ivory  gate  of  dreams  * 
Project  excise  ami  South-Sea  schemes ; 
Or  hire  their  party  pamphleteers. 
To  set  Elysium  by  the  ears^ 

Then,  poet,  if  you  mean  to  thrive,. 
Employ  your  Muse  on  king^  alive;. 
With  prudence  gathering  up  a  cluster 
Of  all  the  virtues  you  can  muster. 
Which,  form'd  into  a  garland  sweet, ' 
Lay  humbly  at  your  monarch's  feet ;. 
Who,  as  the  odours  rra,ch  his  throne. 
Will  smile,  and  think  them  all  his  own  ^ 
For  law  and  Gospel  both  determine 
All  virtues  lodge  in  royal  ermine : 
I  mean  the  oracles  of  both, 
Who  shall  depose  it  upon  oath. 
Your  garland,  in  the  following  reign» 
Change  but  the  names,  will  do  agaui.  ' 

But,  if  you  think  this  trade  toabase^ 
(Which  seldom  is  the  dunce*s  case) 
Put  on  the  critic's  brow,  and  sit 
At  Will's,  the  puny  judge  of  wit. 
A  nod,  a  shrug,  a  scornful  smile^ 
With  caution  us'd,  may  serve  a  while. 
Proceed  no  further  in  your  part, 
Before  you  learn  the  terms  of  art ; 


*  Sunt  gemins  Somni  portae— a 
Altem  candeQti  perfecta  nitens  elephanta.— Virg.  1.  6^ 
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For  yon  caa^neyer  be  too  fer  gone 
In  all  our  modern  critics  j^argon :    i 
Then  talk  with  more  aathentic  fiEM:^  .  o  . 

Of  unities,  in  time  and  place  ^  •  ♦ 

Get  scraps  lOf  Horace^frdm  your  friends, 
And  have  them  at  youn  fingers  ends  ; 
"Learn  Aristotle's  rules  by  r<rte,  «     > 

And  at  all  hazards  boldly  ijuote  ; 
Judicious  R3rkBLer  oft  reywrw,         r  w   .      ■ 

Wise  Dennis,  andprofoiind  Bossu,  '  /  ^' 

Readallthe  >prefaces\of  Dryden,  > 

For  these  our  critics  mitch  confide  in  ^ : 
Though  merely  writfjal (first  for  filling,    .        I 
To  raise  thcvoliuneis  price  a  shilling.  ^  ,    I 

A  forward  critic  often  diipes  lus  . 
With  shim^quotatioas peri  hupsous. :'f^^^.         t 
And  if  we  ihave  not  rbad  Lw^inus,  \ 
Will  magisterially  outshine  usu 
Then,  lest  With*  Greek  He  overrun  ye,  .      ' 
Procure  the  tbopk  for  love  or  money. 
Translated  from  Boileau's  translation,  t      ' 
And  quote  quotation  on  itjuotation.  - 

At  Will's  you  hrar  a  poem  read,   , 
Where  Battas  from  Uie  table  head,^ 
Reclining  on  his  elbow-chair,    .         .  >i         • 
Gives  judgment  with  decisive  air ; 
To  whom  the  tribe  of  circling  wits 
As  to  an  oracle  subkntts/ 
He  gives  directioais  to  the  town,  .   . 

To  cry  it  up,  or  run  it  down ;  \    '   ' 

Like  courtiers,  when  they  send  a  bote. 
Instructing  members  how  to  vote. 


♦  A  famous  treatise  of  Longums.—Dubl.  ed, 
+  By  Mr  Welsted—Ibid.' 
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He  sets  the  stamp  of  bad  ^wmd  jgood, . 
Though  not  a  word  be  linderstodiL 
Your  lesson  leam'd,  ydu'll  be.sebupe 
To  get  the  name  of  connoisseur : 
And,  when  your  merits  bnce  are  known^ 
Procure  disciples  of  your  own.  .  .     ^ 

For  poets  (you  can  nei/ser  want  tha^)  . 
Spread  through  Augusta  Trinobantum,  f 
CiiHnputing  by  their  pecks  of  coalsy  >    ' 
Amount  to  just  mnethousand  souls : 
These  o'er  their  propei'  districts  govern,  ' 
Of  wit  and  humour  judges  soyereigiu 
In  every  street  a  cit^  baid 
Rules,  like  an  alderman,  his  ward;    ' 
His  undisputed  rights  extend 
Through  all  the  lanie,  from  end  to  end ; 
The  neighbours  rouAd  admire  his  shrewditess, 
Vor  songs  of  loyalty  and  lewdness  ; 
Outdone  by  none  in  xiiyming  wdl, 
Although  he  never  learned  to  spell; 

Two  bordering  wits  contend  for  ^mry ; 
And  one  is  whig,  and  one  is  tory :    - 
And  this,  for  epics  claims  the  bays. 
And  that,  for  elegiac  lays : 
Some  fam'd  for  numbers  9oSi  imd  smooth. 
By  lovers  spoke  in  Punch's  bootili ;     . 
And  some  as  justly  fame  extols 
For  lofty  lines  in  Smithtfield  drolls* 
Bavins  in  Wapping  gains  renown, 
And  Maevius  reigns  o*er  Kentish  towni 
Tigellius  plac'd  in  Phoebus'  car 
From  Ludgate  shines  to  Temple-bar : 


*  The  ancient  name  of  London.— DuU.  ed. 
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Harmonious  Cibber  entertains 
The  court  with  annuai  birth-day  strains ; 
Whence  Gay'^Vas  banish'd  in  disgrace; 
Where  Pojfie  will  never  show  his  face ; 
Where  Young  tnust  torture  his  invention  ^ 
To  flattier  knaves  or  lose  his  pension.     " 

But  these  are  not  a  thotisahdth  part 
Of  jobbers  in  the  poet?s  art. 
Attending  each  his  proper  station,  ^  * 

And  all  in  due  subordinatkAi, 
Through  every  afley  to  be  found. 
In  garrets  high,  or  unddr  ground; 
And  when  they  Join  their  pericranies,       '     ' 
Out  skips  a  bc^  of  tms<5ellanies. 
Hobbes  clearly  prottefe,  that  every  creilure 
Lives  in  a  state  imf  war  by  niitut:e. 
The  greater  fcr  the  smaller  watch. 
But  middte  seldom  with  thdr  match. 
A  whale  of  moderate  size  will  draw 
A  shoal  of  herrings  down  his  maw ; 
A  fox  with  geese  Tiis  belly  crams; 
A  wolf  destroys  a  thbuisand  lambs ; 
But  search  among  the  rhyming  race, 
The  brave  are  worried  by  the  base. 
If  on  Par nasstis*  top  you  sit. 
You  rafdy  Wte,  are  al  wiays  bit : 
Each  poet  of  inferior  size 
On  you  shall  rail  and  criticize. 
And  •strive  to  tear  you  limb  from  limb  j 
AVhile  tWTieif^do  as  much  for  him. 

The  vermin  only  teaze  and  pinch 
TTheir  foes  superior  by  an  inch.  "*' 

So,  naturalists  observe,  a  flea 
Has  smaller  rieos  that  on  him  prey ; 
And  these  have  smaller  still  to  bite  'em. 
And  so  proceed  ad  infinitum. 
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Thus  every  poet,  in  his  kind,       . 
Is  bit  by  him  that  comes  behind : 
Who,  though  too  little  to  be  seen,^|.^ 
Can  tease,  and  gall,  and  give  the  spleen.; 
Call  dunces,  fools,  and  sons  of  whores^ 
Lay  Grub  Street  at  each  other's  doors-^ 
Extol  the  Greek  and,  Roman  masters. 
And  curse  our  modern  poetasters; , 
Complain,  as  many  ap  ancient  ba^ti  did,  , 
How  genius  is  no  more  rewarded  j     ; 
How  wrong  a  taste  prev^s  among  us*; 
How  much  our  s^cestprs  outsung  us ). 
Can  personate  an  awkward  scorn     ^r  . 
For  those  who  are  not  poets  born ;  ,  r 
And  all  their  brother  dunces  lash. 
Who  crowd  the  press  with  hourly  trash. 

O  Grub  Street !  how  do  I  bcimoan  thee. 
Whose  graceless  children  scorn  jto  pjH?n  thee  5 
Their  filial  piety  forgot. 
Deny  their  country,  like  a  Scot  5    ■ 
Though,  by  their  idiom  and  grimace^ 
They  soon  betray  their  native  place : 
Yet  thou  hast  greater  cause  to  be 
Asham'd  of  them,  than  they  of  thee. 
Degenerate  from  their  ancient  brood 
Since  first  the  court  allow'd  th^m  food* 

Remains  a  difficulty  still,      ,        i  ,  . 
To  purchase  fame  by  writing . ill. j 
From  Flecknoe  down  to  Howard's  *  time. 
How  few  have  reached  the  low  sublime  ! 


*  Hon.  Edward  Howard,  author  of  four  indifferent  plays,  and 
of  two  bookg  of  poetry,  one  called  "  Tlie  British  Princess,"  the 
other  <<  Poims  and  Essays,''  with  a  paraphrase  oil  Cictro's^^L^* 
Ihisr-N. 
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For  when  bur  high-bom  Howard  died, 
Blax^kmore  albne  his  place  supplied :     ^  ■  '  ' 
And,  lest  a  chasm  should  interrene, . 
When  death  had  finish'd  Blackmore's  reign/ 
The  leaden  crown  devolved  id  thee. 
Great  poet  *  of  the  hollow  tree. 
But  ah'!  how  unsecure  thy  throne  ! 
A  thousand  bards  thy  right  disown ; 
They  plot  to  turn,  in  factious  zeal, 
Duncenia  tO'  a  common  weal ; 
And  with  rebellious  arms  pretend 
An  equal  privilege  to  descend. 

In  bulk  there  are  not  more  degrees^ 
From  elephants  to  mites  in  cheese. 
Than  what  a  curious  eye  may  trace 
In  creatures  of  the  rhjoning  race. 
From  bad  to  worse,  and  worse  they  fall  s 
But  who  can  reach  the  worst  of  all  ? 
For  though,  in  nature,  depth,  and  height 
Are  equally  held  infinite : 
In  poetry,  the  height  we  know ; 
'Tis  only  infinite  below. 
For  instance :  when  you  rashly  think. 
No  rhymer  can  like  W  elsted  f  sink. 


^  Lord  Grimston  wa3  the  author  of  ibis  celebrated  perform- 
aiice»  of  which  he  was  afterwards  so  much  ashamed,  as  to  hyty 
vp  all  the  copies.  The  malignity  of  the  Duchess  of  Marlbo- 
rough  disconcerted  his  purpose,  bj  reprinting  it.  Some  speci. 
meus  of  ''  LoTe  in  a  Hollow  Tree,"  (quite  enough  to  satisfy  any 
reader's  curiosity)  may  be  found  ia  the  nptes  pn  Dr  King's  poem 
called  *«  The  Art  of  Cookery/' 

f  Mr  Wclsted's  poems  were  reprinted  in  1787,  and  contain 
specimens  of  the  most  stupifying  mediocrity. 

VDL^^  XIV.  X 
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His  merits  balanced,  you  siudl  find 
The  Laureafe  *  leaves  him  far  behind* 
Concann^fi^  more  aspiring  bard. 
Soars  downwMd  deeper  by  a  yard. 
Smart  Jenrniy  Moore  f  with  vigour  drops.; 
The  rest  pursue  as  thiek  as  hops  t 
With  heads  to  point  the  gulf  they  enter^ 
link'd  perpendicular  to  the  centre ; 
And  as  their  heels  elated  rise. 
Their  heads  attempt  the  nether  ddes* 

O,  what  indignity  and  shame. 
To  prostitute  the  Muses'  name  I 
By  flattering  kings,  whom  Heaven.  designM 
The  plagues  and  scourges  of  mankind  ; 
Bred  up  in  ignorance  and  sloth. 
And  every  vice  that  nurses  both. 

Fair  Britain,  in  thy  monarch  blest. 
Whose  virtues  bear  the  strictest  test ; 
Whom  never  faction  could  bespatter. 
Nor  minister  nor  poet  flatter  5 
What  justice  in  rewarding  merit ! 
What  magnanimity  of  spirit ; 
What  lineaments  divine  we  trace 
Through  all  liis  figure,  mien,  and  face  I 


♦  In  some  editions,  instead  of  the  Laureate,  was  msdicionsljr 
inserted  the  name  oflVIr  Fielding;  for  whose  ingenious  writings 
the  supposed  author  manifested  a  great  esteem.— Dubl.  edit.— 
«  Little,"  says  Dr  Warton,  "  did*Swift  imagine,  that  Fi^ng 
would  hereafter  equal  him  in  works  of  humour,  and  excel  himin 
drawing  aud  supporting  characters,  and  in  the  artful  conduct 
and  plan  of  a  comic  epop^." 

+  James  Moore  Smith,  Esq.  author  of  "  The  RiTal  Modes/' 
an  unsuccessful  comedy,  was  chiefly  remarkable  for  a  consum. 
mate  assurance  as  a  plagiarist,  Sep  hill  character  at  large,  in  tbe 
Dunciad^  II.  50. 
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Though  peace  with  olive  bind  his  hands. 
Confessed  the  coiKjuering  hero  glands. 
Hydaspes,  ♦  IMus,  and  the  Ganges^ 
Dread  from  hr^'hand  impending  pliBxigis: 
From  him  the  Tartar  ahd  Chinpse, 
Short  by  the  knees,  f  entreat  for  peace. 
The  consort  of  his  throne  and  bed, 
A  perfect  goddess  born  and  bred. 
Appointed  sovereign  judge  to  sit 
On  learning,  eloquence,  and  wit. 
Our  eldest  hope,  divine  liilus, 
(Late,  very  late,  O  may  he  rule  us !) 
What  early  manhood  has  he  shown, 
Before  his  downy  beard  was  grown ! 
Then  think,  what  wonders  will  be  done 
By  going  on  as  he  begun, 
An  heir  fof  Britain  to  secure 
As  long  as  sun  and  moon  endure. 
The  remnant  of  the  royal  blood 
Comes  pouring  on  me  like  a  flood* 
Bright  goddesses,  in  xmmber  five  ; 
Duke  "V^illiam,  sweetest  prince  alive. 
Now  sing  the  minister  of  state. 
Who  shines  alone  without  a  mate. 
Observe  with  what  majestic  port 
This  Atlas  stands  to  prop  the  court : 
Intent  the  public  debts  to  pay. 
Like  prudent  Fabius,  {  by  delay. 


-Super  et  Garamantos  et  Indos, 


Proferet  imperium- 

— Jam  nunc  et  Caspia  regna 

Responsis  horreat  Di^bm. 
f  Grenibus  minor. 
i  Unws  homo  nobis  cundaDdo  restituit  rem. 
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Thou  great  vicegerent  of  the  king. 
Thy  praises  every  Muse  shall  ^iog  f 
In  all  affairs  thou  sole  director. 
Of  wit  and  learning  chief  protector  j 
Though  Ismail  the  time  |hou  hast  to  spare^ 
The  church  is  thy  peculiar  care.  '  ; 

Of  pious  prelates  what  a  stock  ; 

You  choose  to  rule  the  sable  flock  t 
You  raise  the  honour  of  the  peerage, 
» Proud  to  attend  you  at  the  steerage. 
You  dignify  the  noble  race, 
Content  yourself  with  humbler  place. 
Now  learmng,  valour,  virtue,  sense. 
To  titles  give  the  sole  pretence. 
St  George  beheld  thee  with  delight. 
Vouchsafe  to  be  an  azure  knight. 
When  on  thy  breast  and  sides  Herculean, 
He  fix'd  the  star  and  string  cerulean. 

Say,  poet,  in  what  other  nation 
Shone  ever  such  a  constellation  ! 
Attend,  ye  Popps,  and  Youngs,  and  Gays, 
And  tune  your  harps,  and  strew  your  bays ; 
Your  panegyrics  here  provide ; 
You  cannot  fjrr  on  flattery*s  side, 
Above  the  stars  exalt  your  style. 
You  still  are  low  ten  thousand  mile- 
On  Lewis  all  his  bards  bestowed 
Of  incense  many  a  thousand  load ; 
But  Europe  mortified  his  pride. 
And  swore  the  fawning  rascals  lied. 
Yet  what  the  world  refiis'd  to  Lewis, 
Apply'd  to  George,  exactly  true  is. 
Exactly  true  !  invidious  poet ! 
*Tis  fifty  thousand  time^  below  it. 

Translate  me  now  some  lines,  if  you  can, 
Fro|n  Virgil,  Martial,  Ovid,  Lucan. 
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They  could  all  power  in  Heaven  divide^ 
And  do  no  wrong  on  either  side ; 
They  teach  you  how  to  split  a  hair. 
Give  George  and  Jove  an  equal  share.  * 
Yet  why  should  we  be  lac'd  so  strait  ? 
I'll  give  my  inonM*qh,bnttei:-weigiit.  , 
And  reason  good ;  ^for  many  a  yeaf 
Jove  never  intermeddled  here : 
Nor,  though  his  priests' be  diily  *paid. 
Did  ever  we  desire  his.aidrii 
We  now  can  better  do  without  him, 
Su^pe/Woolsttwi^veus)  arms^ti(>,rout  him,, 

.  I  ,  .     J      CiBtera  denderanfur. 


f  QiTiiam  pioperiam  cqh  Joye  Caesar  babcit.  ,    t  .  / 


•'ij  f;, 


\ , 


f    I.      -.  '.     ( 
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*      .        i ' '    '         -  .  1  '  .     ■  "  J  ■'      .  ' 

"/':■'  ^'-  .  otrtM"'-  ■■':'■  ■      •     ••' 

DEAtH  01^  Tbii  ^wm-;  *        : 

Occasioned  By  i^^ih^  the  f(flfto«v^ing  Maxim  in 
RocHEFOUCAULT,. "  Datis  radversitfe  de  nos  meil- 
leurs  amis,  noti^  trottvbns  tbujoui*s  quelque  chose^ 
qui  ne  nous  d^lalt  pasZ'  .     

^^  In  the  adrersity  of  oMi  b^t  Mends,'  \^e  always  find  somethii^ 
that  does  not  displease  us." 

As  Rochefoucault  his  maxims  drew 
From  nature,  I  believe  them  true  : 
They  argue  no  corrupted  mind 
In  him ;  the  fault  is  in  mankind. 


*  The  Verses  on  his  own  Death,  and  the  Rhapsody  on  Poetry, 
are  the  best  of  Swift's  poetical  productions,  though  they  cannot 
be  called  true  poetry.— -Dr  Warton. 

f  These  yerses  haTe  undergone,  perhaps,  a  stranger  reTolv. 
tion  than  any  other  part  of  the  Dean's  writings.  A  manifestly 
spurious  copy,  containing  SOl  lines,  under  the  title  of  ^^  Tl^ 
Life  and  Character  of  Dr  Swift,"  appeared  at  London,  in  Apiil 
1733 ;  of  which  the  Dean  complained  heaTily,  in  a  letter  to  Mr 
Pope,  dated  May  1st ;  and,  notwithstanding  Swift  acknowledged 
in  that  letter  he  had  written  ^^  a  poem  of  near  500  lines  upon 
the  same  maxim  of  Rochefoucault,  and  was  ^  long  time  about  it,*' 
many  readers  haye  supposed  (not  attending  to  the  circumstance 
of  there  being  two  poems  on  the  subject)  that  the  Dean  discbum- 
ed  the  V&rses  9n  his  own  Deaths     The  genuine  verses  harin^ 


Digitized  by 


Google 


ON  THE  DEATH  4>F  DB  SWIFT.  SSff 

This  maxim  mofeititem  all  the  re^  * 

Is  thought  too  base  fop  hmnan  breast: 
*^  In  all  distresses  of  our  friends, 
"We  first  consult  our  private  ends ; 
While  Nature,  kindly  bent  to  edse  us^ 
Points  out  some  circumstance  to  please  us/* 

If  this  perttaps  yoat  patience  move« 
Let  reason  and  experience  prc^e;      •  ^ 
We  all  behold  with  envious  eyes     * 
Our  equals  raised  above  our  size.         i 
Who  would  not  at  a  <?rowded  show* 
Stand  high  himself,  keep  others  low  ? 
I  love  my  friend  aswell  as  you ;  - 

But  why  should  he  obstruct  my  view  f  ^ 
Then  let  me  have  the  higher  post :     • 
Suppose  it  bufi  an  inch  at  most* 
If  in  a  battle  you  should  find  * 

One  whom  you  lov^  of  ^l  mankind. 
Had  some  heroic  aciton  done, 
A  champion  kill'd,'  or  trophy  won; 
Rather  than  thus  be  overtopped. 
Would  you  hot  wish  his  laurels  ^r<^p*d  ? 
Dear  honest  Ned  is  in  the  gout, 
Lies  rack'd  with  paiii^  atid  you  without : 
How  patiently  you  h^Mr  him  groan  ! 
How  glad,  the  case  is  not  your  own  1 


been  committed  to  the  care  of  tbe^  celebrated  author  of  ^^  The 
Toast,''  an  edition  wa9  printed,  in  1738-9^  in  whicih  more  than 
100  lines  were  omitted.  Dr  King  assigned  many  judicious  rea- 
soa.  (though  some  of  them  were  merely  temporary  atid  pruden. 
tial)  for  the  mutiUtions  e  but  they  Were  so  far  from .  satisfying 
Dr  Swift,  that  a  complete  edition  was  immediately  printed  by 
Faulkner,  with  the  Dean's  express  permission.  The  poem,  as 
it  now  stands  in  this  collection,  is  agreeable  to  Mr  Faulkner's 
«opy.-<*NicoL.  •       ;  . 
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What  poel  would  not.  ^iere  to.  a^ib  r  f    ;  i .  i 
His  brother  write  as  weir,a3  he  ?    ^   hi* ;,., 
But  rather  than  they  ^hould^excel,     i i)  Hn  1 1 
Would  wish  1^3  rivals  all  in  Hell?   ..,  >  •    . 

Her  end 'When  Emulation  miBs^SB^i ;  //      : ' 
She  turns  tot^nvy,  stings  and  hi«i^  :  : 
The  stroi\g^st£*iendship  yields  to  pfidiBr    r 
Unless  the  odds  be  on  our  «ide..  lu  •;  n 
Vain  human  kind !  fantiastic  racje  il  :i  ..    i. 
Thy  various  follies  who?  can:  trac^  ? .    I , :  . 
Self-love,  ambition^.enyy,  pride,  .  ^ 

Their  empire  in  our  hearts  divide,  i  ^ 

Give  others  riches^  power,,  and  st^tion^  ^ 
*Tis  all  on  me  a, usurpation.  .o,^ 

I  have  no  title  to  aspire;  ;    - 

Yet,  when  you  sink,  I  seem  the  iwgiier. 
In  Pope  1  cannot  read  a  line,      :    :    -: 
But  with  a^igh  I  wish  it<mine<; .  , 
When  he  can  in  one  couplet  fix      » 
More  sense  than  I  can  do  iix 'six;,  ,    ;.        i    , 
It  gives  me  such  a  jeaJoua  f\U 
I  cry,  **  Pox  take  him  ^d  hi^  wit  T 
I  grieve  to  be  outdone  by  Gay ,  /  : 
In  my  own  humorous  biting  wftjtv 
Arbuthnotis.no  more  my  friend,      .     ,. 
Who  dares  to  irony  pretend,  * . 

Which  I  was  bom  to  introduce, 
Refin'd  it  first,  and  shewed  its  use. .  ~  ^  - 
St  John,  as  well  as  Pultney,  knows 
That  I  had  some  repttte  for  prose ;   ' 
And,  till  they  drove  nie  out  of  date, 
Could  maul  a  minister  of  state.  \ 

If  they  have  mortified  my  pride,    , 
And  made  me  throw  my  pen  aside ; 
.  If  with  such  talents  Heaven  has  blessed  ^^rp, 
Have  I  not  reason  to  detest  'em  ? 
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To  all  my  foes,  dear  Fortune,  send 
Thy  gifts ;  but  never  \6  my  friend : 
I  tamely  can  endure  the  first ; 
But  this  with  envy  m^kes  me  burst. 

Thus  iifiuqh  may  serye.by  way  of  proeni  ^ 
Proceed  we  ti^ierefore  to  our  poem.  ^  r  * 

The  time  is  not  remote,  when  I 
Must  by  the  course  of  nature  die; 
When,  I  foresee,  my  special  friends. 
Will  try  to  find  their  private  ends  :  •  ,   : 

And,  though  'tis  hardly  understood 
Which  way  my  death  can  do  them  good. 
Yet  thu9,  methinks,  1  hear  them  speak : 
*^  See,  how  the  Dean  begins, to  break  \ 
Poor  gentleman,  he  droops  apace  ! 
You  plainly  find  it  in  his  face.  , '  . 

That  old  vertigo  in  his  head 
^ill  never  leave  hipnt  till  he's  dead. 
Besides,  his  memory  decays :      ■  / 
He  recollects  not  wnat  he  says  j^      , 
He  cannot  call  his  friends  td  mind : 
Forgets  the  place  where Ja^  he  din'd ; 
Plies  you  with  sjtories  o'er  and  o'er^ 
He  told  them  fifty  times  before. 
How  does  he  fancy  we  can  sit 
To  hear  his  ou^-of-fashion  wit  ? 
But  he  takes  up  with  younger  folks. 
Who  for  his  wine  will  bear  his  jokes. 
Faith !  he  must  make  his  stories  shorter, 
Or  change  his  comrades  once  a  quarter  : 
In  half  the  time  he  talks  them  round, 
There  must  another  set  be  found. 

**  For  poetry  he's  past  his  prime  :  ^ 
He  takes  an  hour  to  find  a  rhyme ; 
His  fire  is  out,  his  wit  decay'd. 
His  fancy  sunk,  his  Muse  a  jade. 
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I*d  have  him  throw  away  his  pen ; — 
But  there's  no  talking  to  some  men  !'* 

And  then  their  tenderness  appears^ 
By  adding  largely  tp  my  years  j 
"  He's  older  than  he  would  be  reckoned. 
And  well  remembers  Charles  the  Second. 
He  hardly  drinks  a  pint  of  wine ; 
And  that,  I  doubt,  is  no  good  sign. 
His  stomach  too  begins  to  fail  t 
Last  year  we  thought  him  strong  and  hg^e; 
But  now  he's  quite  another  thing  : 
I  wish  he  may  hold  out  till  spring !" 
They  hug  themselves,  and  reason  thus : 
**  It  is  not  yet  so  bad  with  us!'* 

In  such  a  case,  they  talk  in  tropes. 
And  by  their  fears  express  their  hopes. 
Some  great  misfortune  to  portend. 
No  enemy  can  match  a  friend. 
With  all  the  kindness  they  profess. 
The  merit  of  a  lucky  guess 
(When  daily  howd'ye's  come  of  course. 
And  servants  answef,  **  Worse  and  worse !") 
Would  please  them  better,  than  to  tell. 
That,  "  God  be  prais'd,  the  Dean  is  well.*' 
Then  he,  who  prophesied  the  best,  ' 

Approves  his  foresight  to  the  r^St : 
^  You  know  I  always  fear'd  the  worst. 
And  often  told  you  so  at  first." 
He'd  rather  choose  that  I  should  die,' 
Than  his  prediction  prove  a  lie. 
Not  one  foretells  1  shall  recover ; 
But  all  agree  to  give  me  over. 

Yet,  should  some  neighbour  feel  a  pain 
Just  in  the  parts  where  I  complain  ; 
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How  *  many  ^Jiiessage  Would  he  send!    •      -    ' 
What  hearty  prayers  that  I  should  mend!     \\  * 
Inquire  what  regimen  I  kept ; 
•-What  gave  me  ease^  aftd  lidW  I  slept ? 
And  more  lament  when  t  tvas  dead,     '"''  ';   • 
Than  all  the  snivellers  rouhd  mj  bed.  ' 

My  good  coitpanions,  ftevet  fear;         :i     ^ 
For  though  ypu  may  mistake  a  year,*         **• 
Though  your  prognostics  fuh  too  fast,       '  • 
They  must  be  verified  at  last.  ;  ' 

Behold  the  fatal  day  arrive  t  ' 

"  How  is  the  Dean'?**-^*^  He's  just  alive." 
Now  the  departing  prayer  is  read; ' 
**  He  hardly  breathes." — ^^  The  Dean  is  dead.*^ 

Before  the  passing  bell  begun. 
The  news  through  half  the'towirisr  run:    - 
**  O  !  may  we  all  for  death  prepare  ! 
.  What  has  he  Ifeft  ?  and  who's  his  heir  ?' • —     '  ' 
**  I  know  no  more  than  what  the  news  is  j 
*Tis  all  bequeathed  to  public  uses." — ; 
**  To  public  uses  !  there's  a  whim,! 
What  had  the  public  done  for  him'? 
Mere  envy,  avarice,  and  pride :  ";      \ 

He  gave  it  all — ^but  first  he  died. 
•  And  had  the  Dean,  in  all  the  nation^       . 
No  worthy  frietid,  no  poor  relation  ?      ■  -   . 
So  refidy  to  do  strangers  good, 
F6rgetting  his  own  nesh  and  blood  1" 

Now  Grub  Street  wits  are  all  employ 'd;  , 
With  elegies  the  town  is  cloy'd  : 


*  Kt  vfould  send  man^  a  message  is  right:  but  the  question 
haw^  seems  to  destroy  the  unity  or  collective  nature  of  the  ide^  ; 
and  therefore  it  ought  to  haye  been  expressed,  if  the  measure 
would  haye  allowed  it,  without  the  article^  in  the  plural  number, 
hozo  manif  messages. — Lowth. 
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To  curse  the  lieaiij  or  bless  the  Chrapier.  * 

The  doctors,  tender  of  their  fame,  . 
Wisely  on  me  hj  ai-ll  the  blame. 
**  We  must  confess,  l^is  case  was  liite; 
But  he  would  never  take  advice. 
Had  he  been  rul^d,  for  aught  appears. 
He  might  have  liv'd  these  twenty  years ; 
For,  when  we  opeii'd  him,  we  found. 
That  all  his  vital  parts  were  sound.'* 

From  Dublin  soon  to  London  spread>      ' 
'Tis  told  at  court,  f  *"  the  Dean^is  dead.** 
And  Lady  Suffolk,  J  in  the  spleen. 
Runs  laughing  up  to.tell  the  queep. 


'  I        : [ • 

*  The  author  imagines  that  the  scribbl^n  of  the  preyailiiig  (tar- 
ty, which  h<q  always  opposed,  will  libel  him  after  his  death ;'  but 
that  others  will  remember  him  "with  gratitude,  who  can  consider 
the  servrce  he  had  done  to  Ireland,  under  the  name  of  M.  B.  Dnu 
pier,  by  utterly  defeating  the  destructire  project  of  Wood's 
halfpence,  in  five  letters  to  th^  people  in  Ireland,  at  that  time 
read  unirersally,  and  conrincing  to  CTery  reader.— Dubl.  ed. 

+  The  Dean  supposed  himself  ta  die  in  Ireland,  where  be  was 
born. — Ibid. 

t  Mrs  Howard,  at  one  time  a  faTourite  with  <^e  Dean. — F. 

Mrs  Howard,  afterwards  Countess  of  Si^ffolk,  then  of  the  bed- 
chamber to  the  queen,  professed  much  friendship  for  the  Dean. 
The  queen,  then,  princess,  sent  a  dozeu  times  to  the  Dean  (then 
in  London),  with  her  commands  to  attend  her ;  which  at  lait  he 
did,  by  advice  of  all  hts  friends.  She  often  sent  for  him  after- 
wards, and  always  treated  him  very  graciously.  He  taxed  her 
with  a  present  worth  ten  pounds,  which  she  promised  before  he 
should  return  to  Ireland ;  but  on  hb  taking  leave  the  medals  were 
not  ready — Dubl.  ed. 

The  medals  were  to  be  sent  to  the  Dean  m  four  months; 
but  *    «    *    ♦ 
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The  queen,  sq  gracious,  mild,  and  good. 
Cries,  *^  is  he  gone !  'tis  time  he  should. 
He's  dead,  you  say;  then  let  him  rot , 
I'm  glad  the  medals  *  were  forgot. 
I  promised  him,  I  own;  but  when  ? 
I  only  was  the  princess  then : 
BtLt  now,  as  consort  of  the  king, 
Vou  know,  'tis  quite  another  thing." 
Now  Ch^rtres,t  ^^t  Sir  Robert's  leve^, 
'Bells  with  a  sneer  the  tidings  heavy  : 
**  Why,  if  he  died  without  his  shoes," 
Cries  Bob,  J  "  I'm  sorry  for  the  news : 
O,  were  the  wretch  but  living  still, 
And  in  his  place  my  good  friend  Will !  § 


f  Chartres  is  a  most  infamous  Tile  scoundrel,  grown  from  a 
foot-boj,  or  worse,  to  a  prodigious  fortune,  both  in  England  and 
Scotland.  He  had  a  way  of  insinuating  himself  into  all  ministers, 
mider  eTery  change,  either  as  pimp,*  batterer,  or  informer.  He 
was  tried  at  scTenty  for  a  rape,  and  came  off  by  sacrificing  a  great 
part  of  his  fortune.  He  is  since  dead ;  but  this  poem  still  pre- 
serresthe  scene  and  time  it  was  written  in,— ;DubK  ed. 

J  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  chief  minister  of  state,  treated  the 
Deui  in  1726  with  great  distinction;  invited  him  to  dinner  at 
Chelsea,  with  the  Dean's  friends  chosen  on  purpose  ;  appointed 
an  hour  to  talk  with  him  on  Ireland,  t^  which  kingdom  and 
people  the  Dean  found  him  no  great  friend ;  for  he  defended 
"Wood's  project  of  halfpence,  &c.  for  which  the  Dean  would  see 
him  no  mor^ :  and  upon  his  next  year's  return  to  England,  Sip 
]R,obert,  on  an  accidental  meeting,  made  him  a  civil  compliment; 
but  the  Dean  never  made  him  another  visit. — Ibid. 

§  Mr  William  Pultney,from  being  Sir  Robert's  intimate  friend, 
detesting  his  administration,  opposed  his  measures,  and  joined 
-with  my  Lord  Bolingbroke,  to  represent  his  conduct,  in  an  ex- 
cellent paper. called  the  Craftsn^an,  which  is  still  continued.— v 
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Or  had  a  mitre  on  his  head, 
.  Provided  Bolingbroke*  were  djsad  !" 
Now  Curll  t  his  shop  from  rubbish  drains  : 
Three  genuine  tomes  of  Swift's  reaaains  ! 
And  then,  to  make  them  pass  the  glibber, 
.    RevisM  by  Tibbalds,  Moore,  and  Gibber.  J 
He'll  treat  me  as  he  does  my  betters, 
Pubhsh  my  will,  my  life,  my  letters;  § 
Revive  the  libels  bom  to  die^ 
Which  Pope  must  bear,  as  well  as  I.  « 

Here  shift  the.  scene,  to  represent 
How  those  I  love  my  death  kiment; 


*  Henry  St  John,  Lord  Viscount  Bolingbroke,  secretary  of 
state  to  Queen  Anne,  of  blessed  memory.  He  is  reckoned  the 
most  unirersal  genius  m  Europe,  WaTpole,  dreading  his  abilities, 
treated  him  most  injnilonsly,  working  with  King  G«oige  I*,  ivho 
forgot  his  promises  of  restoring  the  said  lord,  upon  the  restless 
importunities  of  the  said  Walpole. — Dubl.  ed. 

+  Curli  hath  been  the  most  infamous  bookseSer  of  any  age  or 
country.  His  character,  in  part,  may  be  found  in  Mr  I^ope's 
Dunciad.  He  published  three  Tolumes,  all  charged  on  the  DeaB, 
who  ncTCP  writ  three  pages  of  them.  He  hath  used  many  of  the 
Dean's  friends  in  almost  as  tIIc  a  manner.— /6f(f. 

+  Three  stupid  verse  writers  in  London  ;  the  last,  to  the  shame 
of  the  court,  and  the  highest  disgrace  to  wit  and  learning,  was 
made  laureat.  Moore,  commonly  called  Jemmy  Moore,  sou  of 
Arthur  Moore,  whose  father  was  jailor  of  Monaghan,  m  Irehuid. 
See  the  character  of  Jemmy  Moore,  and  Tibbalds,  Theobald  is 
the  Dunciad. — Ibid. 

§  Curll  is  notoriously  infamous  for  publishing  the  lires,  let- 
ters,  and  last  wills  and  testaments  of  the  nobility  and  ministers  of 
state^  as  well  as  of  all  the  rogues  who  are  hanged  at  Tyburn.  He 
hath  been  in  custody  of  the  House  of  Lords,  for  publishing  or 
forging  the  letters  of  many  peers,  which  made  the  Lords  enter  a 
resolution  in  their  journal-book,  that  no  life  nor  writings  of  any 
lord  should  be  published,  without  the  consent  of  the  next  faeif; 
or  license  ffi9ra  their  House.— -/6fi/« 
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Poor  Pope  will  grieve  a  month,  and  Gay  * 
A  week,  and  Arbuthnot  a  day. 

St  John  himself  will  scarce  forbear 
To  bite  his  pen,  and  drop  a  tear. 
The  rest  will  give  a  shrug,  and  cry, 
"  I*m  sorry — hut  we  all  must  die  !'* 

Indifference,  clad  in  Wisdom's  guis^, 
All  fortitude  of  Bftind  supplies :  -    .    - 

For  how  can  stony  bowels  melt  / 

In  thdse  who  never  pity  felt !  • 

When  we  are  lashM,  they  kiss  the  rod. 
Resigning  to  the  will  of  God. 

The  fools,  my  juniors  by  a  year, . 
Are  tortur'd  with  suspense  and  fear ; 
Who  wisely  thought  my  age  a  screen, 
When  death  approached,  to  stand  between : 
The  screen  remov'd,  their  hearts  are  trembling ; 
They  mourn  for  me  without  dissembling. 

My  female  friends,  whose  tender  hearts 
Have  better  learned  to  act  their  parts. 
Receive  the  news  in  doleful  dumps : 
^'  The  Dean  is  dead :  (Pray  what  is  trumps  ?) 
Then,  Lord  have  mercy  on  his  soul ! 
(Ladies,  I'll  venture  for  the  vole,) 
Six  deans,  they  say,  must  bear  the  pall : 
(I  wish  I  knew  what  king  to  call.) 
Madam,  your  husband  will  attend 
The  funeral  of  so  good  a  friend. 
No,  madam,  'tis  a  shocking  sight : 
And  he's  engag'd  to-morrow  night : 
My  Lady  Club  will  take  it  ill,  ^  . 

If  he  should  fail  her  at  quadrille. 
He  lov'd  the  Dean — (I  lead  a  heart), 
But  dearest  friends,  they  say,  must  part. 
His  time  was  come  :  he  ran  his  race  3 
We  hope  he's  in  a  belter  place." 
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Why  do  we  grieve  that  friends  should  tfie  ? 
No  loss  more  easy  to  supply. 
One  year  is  past ;  a  different  scene  J 
No  further  mention  of  the  Dean ; 
Who  now,  alas !  no  more  is  miss'd. 
Than  if  he  never  did  exist. 
Where's  now  this  favourite  of  Apollo  ! 
Departed : — and  his  works  must  follow ; 
Must  undergo  the  common  fatei 
His  kind  of  wit  is  out  df  date. 

Som6  country  squire  to  Lintot  goes. 
Inquires  for  "  Swift  in  Verse  and  Prose.'' 
Says  Lintot,  "  I  have  heard  the  Aame ; 
He  died  a  year  ago." — "  The  same." 
He  searches  all  the  shop  in  vain. 
^*  Sir,  you  may  find  them  in  Duck-lane;* 
I  sent  them,  with  a  lo9^d  of  books. 
Last  Monday  to  the  pastry-cook's. 
To  fancy  they  could  live  a  year  ! 
I  find  you're  but  a  stranger  here. 
The  Dean  was  famous  in  his  time. 
And  had  a  kind  of  knack  at  rhjine. 
His  way  of  writing  now  is  past ; 
The  town  has  got  a  better  taste  j 
I  keep  no  antiquated  stuff, 
But  spick  and  span  I  have  enough. 
Pray,  do  but  give  me  leave  to  show  'em  $ 
Here's  CoUey  Gibber's  birth-day  poem. 
This  ode  you  never  yet  have  seen. 
By  Stephen  Duck,  upon  the  queen. 
Then  here's  a  letter  finely  penn'd 
Against  the  Craftsman  and  his  friend : 


♦  A  place  in  London,  wbere  old  books  are  iold.«^Dubl.  edi 
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It  clearljr  shows  that  all  reflection  ' 

On  ministers  is  disaffection. 

Next,  here's  Sir  Robert's  vindication,  * 

And  Mr  Henley's  last  oration,  f 

The  hawkers  have  not  got  them  yet : 

Your  honour  please  to  buy  a  set  ? 

"  Here's  Wolston's  J  tracts,  the  twelfth  edition ; 
'Tis  read  by  every  politician : 
The  country  members,  when  in  town. 
To  all  their  boroughs  send  them  down ; 
You  never  met  a  thing  so  sm^rt ; 
The  courtiers  have  them  all  by  heart : 
Those  maids  of  honour,  who  can  read. 
Are  taught  to  use  them  for  their  creed. 
The  reverend  author's  good  intention 
Has  been  rewarded  with  a  pension.  § 
He  does  an  honour  to  his  gown. 
By  bravely  running  priestcraft  down  : 
He  shows,  as  sure  as  God's  in  Gloucester, 
That  Moses  was  a  grand  impostor ; 
That  all  his  miracles  were  cheats, 
Perform'd  as  jugglers  do  their  feats : 


*  Walpole  hath  a  set  of  party  scribblers,  who  do  nothing  bat 
write  in  his  defence.— Dubl.  ed. 

f  Henley  is  a  c]erg3aDan,  who,  wanting  both  merit  and  luck  to 
get  prefennent,  or  even  to  keep  his  curacy  in  the  established 
church,  formed  a  new  conrenticle,  which  he  calleth  an  Oratory* 
There^  at  set  times,  he  delivereth  strange  speeches,  compiled  by 
himself  and  his  associates,  who  share  the  profit  widi  him.  Every 
hearer  payeth  a  shilling  each  day  for  admittance.  He  is  an  abso- 
lute dunce,  but  generally  reported  crazy. — Ibid, 

J,#Wolston  was  a  clergyman,  but  for  want  of  bread  hath,  in 
seTcral  treatises,  in  the  most  blasphemous  manner,  attempted  to 
tarn  our  Sariour's  miracles  into  ridicule.  He  is  much  caressed 
by  many  great  courtiers,  and  by  all  the  infidels,  and  his  books 
read  i^encrally  by.  the  court  ladies. — Ibid. 

§  Wolston  is  here  confounded  with  Woolaston.— H. 

YOL.  ilV.  Y 
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The  church  had  never  such  a  writer: 
A  shame  he  has  not  got  a  mitre  !" 

Suppose  me  dead ;  and  then  suppose 
A  club  assembled  at  the  Rose  ; 
Where,  from  discourse  of  this  and  that, 
I  grow  the  subject  of  their  chat. 
And  while  they  toss  my  name  about. 
With  favour  some,  and  some  without. 
One,  quite  indifferent  in  the  cause. 
My  character  impartial  draws : 

**  The  Dean,  if  we  believe  report. 
Was  never  ill-received  at  court. 
^s  for  his  works  in  verse  and  prose, 
I  own  myself  no  judge  of  those : 
Nor  can  I  tell  what  critics  thought  *em; 
But  this  I  know,  all  people  bought  *em  j 
As  with  a  moral  view  designed 
To  cure  the  vices  of  mankind : 
His  vein,  ironically  grave, 
Expos'd  the  fool,  and  lash'd  the  knave. 
To  steal  a  hint  was  never  known. 
But  what  he  writ  was  all  his  own, 

"  He  never  thought  an  honour  done  him. 
Because  a  duke  was  proud  to  own  him ; 
Would  rather  slip  aside,  and  choose 
To  talk  with  wits  in  dirty  shoes ; 
Despised  the  fools  with  stars  and  garters. 
So  often  seen  caressing  Chartres. 
He  never  courted  men  in  station. 
Nor  persons  held  in  admiration; 
Of  no  man's  greatness  was  afraid. 
Because  he  sought  for  no  man's  aid.  ^ 

Though  trusted  long  in  great  affairs. 
He  gave  himself  no  haughty  airs : 
Without  regarding  private  ends. 
Spent  all  his  credit  for  his  friends: 


Digitized  by 


Google 


ON  THE  DEATH  OP  DR  SWIFT.        539 

And  only  chose  the  wise  and  good ; 
No  flatterers ;  no  allies  in  blood : 
But  succour'd  virtue  in  distress. 
And  seldom  fail'd  of  good  success ; 
As  numbers  in  their  hearts  must  own. 
Who,  but  for  him,  had  been  unknown.  ^ 
"  With  princes  kept  a  due  decorum; 
But  never  stood  in  awe  before  *em. 
He  followed  David's  lesson  just ; 
In  princes  never  put  thy  trust : 
And  would  you  make  him  truly  sour. 
Provoke  him  wit^i  a  slave  in  power. 
The  Irish  senate  if  you  nam'd. 
With  what  impatience  he  declaim'd ! 
Fair  Liberty  was  all  his  cry ; 
For  her  he  stood  prepared  to  die ; 
For  her  he  boldly  stood  alone ; 
For  her  he  oft  expos'd  his  own. 
Two  kingdoms,  f  just  as  faction  led. 
Had  set  a  price  upon  his  head ; 
But  not  a  traitor  could  be  found, 
To  sell  him  for  six  hundred  pound- 


*  Dr  Delany,  in  the  close  of  his  eighth  letter,  after  having 
enumerated  the  friends  with  whom  the  Dean  lived  in  the  greatest 
intimacy,  very  handsomely  applies  this  passage  to  himself.— H« 

f  In  1713,  the  queen  was  prevailed  with,  by  an  address  from 
the  House  of  Lords  in. England,  to  publish  a  proclamation,  pro- 
mising three  hundred  pounds  to  discover  the  author  of  a  pamph* 
let,  called,  "  7%e  Public  Spirit  of  the  Whigs;''  and  in  Ireland, 
in  the  year  1724,  Lord  Carteret,  at  his  first  coming  into  the  go. 
veri^ent,  was  prevailed  on  to  issue  a  proclamation  for  promis* 
ing  the  like  reward  of  three  hundred  pounds  to  any  person  who 
•would  discover  the  author  of  a  pamphlet,  called,  ^'TheDrapier'i 
Fourth  Letter^**  8cq^  written  against  that  destructive  project  of 
coining  halfpence  for  Ireland ;  but  in  neither  kingdom  was  the 
Dean  ^covered.— H, 
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"  Had  he  but  sparM  his  tongue  atid  p^n. 
He  might  have  rose  like  other  men : 
But  power  was  never  in  his  thought. 
And  wealth  he  valued  not  a  groat : 
Ingratitude  he  often  found. 
And  pitied  those  who  meant  the  wound : 
But  kept  the  tenor  of  his  mind. 
To  merit  well  of  human  kind : 
Nor  made  a  sacrifice  of  those 
Who  still  were  true,  to  please  his  foe«. 
He  labour'd  many  a  fruitless  hour. 
To  reconcile  his  friends  in  power ; 
Saw  mischief  by  a  faction  brewing. 
While  they  pursu'd  each  other's  ruin. 
But  finding  vain  was  all  his  care. 
He  left  the  court  in  mere  despair.  * 

"  And,  oh !  how  short  are  human  schemes! 
Here  ended  all  our  golden  dreams. 
What  St  John's  skill  in  state  affairs. 
What  Ormond's  valour,  Oxford's  cares. 
To  save  their  sinking  country  lent. 
Was  all  destroy'd  by  one, event. 
Too  soon  that  precious  life  was  ended. 
On  which  alone  our  weal  depended,  f 


*  Queen  Anne's  ministry  fell  to  Tariance  from  the  first  year 
after  its  commencement :  Harcourt  the  chancellor,  and  the  secre- 
tary Boluigbroke,  were  discontented  with  the  treasurer  Oxford, 
for  his  too  great  mildness  to  the  whigs  ;  this  quarrel  grew  higher 
every  day  until  the  queen's  death.  The  Dean,  who  was  the 
only  person  that  endeavoured  to  reconcile  them,  found  it  impos- 
sibie ;  and  thereupon  retired  into  Berkshire,  about  ten  weeks 
before  that  event.— H. 

+  In  the  height  of  the  quarrel  between  the  ministers,  the  queen 
died,  Aug.  1,  1714 — H.  • 
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When  up  a  dangerous  faction  starts,*  '   i 

With  wrath  and  vengesmce  in  their  hearts  j 

By  solemn  league  anc(  covenant  bound. 

To  ruin,  slaughter,  and  confound ; 

To  turn  religion  to  a  fable^ 

And  make  the  government  a  Babel ; . 

Pervert  the  laws?  disgrace  the  gown. 

Corrupt  the  senate,  f9b  the  crown  5 

To  sacrifice  Old  England's  glory. 

And  make  her  infamous  in  story : 

When  such  a  tempest  shook  the  land, 

How'could  unguarded  Virtue  stand  ! 

With  horror^  grief,  despair,  the  Dean 

Beheld  the  dirie  destructive  scene: 

His  friends  in  exile,  or  the  Tower, 

Himself  t  within  the  frown  of  power ; 

Pursu'd  by  base  envenom'd  pens. 

Far  to  the  land  of  saints  and  fens ;    . 

A  servile  race  in  folly  nurs'd. 

Who  truckle  most,  wlien  treated  worst. 

"  By  innocence  and  resolution. 
He  borje  continual  persecution ; 
While  numbers  to  preferment  rctee. 
Whose  merits  were,  to  be  his  foes ; 
When  even  his  own  fatoiliar  friends. 
Intent  upon  their  private  ends. 


♦  On  the  queen's  demise,'*the  whigs  were  restored  to  power, 
lebicfa  they  exercised  with '  the  utmost  rage  and '  i^eVenge ;  im- 
peached and  banished  the  chief  leaders  of  the  church  party, 
and  stripped  all  their  adheirents  of  what  employments  they 
had—H. 

+  Upon  the  queen's  death,  the  Dean  returned  to  Dublin  :  yet 
numberless  libels  were  written  against  him  in  England ;  he  was 
insulted  in  the  street,  and  at  night  was  forced  to  be  attended  by 
his  servants  armed.— >H« 
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Like  renegadoes  now  he  feels. 
Against  him  lifting  up  their  heels. 

**  The  Dean  did,  by  his  pen,  defeat 
An  infamous  destructive  cheat;  * 
Taught  fools  their  interest  how  to  know. 
And  gave  them  arms  to  ward  the  blow. 
Envy  has  own'd  it  was  his  doing. 
To  save  that  hapless  land  from  ruin; 
While  they  who  at  the  steerage  stood. 
And  reap'd  the  profit,  jsought  his  blood, 

'*  To  save  them  from  their  evil  fate,     ^ 
In  him  was  held  a  crime  of  state. 
A  wicked  monster  on  the  bench,  f 
Whose  fury  blood  could  never  quench  ; 


*  Wood,  a  hardware-man  from  England,  had  a  pafeftt  for 
coining  copper  halfpence  for  Ireland,  to  the  sum  of  106,00(H* 
which,  in  the  consequence,  must  ha^ve  left  Uiat  kingdom  witiiout 
gold  or  silver.— H. 

+  Whitshed  was  then  chief  justice.  He  had  some  years  before 
prosecuted  a  printer  for  a  pamphlet  written  by  tbe'Dean,  to  per- 
suade the  people  of  Ireland  to  wear  their  own  manufactures. 
Whitshed  sent  the  jury  down  ei&mn  times,  aqd  kept  them  ^nine 
hours,  until  they  were  forced  to  bring  in  a  special  verdict  He 
sat  afterward  on  the  trial  of  the  printer  of  the  Drapier's  fourth 
letter ;  but  the  jury,  against  all  he  could  say  or  swear,  threw  out 
the  bill.  All  the  kingdom  took  the  Drapier's  part,  except  the 
courtiers,  or  those  who  expected  places.  Whitshed  died  Augost 
26,  1727,  (havinga  few  months  before  exchanged  his  place  in 
the  king's  bench,  which  he  had  h^  ten  or  twelve  years,  for  the 
same  office  in  the  common  pleas)  :  and  Archbishop  fioulter  says, 
his  uneasiness  upon  some  affronts  he  met  with  helped  to  shorten 
his  days.  These  affronts  were  certainly  the  satires  of  the  Dean 
and  his  friends.— U. 
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As  Vile  and  profHgaJie  a  villain) 
As  modern  Scroggs,  or  old  Tresilian ;  * 
Who  long  all  justice  has  discarded. 
Nor  fear'd  he  God,  nor  man  regarded ; 
Vow'd  on  the  Dean  his  rage  to  vent, 
And  make  him  of  his  zeal  repent : 
But  Heaven  his  innocence  defends. 
The  grateful  people  stand  his  friends ; 
Not  strains  of  law,  nor  judge's  frown. 
Nor  topics  brought  to  please  the  crown. 
Nor  witness  hir'd,  nor  jury  pick'd. 
Prevail  to  bring  him  in  convict. 

"  In  exile,  f  with  a  steady  heart. 
He  spent  his  life's  declining  part ; 
Where  folly,  pride,  and  faction  sway, 
Remote  from  St  Jolm,  Pope,  and  Gay. 
His  friendships  there,  to  few  confin'd,  J 
Were  always  of  the  middling  kind  j 
No  fools  of  rank,  a  mongrel  breed. 
Who  fain  would  pass  for  lords  indeed : 
Where  titles  give  no  right,  or  power,  § 
And  peerage, is  a  withered  iiower; 


*  Sir  William  Scroggs,  chief  justice  of  the  Ring's  Bench  in 
the  reign  of  King  Charles  IL,  and  Sir  Robert  Tresilian,  chief 
justice  of  England  in  the  time  of  Richard  XL,  both  infamous  for 
encroachments  on  the  liberties  and  property  of  the  people  of 
England. 

+  In  Ireland,  which  he  had  reason  to  call  a  place  of  exile  :  to 
ivliich  country  nothing  could  have  driyen  him  but  the  queen's 
death,  who  had  determined  to  fix  him  in  England,  in  spite  of  the 
Duchess  of  Somerset,  &c.— H. 

j:  In  Ireland  the  Dean  was  not  acquainted  with  one  single  lord, 
spiritual  or  temporal.  He  only  conversed  with  private  gentle- 
men  of  the  clergy  or  laity,  and  but  a  small  number  of  either.— 
I>tibl.  ed.  .    ,    4    .  ' 

§  The  peers  of  Ireland  lost  great  part  of  their  jurisdiction  b;^ 
•ne  single  act,     —    —    —    — -    —Ibid. 
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He  would  have  held  it  a  disgrace,  * 

If  such  a  wretch  had  known  his  face 

On  rural  squires,  that  kingdokn's  bane. 

He  vented  oft'  his  wrath  in  vain  : 

###«###  squires  to  market  brought  ^ 

Who  sell  their  souls  and  ****  for  nought. 

The  *******  go  joyful  back. 

To  *♦♦  the  church  their  tenants  rack. 

Go  snacks  with  ******* 

And  keep  the  peace,  to  pick  up  fees  ; 

In  every  job  to  have  a  shai:e, 

A  gaol  or  turnpike  to  repair ; 

And  turn  the  tax  for  public"  roads. 

Commodious  to  their  own  abodes. 

**  Perhaps  I  may  allow  the  Dean 
Had  too  much  satire  in  his  vein; .     . 
And  seemM  determined  not  to  starve  it. 
Because  np  age  could  more  deserve  it. 
Yet  malice  never  was  his  aim ; 
He  lash'd  the  vice,  but  spar'd  the  name  : 
No  individual  could  resent. 
Where  thousands  equally  were  meant ; 
His  satire  points  at  no  defect. 
But  what  all  mortals  may  correct; 
For  he  abhorr'd  that  senseless  tribe 
Who  call  it  humour  when  they  gibe : 
He  spar'd  a  hump,  or  crooked  nose. 
Whose  owners  set  not  up  for  beaux. 
True  genuine  dulness  mov'd  his  pity. 
Unless  it  ofFer'd  to  be  witty. 
Those  who  their  ignorance  confest. 
He  ne'er  offended  with  a  jest ; 
But  laugh'd  to  hear  an  idiot  quote 
A  verse  from  Horace  Ifeam'd  by  rote.  ' 

"  He  knew  a  hundred  pleasing  stories. 
With  all  the  turns  of  whigs  and  tories : 
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Was  cheerful  to  his  dying  day ; 

And  friends  would  let  him  have  his  way.    . 

"  He  gav6  the  little  wealth  he  had 
To  build  a  huiise  for  fools  and  mad; 
And  show'd  by  one  satiric  touchy 
No  nation  wanted  it  so  much* 
That  kingdom  he  hath  left  his  debtor, 
I  wish  it  soon  may  have  a  better/' 


VERSES  SENT  TO  THE  DEAN  ON  HIS 
BIRTH-DAY, 

WITH  fine's  HOBACB,    FINELY  BOU^D,. 

BY  DHJ*  glC.AM.  * 

(Horace  speaking.) 

You've  read,  sir,  ii^poetic  strain. 
How  Vapus  and  the  Mantuan  swain 
Have  on  my  birth-day  been  invited, 
(But  I  was  forc'd  in  verse  to  write  it) 
Upon  a  plain  repstet  to  dine, 
And  taste  my  old  Campanian  wine ; 
But  I,  who  all  punctilios  hate. 
Though  long  familiar  with  the  great. 


*  This  iagenious  young  gentleman  was  unfortunately  murdered 
in  Italy. 
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Nor  glory  in  my  r^intatibn^ 
Am  cottie  without  an  invitation ; 
And,  thougih  I'm  ns'd  to  right  Falernialv 
1*11  deign  for  once  to  taste  lemian; 
But  fearing  that  yon  might  dispme 
(Had  I  put  on  my  common  sait) 
My  breeding  aiid  my  politesse, 
I  visit  in  my  birth-day  dress ; 
My  coat  of  purest  Turkey  red. 
With  gold  embroidery  richly  spread ; 
To  which  I've  sure  as  good  pretensions. 
As  Irish  lords  who  starve  on  pensions. 
What  though  proud  ministers  of  state 
Did  at  your  antichamber  wait ; 
What  though  your  Oxfords  and  your  St  Johns;^ 
Have  at  your  levee  paid  attendance ; 
And  Peterborrow  and  great  Ormond, 
With  many  chiefs  who  now  are  dormant^ 
Have  laid  aside  the  general's  staff. 
And  public  cares,  with  you  to  laugh ; 
Yet  I  some  friends  as  good  can  name. 
Nor  less  the  darling  sons  of  fame ; 
For  sure  my  PoUio  and  Maecenas 
Were  as  good  statesmen,  Mr  Dean,  as 
Either  your  Bolingbroke  or  Harley, 
Though  they  made  Lewis  beg  a  parley; 
And  as  for  Mordaunt,  your  lov'd  hero,   ' 
I'll  match  him  with  my  Drusus  Nero. 
You'll  boast,  perhaps,  your  favourite  Pope  ^ 
But  Virgil  is  as  good,  I  hope. 
I  own  indeed  I  can't  get  any 
To  equal  Helsham  and  Delany ; 
-Since  Athens  brought  forth  Socrates, 
•A  Grecian  isle  Hippocrates ; 
Since  TuUy  liv'd  before  my  time. 
And  Galen  bless'd  another  clime. 
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Youll  plead,  pci*haps,  at  my  request, 
To  be  admitted  as  a  guest, 
**  Your  hearing's  bad  !'^ — But  why  such  fears  ? 
I  speak  to  eyes,  and  not  to  ears ; 
And  for  that  reason  wisely  took 
The  form  you  see  me  in,  a  book. 
Attack'd  by  slow  devouring  moths. 
By  rage  of  barbarous  Huns  and  Goths ; 
By  Bentley's  notes,  my  deadliest  foes, 
By  Creech's  rhymes,  and  Dunster's  prose  ^ 
I  found  my  boasted  wit  and  fire 
In  their  rude  hands  almost  expire : 
Yet  still  they  but  in  vain  assail'd ; 
For,  had  their  violence  prevail'd. 
And  in  a  blast  destroy'd  my  frame. 
They  would  have  partly  miss'd  their  aim ; 
Since  all  my  spirit  in  thy  page 
Defies  the  Vandals  of  this  age. 
"'Tis  yours  to  save  these  small  remain^^ 
From  future  pedant's  muddy  brains. 
And  fix  my  long  uncertain  fate, 
You  best  know  how — ^^  which  way  ?" — Trans- 
late. 


EPIGRAM  BY  MR  BOWYER, 

INTfiNDBD    TO   BE    PLACED    UNDER    THE    HEAD 

OF  GULLIVER. 

1733. 

"  Here  learn  from  moral  truth  and  wit  refined. 
How  vice  and  folly  have  debas'd  mankind s 
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Strong  sende  and  humour  arm  in  virtue's  tcause ; 
Thus  her  great  votary  vindicates  her  \^vr^  i 
While  bold  and  free  the  glowing  colours  strike ; 
Blame  not  the  picture,  if  the  picture's  like/* 


ON  PSYCHE.* 


At  two  afternoon  for  our  Psyche  inquire. 
Her  tea-kettle's  on,  and  her  smock  at  the  fire : 
So  loitering,  so  active ;  so  busy,  so  idle ; 
Which  has  she  most  need  of,  a  spur  or  a  bridle? 
Thus  a  greyhound  outruns  the  whole  pack  in  a  race, 
Yet  would  rather  be  hang'd  than  he'd  leave  a  warm 

place. 
She  gives  you  such  plenty,  it  puts  you  in  pain ; 
But  ever  with  prudence  takes  care  of  th^  main. 
To  please  you,  she  knows  how  to  choose  a  nice  bit  j 
For  her  taste  is  almost  as  refin'd  as  her  wit. 
To  oblige  a  good  friend,  she  will  trace  every  market, 
It  would  do  your  heart  good,  to  see  how  she  will 

cark  it. 
Yet  beware  of  her  arts ;  for,  it  plainly  appears. 
She  saves  half  her  victuals,  by  feeding  your  ears. 


*  Mrs  Sican,  9.  very  ingenious  lady,  mother  to  the  author  of 
the  poem  in  p.  345. — F. 
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.  THE  DEAN  AND  DUKE, 

1734. 

James  Brydges  *  and  the  Dean  had   long  been 

friends; 
James  is  beduk'd;  of  course  their  friendship  ends: 
But  sure  the  Dean  deserves  a  sharp  rebuke, 
For  knowing  James,  to  boast  he  knows  the  duke. 
Yet,  since  just  Heaven  the  duke's  ambition  mocks. 
Since  all  he  got  by  fraud  is  lost  by  stocks, 
His  wings  are  clipp'd  :  he  tries  no  more  in  vain 
With  bands  of  fiddlers  to  extend  his  train. 
Since  he  no  more  can  build,  and  plant,  and  revel. 
The  duke  and  dean  seem  near  upon  a  level. 
O  !  wert  thou  not  a  duke,  my  good  Duke  Hum- 
phry, 
From  bailiff's  claws  thou  scarce  could' st  keep  thy 

bum  free. 
A  duke  to  know  a  dean !  go,  smooth  thy  crown  : 
Thy  brother  f  (far  thy  better)  wore  a  gown. 
Well,  but  a  duke  thou  art ;  so  pleas'd  the  king : 
O  !  would  his  majesty  but  add  a  string  ! 


*  James  Brydges  was  created  Duke  of  Chandos,  April  30, 
1719.— N. 

+  The  Hon,  Henry  Brydges,  Archdeacon  of  Rochester.yN% 
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WRITTEN  BY  DR  SWIFT, 

ON    HIS    OWN    DBAFNBSS,   IN  SEPTEMBER  1734. 

Vertiginosus^  inops,  surdus,  male  gratus  amicis; 
Non  campana  sonans,  tonitru  non  ab  Jove  missum. 
Quod  mage  mirandum,  saltern  si  credere  fas  est, 
Non  clamosa  meas  mulier  jam  percutit  aures. 


THE  DEAN'S  COMPLAINT,  TRANSLATED 
AND  ANSWERED. 

DOCTOR. 

Deaf,  giddy,  helpless,  left  alone. 

ANSWER. 

Except  the  first,  the  fault's  your  own. 

DOCTOR. 

To  all  my  friends  a  burden  grown. 

ANSWER. 

Because  to  few  you  will  be  shown. 
Give  them  good  wine,  and  meat  to  stuff. 
You  may  have  company  enoughs 
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DOCTOR. 

No  more  1  hear  my  church's  bell. 
Than  if  it  rang  out  for  my  knell. 

ANSWER. 

Then  write  and  read,  'twill  do  as  welL 

DOCTOR. 

At  thunder  now  no  more  I  start. 
Than  at  the  rumbling  Of  a  cart. 

ANSWER.  • 

Think  then  of  thunder  when  you  f-~t, 

DOCTOR, 

Nay,  what's  incredible,  alack  ! 
No  more  I  hear  a  womatfs  clack, 

ANSWER. 

A  woman's  clack,  if  I  have  skill. 
Sounds  somewhat  like  a  throwster's  miU ; 
But  louder  than  a  bell,  or  thunder ; 
ThfLt  does,  I  own,  increase  my  wonder. 
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EPIGRAM  BY  MR  BOWYER. 

*  IN  SYLLABAM  LONGAM  IN  VOCE  VERTIGINOSUS 
A.  D.  SWIFT  CORBEPTAM/ 

MusARUM  antistes,  Phoebi  numerosus  alumnus, 
Vix  omnes  numeros  Vertiginosus  habet. 

Intentat  charo  capiti  vertigo  ruinam: 
Oh  !  servet  cerebro  nata  Minerva  caput. 

Vertigo  nimium  longa  est,  divina  poeta ; 
Dent  tibi  Pierides,  donet  Apollo,  brevem. 


THE  DEAN'S  MANNER  OF  LIVING  *. 

On  rainy  days  alone  I  dine 
Upon  a  chick  and  pint  of  wine. 


*  It  is  singular  to  obserye  how  nearly  the  Dean's  account  of 
his  housekeeping  agrees  with  the  following  lines  in  a  satire  a- 
gainst  him. 

Or  is  he  settling  schemes  of  life  ? 

Money,  besnre ;  besure,  no  wife. 

r  th'  morning  fixintr  water-gruel, 

Tea  is  damnM  dear,  and  wiU  not  do  well. 

At  noon,  no  dishes ;  no  I  a  chop,  « 

Stole  in  by  John,  from  ueigitbonring  shop, 

Where  diet,  ready-dressed,  is  sold. 

A  grisken  bot,  or  sliver  cold ; 

And  for  the  night,  a  cmst  of  bread, 

A  pint  of  wine^  ami  so  to  bed. 
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On  rainy  days  I  dioe  aJone^ 

And  pick  my  chicken  to  the  bone  : 

But  this  my  sprv^nts  much  eivcages,  , 

No  scraps  remain  to  save  board-wages,       '  ^ 

In  weather  fine  I  nothing  spend. 

But  often  spunge  upon  a  friend: 

Yet,  where  he's  not  so  rich  s|s  I, 

I  pay  my  club,  and  so  good  b*ye. 


Unless,  when  winds  li^e'  blown  foil  ea^' 
And  packets  briqi^il  i«b6l  giie^t^ 
Foil  nnogfat  wi(h  news ;.  then  eveiy  dopr 
Being  shut,  to  chat  th^hr  tktiikt6no*er» 
And  o'er  again ;  Mi  bofwla  go  ronndy  < 

With  sprightly  mirth  and  faction  .crowp'd  ) 
And  Johtt'B  hid  to  cut,  bnd  cut  on^ 
Till  9  whole  yard  Qf  neck  of  n^utton     . 
He  into  chops  ^dissects,  to' cloy 
Th'  admiring  fhinily  with  joy. , 

Bnt  if  no  newsmonger  appears. 
Or  if  h'  advise  from  adverse  stars. 
Thinly  at  home  the  Demritied, 
Or  visits  for  his  daily  bread ; 
And  John  and  Nell^  with  whey-like  beer. 
Brown  loaf  and  cheese  (most  hearty  fiire^ 
Having  uidulg'd,  may  tiuce  their  case, 
Love,  nore,  or  sing,  or  what  they  please. 

OiauTBRi  ANA,  Lond.  1728,  p.  4f. 


t  . 
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VERSES  MADE  FOR  FRUIT-VOMKiJ,  &c. 

APPI^ES. 

CoMfB  buy  my  fine  wares, 

Plmnbs,  apples^  and  pears. 

A  hundred  a  penny. 

In  conscience  too  many : 

Come,  wHl  you  bave  any  ? 

My  children  are  iseven^ 

I  wish  them  in  Heaven ; 

My  husband  a  sot, 

With  his  pipe  and  his  pot. 

Not  a  farthing  will  gain  them^ 

And  I  must  maintain  them. 


ilSPAEAG0S. 


Ripe  'sparagras 
Fit  for  lad  or  lass. 
To  make  their  water  pass : 
O,  His  pretty  picking 
With  a  tender  chicken ! 


ONIONS. 


Come,  follow  me  by  the  smell. 
Here  are  delicate  onions  to  sell, 
I  promise  to  use  you  well. 
They  make  the  blood  warmer. 
You'll  feed  like  a  farmer  j 
1 
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For  this  is  every  cook's  opinion. 
No  savoury  dish  without  an  onion ; 
But,  lest  your  kissing  should  be  spoil'd. 
Your  onions  must  be  thoroughly  boil'd ;    ' 

Or  else  you  may  spare 

Your  mistress  a  shar^ 
Thie  secret  will  never  be  imown : 

She  cannot  discover 

The  breath  of  her  lover. 
But  think  it  as  aweet  as  her  own« 


OYSTERS. 


Charming  oysters^!  cry : 
My  masters  come  buy, 
So  plump  and  so  fresh. 
So  sweet  is  their  flesh. 
No  Colchester  oyster 
Is  sweeter  and  moister : 
Your  stomaqh  they  settle. 
And  rouse  up  your  mettle : 

They'll  make  you  a  dad 

Of  a  lass  or  a  lad ; 

And  madam  your  wife 

They'll  please  to  the  life  j 
Be  she  barren,  be  she  old. 
Be  she  slut,  or  be  she  scold. 
Eat  my  oysters,  and  lie  near  her. 
She'll  be  fruitful,  never  fear  her. 
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HERRINGS. 


Be  not  sparing, 

LeavjB  off  swearing. 

Buy  my  herring 

Fresh  from  Malahide,  * 

Better  never  was  try'd. 
Come,  eat  them  with  pure  fresh  butter  and  mus* 

tard. 
Their  bellies  are  soft,  and  as  white  as  a  custard. 
Come,  sixpence  a  dozen,  to  get  me  some  bread, 
Or,  like  my  own  herrings,  I  soon  shall  be  dead. 


ORANGES. 


Come  buy  my  fine  granges,  saiice  for  your  veal, 
And  charming,  when  squeezed  in  a  ppt  of  browB 

ale ; 
Well  roasted,  with  sugar  and  wine  in  a  cup, 
They'll  make  a  sweet  bishop  when  gentlefolks  sup. 


*  Malahide,  a  Tillage  fije  h^Ibs  from  Dublin,  famous  ((tf 
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ON  ROVER.    A  LADY'S  SPANIEL. 

INSTBUCTJOJ^S  TO  A  PAINTER.  ^     . 

Happiest  of  the  ispaniel  wee,  ; 
^Painter,  with  thy  colours  grace  : 
Draw  hiS;  forehead  large  and  high^  , 
Draw  his  blue  and  humid  eye  ;      . 
Draw  his  neck  so  smooth  and  round. 
Little  neck  with  ribands  bound ! 
And  the  muscly  swelling  breast^ 
Where  the  Loves  ^nd  Graces  rest  5 
And  the  spreiading  even  back^ 
Soft,  and  sleek,  and  glossy  black  ^ 
And  the  tail  that  gently  twines,  _ 
Like  the  tendrils  of  the,  vines  J  .  . 
And^he.  silky,  twisteitj  Wr, 
Shadowir^  thick  the  velvet  ear  ^ 
Velvet  ears,  which,  l)anging  low. 
O'er  the  veiny  tpmples  flow. 

With  a  proper  IJglit  and  shade, 
Let  the  windiiig  hoop  be  jlaid; 
And  within  that  arpliing  bower 
(Secret  circlq,  mystic  power) 
In  a  downy  si unrbi^jr,  place 
Happiest  of  the  spaniel  race  j 
While  the  soft  respiring  dame. 
Glowing  with  the  softest  flame. 


*  In  ridicule  of  Phillips's  poem  on  Miss  Carteret ;  and  writ- 
ten 9  it  has  been  said,  <<  to  affront  the  lady  of  Archbishop  Boul. 
ter.'*— AnDERsoN. 
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On.the  ravished  favourite  pours 
Balmy  dews,  ambrosial  showers ! 
With  thy  utmost  skill  express 
Nature  iniier  richest  dress. 
Limpid  rivers  smoothly  flowing. 
Orchards  by  those  rivers  blowing; 
Curling  woodbine,  myrtle  shade. 
And  the  gay  enameUM  mead; 
Where  the  linnets  sit  and  ^ing. 
Little  sportKngs  of  the  spring; 
Where  the  breathing  field  and  grove 
Sooth  the  heart,  and  kindle  love. 
Here  for  me,  and  for  the  Muse, 
Colours  of  resemblance  choose. 
Make  of  Kneaments  divine, 
Daply  female  spaniels  shine. 
Pretty  fondlings  of  the  fair. 
Gentle  damsels*  gentle  Care; 
But  to  one  alone  impart 
All  the  flattery  of  thy  art. 
Crowd  each  feature,  crowd  each  grace, 
Which  complete  the  de^sperate  face ; 
Let  the  spotted  wanton  dame 
Feel  a  new  resistless  flame  ! 
Let  the  happiest  of  his  race 
Win  the  fair  to  his  embrace. 
But  in  shade  the  rest  conceal. 
Nor  to  sight  their  joys  reveal. 
Lest  the  pencil  and  the  Miis6         " 
Loose  desires  and  thoughts  infuse. 
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EPIGRAMS  ON  WINDOWS- 

SEVERAL  OF  THEfti  WRITTEN  IN  172ff. 
I.   ON  A  WINDOW  AT  AN  INN. 

We  fly  from  luxury  and  wealthy 
To  hards,hip8»  iUipur^uit  of  healjli ; 
From  generous  wines,  and  costly  fare. 
And  ^^mng  ifihhe^j  chail*;  ' 
Pursue  the- goddess  Health  in  vain. 
To  find  her  in  a  fcou*itry  scene. 
And  everywhere  hfer  footsteps  trace. 
And  see  her  marks  in  every  face  ; 
And  still  her  favourites  we  meet. 
Crowding  the  roads  with  naked  feet. 
But,  oh !  so  faintly  wte  pursue, 
.  We  ne'er  can  have  her  full  in  view* 


II.    AT  AN  INN  IN  ENGLAND* 

The  glass,  by  lovers^  nonsense  blurred 
Dims  and  obscures  our  sight; 

So,  when  our  passions  Love  has  stirred 
It  darkens  Reason's  light* 
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III.   ON  A  WINDOW  AT  THE  FOUR  CROSSES  IN  THl 
WAlfUVp-STREJBT  ^OAU,  l^ARWW*{rHIRE. 

FooL,  to  put  lip  four  Crossies  at  your  door. 
Put  up  yoiir  Wife,  she's  crosser  than  all  four. 


IV:    ANOTHER>'AT'€HES*rER;' 


* 


•«■    .     -  -:,// 


The  church  £^Ml  plergy  .l^e,  no  4m\>%  / 
Are  yery/H^ar  akia;        ;,,  .       4 

Both  weather-beaten, .a^vy^t)i9ut»   ;  ,:^     / 
And  epipty  both  wiihip,.     . ,.       .  ,      ^ 


V.    ANOTHER,  AT  CHESTER. 

My  landlord  is  civil. 
But  dear  as  the  d— 1 : 
Your  pockets  grow  empty 
With  nothing  to  tempt  ye  : 
The  wine  is  so  sour, 
*Twill  give  you  a  scour : 
The  beer  and  the  ale 
Are  o^ingled  with  stale. 
The  veal  is  such  carrion, 
A  dog  would  be  weary  on. 
All  this  I  have  felt. 
For  I  live  on  a  smelt. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


BPIGEAMS  OK  WINDOWS.  Ml 


,  <.     VI^     ANOTHBIt,  AT  €HE$TSit. 

The  waDs  of  this  town 

Are  fujl  of  renownj  ;  i 

And  strangers  delight  jio  walk  roiji^d  '«in  j 
.  But  as,  for  the  dw^ljers, .  v  ;     . 

Both  buyers  and  skiers. 
For  me,  you  may^ha^g  *ein,  or  drown  'em. 


VII.     ANOTHER,  AT  HOLYHEAD.* 

O  Neptune  I  Nejitutie  !  must  I  still 
Be  here  detained  against  my  will  ? 
Is  this  your  justice,  when  Vrn  come 
Above  two  hundred  miles  from  home;      >/ 
0*er  mountains  steep,  o'er  dusty  plains. 
Half  chok'd  with  dust,  half  drown'd  with  rains. 
Only  your  Godship  to  implore. 
To  let  me  kiss  your  other  shore  ? 
A  boon  so  small !  but  I  may  weep. 
While  you're  like  Baal^  fast  asleep. 


♦  These  rerses  are  signed  J——  K— - ;  but  written,  as  it  is 
presumed^  in  Dr  Swift's  hand.^D.  $• 
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Vin.     ANOTHfiR,   WUrfTB!^  tJ^OK  A  W^DOW  WHERE 
THERE  WAS  Np  WRITING  BEFORS*. 

Thanks  to  mj^ stars,  T  once  can  see     /  ^    ^ 
A  window  here  from  scribbling  free  ! 
Here  no  conceited  coxcombs  pass,     *     • 
To  scratch  their  p^try  drabs  on  glass; 
Nor  party  fool  is  falling  names. 
Or  dealing  crowns  to  George  and  James. 


IX.     ON  SEEING  VERSES  WRITTEN  UPON  WINDOWS 
•ArT  IN^fS- 

The  sage,  who  said  he  should  be  proud 

Of  windows  in  his  brfeast. 
Because  he  ne'er  a  tliought  allowed 

That  might  not  be  confest ; 
His  window  scrawl'd  by  every  rake. 

His  breast  again  would  cover. 
And  fairly  bid  the  Devil  take 

The  diamond  and  the  lover. 


X.     ANOTHER. 

By  Satan  taught,  all  conjurors  know 
Your  mistress  in  a  glass  to  show,] 

And  you  can  do  as  much : 
In  this  the  Devil  and  you  agree : 
None  e'er  made  verses  worse  than  he. 

And  thine,  I  swear,  are  such. 
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XI.    ANOTHm. 


That  love  is  the  Devil,  1*11  prove  when  required; 

Those  rhymers  abundantly  show  it: 
They  swear  that  they  all  by  love  are  inspired. 

And  the  Devil's  a  damnable  poet.  * 


*  To  these  Verses,  inscribed  on  the  Windows  of  Inns,  may  be 
mdded  ihe  following  inscription,  cojMed  from  the  Spiritnal  Quixote 
of  the  Rer.  Mr  Greaves,  apd  said  to  have  been  fonnd  by  his 
hero,  at  the  Greorge  in  the  Tree,  a  public  house  near  Meriden^ 
on  the  Chester  ro^. 

^<  As  he  was  examining  the  parlour  windows  in  this  little  hotel 
(which,  affording  entertainment  for  <horse  as  well  as  men,  might 
be  called  an  inn),  he  obserred  the  following  remarkable  mscHp- 
tion:  . 

J.  S.  D.  S.  P.  D.  Hospes  Ignotus,  ^ 

Patriae  (ut  nunc  est)  plusquam  yellet 
notus, 
tempestate  pulsus 
hie  pernoctayit 
A.  D.  M,DCC,XXVI. 
^^  Jonathan  Swift,  Dean  of  St  Patrick's  in  Dublki|  here  a 
stranger  unknown,  but  in  his  own  country  (such  as  it  now  is) 
better  known  ihaii  he  would  wish  to  be,  being  driven  by  a  storm, 
lodged  here  all  night,  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  1726. 

^<  Mr  Wildgoose  having  at  present  little  curiosity  of  that 
kind,  did  not  take  out  the  pane^  as  he  probably  might  have  done 
for  three-halfpence,  and  as  was  done  soon  after  by  s(Hne  more 
curious  traveller.'^'^Spiritual  Quixote,  Lond.  1774.  Vol.  IIL 
p«21& 
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TO  JANUS,  ON  NBW.YEARS  DAY,  1726.^ 

'  Two-fac'd  Janus,  gbii  of  Timet      '  ^ 

Be  my  Phoebus  wnfte  I  rhime ; 

To  oblige  your  crqiiy  Swift,     .     !  /  ' 

Bring  our  dame  a  n^\V -year's  ^ftV 

She  has  got  but  half  a  face ; 

Janus,  since  thou  hast  a  brace, 

(Xermy  lady  oncebei.kind i     : .     .  ,  , 

Give  her  half  thjr  face  behind^' 

'    OodofTiirife,4fj5rbtib6  wiJie-       .  •; 
'  lx)bk  not  with  your  f*uture  eye^^ 
:   What  imports  thy  forward  sight  ?       ^   ^ 

Wellf  if  you  couW  lose  it  quite, ,  ,,  .  \[ ,!' 

Can  you  take  delight  in  viewing 

This  poor  Isle's  f  approaching  ruin. 

When  thy  retrospection  vast         ' 

Sees  the  glorious  ages  past.  — 

Happy  nation,  were  we  blind. 

Or  had  only  eyes  behind! 

Drown  your  morals,  madam  cries, 

I'll  have  none  but  forward  eyes ; 

Phudes  decayed  about  may  tack. 

Strain  their  necks  with  looking  back. 
,     ,Give  me  time  wh^  coming  on  i 

Who  regards  him  when  he's  gone? 

By  the  Dean  though  gravely  tdd, 
'  New-years  help  to  make  me  old ; 

Yet  I  find  a  new-year's  lace 

Burnishes  an  old-year's  face. 

Give  me  velvet  and  quadrille, 

I'll  have  youth  and  beauty  still. 

*  172P,  Irish  edit  +  Ireland.— H. 
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A  MOTTO  FOR  MR  JASON  HASARD, 

WOOLLEN-DRAPER  IN  DUBLIN, 

WHOSE  SIGN  WAS  THE  GOLDEN  FLEECE. 

Jason,  the  valiant  prince  of  Greece, 
From  Colchis  brought  the  Golden  Fleece  : 
We  comb  the  wool,  refine  the  stuff. 
For  modern  Jasons,  thafs  enough. 
Oh  !  could  we  tame  yon  watchfiil  dragon,  * 
Old  Jason  would  have  less  to  brag  on* 


THE  DOG  AND  SHADOW. 

Ore  cibuml  portans  oatulus  dum  spectat  in  undis, 
Apparet  liquido  praede  melioris  imago  : 
Dum  speciosa  diii  daiiina  admiratur,  et  alt^ 
Ad  latices  inhiat,  cadit  imo  vortice  praeceps 
Ore  cibus,  nee  non  simulacrurn  corripit  una. 
Occupat  ilje  avidus  deceptis  faucibus  umbram^ 
lUudit  species,  ac  dentibus  aera  mordet. 


«  £DglaRd«.«»H, 
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TO  A  FRIEND 

WHO  HAD  BEEN  MUCH  ABUSED  IN  MANY  DIFFEBBNT 
LIBELS. 

The  greatest  monarch  may  be  stabb'd  by  night, 
And  fortune  help  the  murderer  in  his  flight ; 
The  vilest  ruffian  may  commit  a  rape. 
Yet  safe  from  injur'd  innocence  escape  ; 
And  calumny,  by  working  under  ground. 
Can,  unreveng'd,  the  greatest  merit  wound. 

What's  to  be  done  ?  Shall  wit  and  learning  choose 
To  live  obscure,  and  have  no  fame  to*  lose  ? 
Bv  Censure  frighted  out  of  Honour's  road. 
Nor  dare  to  use  the  gifts  by  Heaven  bestow'd  ? 
Or  fearless  enter  in  through  Virtue's  gate. 
And  buy  distinction  at  the  dearest  rate. 


CATULLUS  DE  LESBIA.* 

Lesbia  for  eyer  on  me  rails. 
To  tsdk  of  me  slie  never  fails* 


*  Lesbia  mt  dicit  semper  male ;  nee  tacet  nnqnam^ 
De  me.    Lesbia, me,  dispeream,  nisi  amat 
Quo  signo  ?  quia  sunt  jotidem  mea  :  deprecor  illam 
AssiduS ;  Temm^  dispeream^  nisi  amo. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


curate's  (himplaint.  S67 


Now,  hang  me  but  for  all  her  art, 
I  find,  that  I  have  gain'd  her  heart. 
My  proof  is  this :  I  plainly  see, 
The  case  is  just  the  same  with  me  j 
I  curse  her  every  hour  wneerely. 
Yet  hang  me  but  I  love  her  dearly. 


ON  A 

CURATES  COMPLAINT  OF  HARD  DUTY. 

I  march'd  three  miles  through  scorching  sand. 

With  zeai  in  heart,  and  notes  in  hand : 

I  rode  four  more  to  Great  St  Mary, 

Using  four  legs,  when  two  were  weary : 

To  three  fair  virgins  I  did  tie  men. 

In  the  close  bands  of  pleasing  Hymen  : 

I  dipp'd  two  babes  in  holy  water. 

And  purify'd  their  mother  after. 

Within  an  hour  and  eke  a  half, 

I  preached  three  congregations  deaf ; 

Where  thundering  out,  with  lungs  long-winded, 

I  chopp'd  so  fast,  that  few  there  minded. 

My  emblem,  the  laborious  sun. 

Saw  all  these  mighty  labours  done 

Before  one  race  of  his  was  run. 

All  this  performed  by  Robert  Hewit : 

What  mortal  eke  could  e'er  go  through  it  I 
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TO  BETTY, 

THE  GRISETTE. 

Queen  of  wit  an3f  beauty,  Betty, 

Never  may  the  muse  forget  ye. 

How  thy  face  charms  every  shepherd. 

Spotted  over  like  a  leopard  ! 

And  thy  freckled  neck,  displayed. 

Envy  breeds  in  every  maid ; 

Like  a  flyblown  cake  of  tallow. 

Or  on  parchment  ink  tum'd  yellow ; 

Or  a  tawny  speckled  pippin, 

Shriveird  with  a  winter's  keeping. 

And,  thy  beauty  thus  dispatch'd. 
Let  me  praise  thy  wit  unmatched. 

Sets  of  phrases,  ciit  and  dry,     . 
Ever  more  thy  tongue  supply, 
And  thy  memory  is  loaded 
With  old  scraps  from  plays  exploded : 
Stock'd  with  repartees  and  jokes. 
Suited  to  all  Christian  folks  : 
Shreds  of  wit,  and  senseless  rhymes. 
Blundered  out!  a  thousand  times  ; 
Nor  wilt  thou  of  gifts  be  sparing. 
Which  can  ne*er  be  wprse  for  wearing^. 
Pitking  wit  among  coUegians,    f 
In  the  playhouse  upper  regions ; 
Where,  in  the  eighteen-penny  gallery, 
Irish  nyipphs  learn  Irish  raillery. 
But  thy  merit  is  thy  failing, 
And  thy  raillery  is  railing. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


EPIGRAM*  369 

Thus  with  talents  well  endued 
To  be  scurrilous  and  rude ; 
When  you  pertly  raise  your  snout. 
Fleer  and  gibe^  and  laugh  and  flout  ^ 
This  among  Hibernian  asses 
For  sheer  v/it  and  humour  passes. 
Thus  indulgent  Chloe,  bit. 
Swears  you  have  a  world  of  wit. 


EPIGRAM. 

PftOM  THE  t^RBNCH.^ 

Who  can  believe  with  common  sense^ 
A  bacon  slice  gives  God  offence ; 
Or,  how  a  herring  has  a  charm 
Almighty  vengeance  to  disarm  ? 
Wrapp'd  up  in  Majesty  divine, 
Does  he  regard  on  what  we  dine  ? 


*  A  Fieoch  gentlemaa  dining  with  some  company  on  a  fast- 
day,  called  for  some  bacon  and  eggs.  The  rest  were  rerj  angnr^ 
and  reproved  him  for  so  heinous  a  sin :  whereupon  he  wrote  ^e 
following  lines ;  whic]^  are  translated  aboTc : 

Peat  on  croire  avee  boo  sens 

Qo'on  lardon  le  mit  en  coHre, 
On.  que  manger  nn  hareng, 

Cest  nn  secret  poor  lui  plaire  ? 
£n  sa  gleire  envdop^ 

8eii^t41  bien  de  nos  sonp^  ?— IL 
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EPIGRAM, 

As  Thomas  was  cudgelled  one  day  by'  his  ^Jfe, 
He  took  to  the  street,  and  fled  for  his  life  : 
Tom's  three  dearest  friends  came  by  in  the  squabble^ 
And  sav'd  him  at  once  from  the  shrew  and  the  rabble ; 
Then  ventured  to  give  him  some  sober  advice — 
But  Tom  is  a  person  of  honour  so  nice. 
Too  wise  to  take  counsel,  too  proud  to  take  warning, 
That  he  sent  to  all  three  a  challenge  next  morning. 
Three  duels  he  fought,  thrice  ventured  his  life ; 
Went  home  and  was  cudgell'd  again  by  his  wife. 


JOAN  CUDGELS  NED. 

Joan  cudgels  Ned,  yet  Ned's  a  bully ; 
Will  cudgels  Bess,  yet  Will's  a  cully. 
Die  Ned  and  Bess  ;  give  Will  to  Joan, 
She  dares  not  say  her  life's  her  own. 
Die  Joan  and  Will ;  give  Bess  to  Ned, 
And  every  day  she  combs  his  head. 
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VERSES. 

ON  TWO  CELEBRATED  MODERN  POETS. 

Behold^  those  monarch  qaks>  that  xise^ 

With  lofty  branches  to  the  skies. 

Have  large  proportion'd  roots  that  gr^^ 

With  equal  longitude  below  J 

Two  biurds  that  now  in  fashioA  reigi^> 

Most  aptly  this  device  explain : 

If  this  to  clouds  and  stars  will  venture, 

That  creeps  as  far  to  reach  the  centre  5 

Or,  more  to  shew  the  thing  I  mean^ 

Have  you  not  a^«rttjttiK*pitseen 

A  skill'd  mechanic,  that  has  stood 

High  on  a  length  of  prostrate  wood, 

Who  hir*d  a  subterraneous  friend 

To  take  his  irort  by  the  end : 

But  which  exceird  was  never  founds 

The  man  above  or  under  ground* 

The  moral  is  so  plain  to  hit, 
That,  had  I  been  the  god  of  wit, 
Then,  in  a  saw-pit  and  wet  weather. 
Should  Young  and  Philips  dkudge  together. 
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UPON  CARTHY^S*  THREATENING  TO 
TRANSLATE  PINDAR. 

You  have  undone  Horace, — ^what  should  hmder 
Thy  Muse  from  failing  upon  Pindar  ? 
But  ere  you  mount  his  fiery  steed, 
Beware/O  Bard,  how  you  proceed : — — 
For  should  you  give  him  once  the  reins. 
High  up  in  air  he'll  turn  your  brains ; 
And  if  you  should  his  fiiry  check, 
'Tis  ten  to  one  he  breaks  your  neck. 


DR  SWIFT 

WEOTE  THB  FOZiLOWlKO  SPIORAM  6N  aXB  DELACOURT'S  COMPLI- 
MENTING CARTftT,  A  SCHOOLMASTER,  ON  HIS  POETRY. 

EPIGRAM. 

Carthy,  you  say,  yrrites  well-^his  genius  true. 
You  pawn  your  word  for  him — ^he^ll  vouch  for  you. 
So  two  poor  knaves,  who  find  their  credit  fail. 
To  cheat  the  world,  become  each  other's  bail. 


*  Cardiy,  a  scribbling  schoolmaster^  wrote  some  serere  lines 
on  Dr  Swift  and  ids  Friends.-- F. 
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EPITAPH, 

ON  GENBRAt  GORGES,  *  AND  LADY  MEATH«  f 

Under  this  stone  lies  Dick  and  Dolly. 
Doll  dying  first,  Dick  grew  meltocholy ; 
For  Dick  without  Doll  thought  living  a  folly. 

Dick  lost  in  Doll  a  wife  tender  and  dear : 
But  Dick  lost  by  Doll  twelve  hundred  a-year  ; 
A  loss  that  DicK'thbught  no  mortal  could  bear. 

Dick  sigh'd  for  his  Doll,  and  his  mournful  arms 

cross'd ; 
Thought  much  of  his  Doll,  and  the  jointure  he  lost ; 
The  first  ve^'d  him  much,  the  other  vex'd  rtiost. 

Thus  loaded  with  grief,  Dick  sigh'd  and  he  cried : 
To  live  without  both  full  three  d^ys  he  tried ; 
But  liked  neither  loss,  and  so  quietly  died. 

Dick  left  a  pattern  few  will  copy  after : 

Then,  reader,  pray  shed  some  tears  of  salt  water  ^ 

For  so  sad  a  tale  is  no  subject  of  laughter. 


♦  Of  Kilbme,  in  the  county  of  Meath.->-F. 

f  Dorothy,  dowager  of  Edward,  Earl  of  Meath.  She  was  mar- 
ried to  the  General  in  1716 ;  and  died  April  10,  17^.  Her  hns. 
band  snryiyed  her  but  two  days.— F. 

The  itolly  of  this  Epigram,  is  the  same  lady  whom  Swift  treat. 
ed  so  seyerely  in  his  jnyenile  IMalogue  between  Sir  Harry  Pierce's 
Chariot  and  Miss  Dorothy  Stopford's  Chair* 
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Meath  smiles  for  the  jointure,  though  gotten  so  late  j 
The  son  laughs,  that  got  the  hard-gotten  estate ; 
And  Cuffip*  grins,  for  getting  the  Alicant  plate. 

Here  quiet  they  lie,  iii  l^oj^es  io  rise  one  day, 
Both  solemnly  put  in  this  hole  on  a  Sunday, 
And  here  rttrt-*— ^c  transit  gtofia  mundi  / 


VERSES  ON  I  KNOW  NOT  WHAT. 

Mv  latest  tribute  h^rfd  I  s^nd^ 
With  this  let  your  collection  end% 
;  Thus  I  cot^ign  yoii  down  to  &me 
A  character  to  praise  or  blSMue  ; 
And  if  the  whole  Aiay  piass  for  true^i 
Contented  rest,  you  have  your  due. 
Give  future  time  the  satisfaction. 
To  leave  otie  hnuidle  for  detr^M^tiofl. 


DR  SWIFT  TO  HIMSELF, 

pN  SAINT  Cecilia's  day. 

Grave  Dean  of  St  Patrick's,  hbw  Comes  it  to  pass, 
That  you,  who  know  jiiusic  no  more  than  an  assj 

L"  II. I    III    ■     .  iiiiij     .  .1  ■.   ' '    '  I  . '  '  ■      ^ 

*  John  Cuffe,  of  Desart,  Esq.  married  tlie  General's  ddest 
daughter. — ^F. 
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That  you  who  so  lately  were  writing  of  drapiers. 
Should  lend  your  cathedral  to  players  and  scrapers? 
To  act  such  an  opera  once  in  a  year. 
So  offensive  to  every  Vnie  protestant  ear. 
With  trumpets,  and  fiddles,  and  organs,  and  singing. 
Will  sure  the  pr^teBder  sind  popery  bring  in. 
No  protestant  prelate,  hig  lordftbip  or  grace. 
Durst  ther^  riiow  his  right,  of  most  reveretid  face: 
How  would  it  pollute  their  crosiers  mA  rochets. 
To  hsten  to  minims,  and  quavers,  and  crotchets  ! 
[The  rest  is  wanting.] 


AN  ANSWER  TO  A  FRIEN0^S  QUESTION. 

Tu9  furniture  that  besif  doth  please 
St  Patriok'i^  D^an,  g6od  Sir^  are  these : 
The  knife  and  fork  with  which  I  eat ; 
And  next  the  pot  that  boils  the  meat ; 
The  next  to  be  preferred,  I  think. 
Is  the  glass  in  which  I  drink ; 
The  shelves  on  which  my  books  I  keep. 
And  the  bed  on  which  I  sleep ; 
An  antique  elbow-chair  between. 
Big  enough  to  hold  the  Dean  ; 
And  the  stove  that  gives  delight 
In  the  cold  bleak  wintry  night : 
To  these  we  add  a  thing  below. 
More  for  use  reserved  than  show : 
These  are  what  the  Dean  do  please ; 
All  superfluous  are  but  these. 
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EPIGRAM.* 


Bbhold  !  a  proof  of  Irish  sense ; 

Here  Irish  wit  is  seen  ! 
When  nothing's  left  that's  worth  defence^ 

We  build  a.  magazine. 


*  The  Dean,  in  his  lunacy,  had  some  intervals  of  sense ;  at 
which  his  guardians  or  physicians  took  him  out  for  the  air. 
On  one  of  these  days,  when  they  came  to  the  Park,  Swift  le. 
marked  a  new  building,  which  he  h^d  never  seen,  and  asked  wliat 
it  was  designed  for  i  To  which  Dr  S^ingsfoury  answered,  ^^  That| 
Mr  Dean^  is  the  maga^ne  for  arms  and  powder  for  the  secnii^ 
of  the  city."  <^  Oh!  oh!"  says  the  Dean,  pulling  out  his 
pocket-book,  ^^  let  me  take  an  item  of  that.  This  is  worth  le* 
marking  :  <  My  tablets,'  as  flamlet  says,  ^  my  tablets— memory 
put  down  that ! "  Which  produced  tiie  above  lines,  sttd  to  l^ 
the  hist  he  ever  wrote. 
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EPITAPH, 

IKSCRIBED  OK  A  MARBLE  TABLET,  IN  BBftCBLBT 
CHURCH,  G|.OUQ£|STERSHIft£. 

Carolus  Comes  de  Berkeley,  Yicecomes  Durslet, 
iBaro  BsRKELKT,  de  Berkeley!  Cast,  MowbIiat,  SscRAti, 

Et  Bruce,  ^  nobilifsimo  Ordine  Baloel  Cqaes, 

Yir  ad  geiiu$  qaod  spectat  et  pixif  voa  usquequaqae  nobilis, 

Et  longo  81  quis  aKus  procerum  stemmate  editus ; 

Muaiis  etiam  tarn  illtistri  stirpi  dignb  insignitus. 

Siqaidem  a  Guuelmo  III*'  ad  or^es.foederati  Belgii 

Ablegatus  et  Flenipotentiams  Extraordinarias 

Rebus,  QOQ  Britannis  tantiim,  sod  totius  fere  Eiiropae 

{Tunc  temporis  pnesertim  arduis)  per  annos  V.  incubalt, 

Quam  felici  diligentid,  fide  quam  intemeratay 

Ex  illo  discas.  Lector,  quod,  snperstite  patre, 

In  magnatum  ordinem  adscisci  memerit. 

Fuit  &  sanctioribus  consiliis  et  Rq^  Guliel.  et  Ann^e  Regin«^ 

E  proregibus  Hiberniae  secundus, 

Comitatam  civitatumqueGlocest.  et  Brist.  Dominus  Locumteoens, 

Sarrke  et  Glocest.  Costos  Rot.,  Urbis  Glocest  magnus 

Senescallos,  Arcis  sancti  de  Briavell  CasieUanus, 

Guardianus  Forestae  de  Dean. 

Denique  ad  Turcarum  primum,  deinde  ad  Roman.  Imperatorem 

Com  Legatus  Extraordinarius  designatus  esset, 

Quo  minus  has  etiam  omaret  provincias 

Obstitit  adversa  corporis  valetudo. 

Sed  restat  adhuc,  prae  quo  sordescunt  caetera, 

Honos  Terns,  stabUis,  et  vel  morti  cedere  nescius^ 

Qn6d  Teritatem  eyangdicam  serl6  amplexus  ; 

Erga  Deum  pins,  erga  panperes  munificus, 

Adrersiis  omnes  aeqaus  et  beneyoluS| 

*  In  Christo  jam  placid^  obdormit 

Cum  eodem  olim  regnaturus  unk. 

Natns  Till*'  April,  mdcxlix.  denatus 

xx|f  *^  Septem.  mdccx.  astat.  suae  Lxif« 
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EPITAPH 

ON  PRBDBRICK  DVKE  OF  SCJHOMBEHG.^ 

Hie  infra  &itum  est  oorpus 

FREDERICI  DUCIS  DE  SCHOMBERG. 

ad  BUDINDAM  occisi,  A.  D.  I69O. 

DECANUS  et  CAPITULUM  maximopere  etiam 

atque  etiam  petierunt, 

Ut  HjBEEdEs  Ducis  monum^ntimi 

In  mepioriam  Parentis  erigendum  cur^rent: 

Sed  postquam  per  epistolas,  per  amicos, 

diu  ac  sasp^  orando  nil  profec^re  ^ 

Hunc  demum  lapidem  ipsi  statuerimt, 

t  Saltern  ut  scias,  hospes, 

'Ubinam  terrarum  SCONBERGENSIS  cineres 

delitescunt. 

"•  Plus  potuit  fama  virtutis  apud  alienos^ 

Quam  sanguinis  proximitas  apTl<)  sues.** 

A.  D.  1731. 


*  The  Duke  was  unhappily  killed  in  crossing  the  mer  Bojne^ 
July  1690,  and  was  buried  in  St  Patrick's  cathedial ;  where  the 
dean  and  chapter  erected  a  small  monument  to  liis  honour,  at 
their  own  expence. — N. 

+  The  words  that  Dr  Swift  first  concluded  the  epitaph  with, 
were,  ^^  Saltern  ut  sciat  yiator  indignabundvs,  quaU  in  celluli 
tanti  ductoris  cineres  delitescuuf'^N. 
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VERSES 

Written  DuaiNa 
LORD  CARTERETS  ADMINISTRATION 

OF    IRELAND. 


As  Lord  Carteret's  residence  in  Ireland  as  Viceroy  was  a  se. 
ries  of  cabals  against  the  authority  of  the  prime  minister,  he 
failed  not,  as  well  from  his  love  of  literature  as  from  his  hatred 
to  Walpole,  to  attach  to  himself  as  much  as  possible  the  distin- 
guished  author  of  the  Drapier  Jlictters.  By  the  interest  which 
Swift  soon  gained  with  the  Lord-Lieutenant,  he  was  enabled  to 
recommend  several  friends,  whose  High  Church  or  Tory  prin. 
ciples  had  hitherto  obstructed  their  preferment.  The  task  of  for. 
warding  the  Tiews  of  Delany,  in  particular,  led  to  seyeral  of 
Swift's  liveliest  poetical  effusions,  while,  on  the  other  h;ind,  he 
-was  equally  active  in  galling,  by  his  satire,  Smedley,  and  other  Whig 
beau^  esprits,  who,  during  this  amphibious  administration,  sought 
the  favour  of  a  literary  Lord-Lieutenant,  by  literary  offerings 
and  poetical  adulation.  These  pieces,  with  one  or  two  connects 
^  with  the  same  subject,  are  here  thrown  together,  as  thev  seem 
to  reflect  light  upon  each  other* 
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APOLOGY  TO  LADY  CARTERET. 

A  LADY,  wise  as  well  as  fair. 

Whose  conscience  always  was  her  care. 

Thoughtful  upon  a  point  of  moment, 

Would  have  the  text  as  well  as  comment : 

So  hearing  of  a  grave  divine. 

She  sent  to  bid  him  come  to  dine. 

But,  you  must  know  he  was  not  quite 

So  grave  as  to  be  unpolite : 

Thought  human  learning  would  not  lessen 

The  dignity  of  his  profession : 

And  if  you'd  heard  the  man  discburse. 

Or  preach,  you'd  like  him  scarce  the  worse. 

He  long  had  bid  the  court  farewell. 

Retreating  silent  to  his  cell ; 

Suspected  for  the  love  he  bore 

To  one  who  sway'd  some  time  before; 

Which  made  it  more  surprising  how 

He  should  be  sent  for  thither  now. 

The  m^sage  told,  he  gapes,  and  stares. 
And  scarce  believes  his  eyes  or  ears : 
Could  not  conceive  what  it  should  mean. 
And  faiii  would  hear  it  told  again. 
But  then  the  squire  so  trim  and  nice, 
'Twere  rude  to  make  him  tell  it  twice ; 
So  bow'd,  was  thankful  for  the  honour ; 
And  would  not  fail  to  wait  upon  her. 
His  beaver  brush'd,  his  shoes,  and  gown, 
Away  he  trudges  into  town ; 
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Passes  the  lower  castle  yard. 

And  now  advancing  to  the  guard. 

He  trembles  at  the  thoughts  of  state ; 

For,  conscious  of  his  sheepish  gait, 

His  spirits  of  a  sudden  fail'd  him  ; 

He  stopped,  and  could  not  tell  what  ail'd  him. 

What  w?9  thp  npe^sftge  J  feceiv'4  ? 
Why  certainly  the  captain  rav*d  ? 
To  dine  with  her  !  and  come  ^t  three ! 
Impossible !  it  can't  be  me. 
Or  may  be  I  mistook  the  word  ; 
My  lady — it  must  be  my  lord. 

My  lord's  abroad  ;  my  lady  too : 
What  must  the  unhappy  doctor  do  ? 
"  Is  Captain  Cracherode  ♦  here,  pray?" — ^*  No.' 
**  Nay,  then  His  time  for  me  to  go." 
Am  I  awake,  or  do  I  dream  ? 
I'm  sure  he  called  me  by  my  name ; 
Nam'd  me  as  plain  ^s  he  could  speak j 
And  yet  there  must  be  some  mistake. 
Why,  what  a  jest  should  I  have  been^ 
Had  now  my  lady  been  within  ! 
What  could  IVe  said  ?  I'm  mighty  glad 
She  went  abroad — she'd  thought  me  mad. 
The  hour  of  dining  now  is  past : 
Well  then,  I'll  e'en  go  home  and  fast ; 
And,  since  I  '^cap'd  being  made  a  scoff, 
I  think  I^m  very  fairly  off. 
My  lady  now  returning  home. 
Calls,  "  Cracherode,  is  the  Doctor  come  ?"' 
He  had  not  heard  of  him — "  Pray  see^ 
'Tis  now  a  quarter  after  three." 


*  The  gentleman  who  brought  the  m^sage. 
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The  Captain  walks  about,  and  searches 

Through  all  the  rooms,  and  courts,  and  arches ; 

Examines  all  the  servants  round, 

In  vain — no  doctor's  to  be  found. 

My  lady  could  not  choose  but  wonder : 

"  Captain,  I  fear  youVe  made  some  blunder : 

But  pray,  to-morrow  go  at  ten ; 

I'll  try  his  manners  once  again ;  / 

If  rudeness  be  th'  effect  of  knowledge. 

My  son  shall  never  see  a  college." 

The  Captain  was  a  man  of  reading. 
And  much  good  sense,  as  well  as  breeding ; 
Who,  loath  to  blame,  or  to  incense. 
Said  little  in  his  own  defence. 
Next  day  another  message  brought : 
The  Doctor,  frighten'd  at  his  fault. 
Is  dress'd,  and  stealing  through  the  crowd. 
Now  pale  as  death,  then  blush'd  and  bow'd. 
Panting — and  faltering — humm'd  and  ha'd> 
**  Her  ladyship  was  gone  al^road ; 
The  Captain  too — ^he  did  not  know 
Whether  he  ought  to  stay  or  go ;" 
B^gg'd  she'd  forgive  him.     In  conclusion. 
My  lady,  pitying  his  confusion, 
Call'd  her  good  nature  to  relieve  him ; 
Told  him,  she  thought  she  might  believe  him ; 
And  would  not  only  grant  his  suit. 
But  visit  him,  and  eat  some  fruit. 
Provided,  at  a  proper  time 
He  told  the  real  truth  in  rhyme ; 
*Twas  to  no  purpose  to  oppose, 
She'd  hear  of  no  excuse  in  prose* 
The  Doctor  stood  not  to  debate. 
Glad  to  compound  at  any  rate ; 
So,  bowing,  seemingly  complied ; 
Though,  if  he  durst,  he  had  denied. 
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But  firsts  resolvM  to  show  his  taste^ 

Was  too  refin'd  to  give  a  feast : 

He'd  treat  with  nothing  that  was  rare. 

But  winding  walks  and  purer  air; 

Would  entertain  without  expence. 

Or  pride  or  vain  magnificence : 

For  well  he  knew,  to  .such  a  guest 

The  plainest  meals  must  be  the  best. 

To  stomachs  clogged  with  costly  fare 

Simplicity  alone  is  rare ; 

While  high,  and  nice,  and  curious  meats 

Are  really  but  vulgar  treats. 

Instead  of  spoils  of  Persian  looms. 

The  costly  boast  of  regal  rooms. 

Thought  it  more  courtly  and  discreet 

To  scatter  roses  at  her  feet ; 

Roses  of  richest  die,  that  shone 

With  native  lustre,  like  her  own ; 

Beauty  that  needs  no  aid  of  art 

Through  every  sense  to  reach  the  heart. 

The  gracious  dame,  though  well  she  knew 

All  this  was  much  beneath  her  due, 

Lik'd  every  thing — ^at  least  thought  fit 

To  praise  it parmaniere  d^ acquit. 

Yet  she,  though  seeming  pleas'd,  can't  bear 

The  scorching  sun,  or  chilling  air ; 

Disturbed  alike  at  both  extremes. 

Whether  he  shows  or  hides  his  beams  : 

Though  seeming  pleas'd  at  all  she  sees. 

Starts  at  the  ruf&ing  of  the  trees. 

And  scarce  can  speak  for  want  of  breath. 

In  half  a  walk  fatigued  to  death. 

The  Doctor  takes  his  hint  from  hence, 

T'  apologize  his  late  offence  : 

*'  Madam,  the  mighty  power  of  use 

Now  strangely  pleads  in  my  excuse : 
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If  you  unused  have  scarcely  strength 

To  gain  this  walk's  untoward  length ; 

If,  frighten'd  at  a  scene  so  rude. 

Through  long  disjise  of  ifolittKle  J  ,,     : ; 

If,  long  confined  to  fires  and  screens. 

You  dread  ^he  waving  of  these  greens  j 

If  you,  who  long  have  breathM  the  fumes 

Of  city  fogs  and  crowded  rooms. 

Do  now  solicitomsly  (shun 

The  cooler  air  and  dazzling  sun  5 

If  his  majestic  eye  you  fl^,  .  (  .      • 

Learn  hence  t'  excuse  ahd  |)»ity  me.  ■  '    ' 

Consider  what  it  is  to  beaii  n  ^     .     >     ,./ 

The  powder'd  courtier^s  witty  sneer  ^      . i.  ( 

To  see  th*  important  man' of  dress^ 

Scoffing  my  college  awkwardiress;     ; :  f     ;*!     \ 

To  be  the  strutting  covnet's^  spovt. 

To  run  the  gauntlet  6f  the  court,     •  ^ 

Winning  my  way  by  slow  approache^^ 

Through  crowds  of  ccoBiiolnbs  and  of  coadWS^   - 

From  the  first  fierce  cockaded  sentiy,'  ^      ^ 

duite  through  the  tribe  of  waiting  gentiy  5     ^ 

To  pass  so  many  crowded  stages,  ;  / 

And  stand  the  f^arifig  of  yoilr  pages;         '        ' 

And  aftel*aU;»  to  crown  my  spleen. 

Be  told — ^  You  are  not  to  be  seen :' 

Or,  if  you  are,  be  forced  to  bear 

The  awe  of  your  majestic  air. 

And  can  I  then  be  faulty  found. 

In  dreading  this  vexations  round? 

Can  it  be  stramge,  H I  emhew 

A  scene  so  glorious  aad  sonew^?       '  ' 

Or  is  he  criminal  that  flies 

The  Bving  fustre  of  your  ^es?^ 
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THE  BIRTH  OF  MANLY  VIRTUE. 

INSCaiBElD  TO  LOBD  CA^TBRBT,    .1724.    . 

Graiior  ei  pulchro  veniens  m  corpore  Vtriusu    Virct. 

Once  on  a  time,  a  righteous  sage. 

Grieved  with  the  vices  of  the  age. 

Applied  to  Jove  with  fervent  prayer 

— ^^  O  Jove,  if  Virtue  be  so  fair 

As  it  was  deemed  in  former  days. 

By  Plato  and  by  Socrateid, 

Whose  beauties  mortal  eyes  escape. 

Only  for  want  of  outward  shape  : 

Make  thep  its  real  excell^ice. 

For  ^ce,  the  theme  of  human  sense  j 

So  shall  th^  eye,  by  form .  confined,* 

Direct  ^d  fix  the  wandering  mind ; 

And  long-deluded  moilals  s«. 

With  rapture,  what  they  u^'d  to  flee  !" 

Jove  grants  the  prayer,. gives  Virtue  birth. 
And  bids  him  bless  and  mend  the  earth. 
Behold  him  bloomings  fresh  and  fair. 
Now  made — ^ye  godsr-^a  son  and  heir.: 
An  heir :  and,  stranger  yet  to  hear,.    \ 
An  heir,  an  orphan  of  aivpeerj* 
But  prodigies  are  wroughti  to  prove        j  ^ 
Nothing  impossible  to  Jbye.  >; 

.       /h       I,     .J)      Ir..-      i 

*  George,  the  first  Lord  Carteret,  father  of  the  Lord.Ueate. 
nant,  died  when  his  son  was  Mpreen  four  andfiTe  years  of  age. 
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Virtue  was  for  this  sex  designed. 
In  mild  reproof  to  womankind ;  ^ 

In  manly  form  to  let  them  see  ' 

The  loveliness  of  modesty. 
The  thousand  decencies  that  shone 
With  lessened  lustre  in  their  aWn ;  * 

Which  few  had  kam'd  enough  to  prize. 
And  some  thought  modish  to  despise. 

To  make  his  merit  more  discemM, 
He  goes  to  school — he  reads--is  learned ; 
Rais'd  high  above  his  birth,  by  knowledge. 
He  shines  distinguish'd  in  a  college ;  ' 
Resolv'd  nor  honour,  nor  estate; 
Himself  alone  should  make  him  great.  '^ 

Here  soon  for  every  art  renown'd. 
His  influence  is  diffused  around ; 
Th'  inferior  youth  to  learning  led. 
Less  to  be  fam*d  than  to  be  fed. 
Behold  the  glory  he  has  won, 
And  blush  to  see  themselves  outdone ; 
And  now,  Inflam'd  with  rival  rage. 
In  scientific  strife  engage. 
Engage ;  and,  in  the  glorious  strife. 
The  arts  new  kindle  into  life. 

Here  would  our  hero  ever  dwell, 
Fix'd  in  a  lonely  learned  cell; 
Contented  to  be  truly  great. 
In  Virtue's  best  beloved  retreat ; 
Contented  he — ^but  Fate  ordains. 
He  now  shall  shine  in  nobler  scenes, 
Rais'd  high,  like  some  celestial  fire. 
To  shine  the  more,  still  rising  higher  5 
Completely  formed  in  every  part. 
To  win  the  soul,  and  glad  the  heiirt 
The  powerful  voice,  the  graceful  mi^n. 
Lovely  alike,  or  heard,  or  seen ; 
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The  outward  form  aald  inward  vie,         :  ; .     ' 

His  soul  bright  bfeaau/ngfrom  his  eye^ :     .       : 

Ennobling  every  act  and  air,'    •  ! 

With  just,  and  generous,  andfsiacece!. : .  /•        i 
Accomplish 'd.  thuss  his  next  Tfesbrt   .  .  r  t 

Isto  the  council  and  the  icowi^iJi  \ 

Where  Virtue  is  in  least  T'eprtt^i 

And  inter^sti  th&  one  .{mrsiiit  ^  ,   ^ 

Where  right'and  w*rong  are  botu^  ajsid  sqW, 

Bartered  for  beauty,  and  ibr  gidld ; 

Here  Manly  Vlirtue,  evcin  hlere,  « 

Pleas'd  in  the  plfarson  of  a  peer, 

A  peer ;  a  scarcely  bearded  youths 

Who  talk'd  of  justice  and  of  U^tith,  ! 

Of  innocence :  tbesurest  guard,. 

Tales  here  forg6t,  or  yet  unhtord ; 

That  he  alone:  deserv'd  esteem. 

Who  was  the  n;ian  he  wish'd  to  seem ; 

Call'd  it  unmanly  and  iHiwise, 

To  lurk  behind  a  mean  disguise ; 

(Give  fraud^l  ViCe  the  mask  and  screen, 

*Tis  Virtue's  interest  to  be  seen ;)  «- 

Call'd  want^f  ^ame  a  want  <rf  sense. 
And  found,  in  blushes,  eloquence.         * 
Thus  acting  what  he  tai^t  so  well, 
He  drew  dumb  Merit jfpcwn  her  celU     * 
Led  with  amazing  .jut  alonig     •.  '  *♦  .^    - 

The  bashful  dame,  and  loos'd  lier  tongufi ;  / 
And,  while  he  mieule  her  value  known,!  • 

Yet  more  display'd  and  raised  hi«  Ciwu. 

Thus  young,  tiius  proof  to  all  temptations, ! 
He  rises.to  tb^high^Btations;       i  » 

For  where  high  honour  is  the  ptuJe,    ;      ;      ' 
True  Virtue  hai  a  right  to  rise:  v    i 

Let  courtly  sliaves  low  biend  the  kn«e  j 

To  Wealth  and  Vice  in  higkctegree :        » 
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Exalted  Worth  disdains  to  owe 
Its  grandeur  to  its  greatest  foe. 

Now  raised  onhigh^  see  Virtue  shows 
The  godlike  ends  for  which  he  rose  ;' 
For  him,  let  proiid  Ambit^n  know 
The  height  of  glory  here  below, !      •'  ' 

Grandeur,  by  goodness  made  complete  \ 
To  bless,  is  truly  to  be  great !  - 

He  taught  how  men  to  honour  i^ise, 
Like  gilded  vapours  to  the  skies^        ,    . 
Which,  howsoever  they  display 
Their  glory  from  the  god  of  ddy, 
Their  noblest  use  is  to  abate  ^ 

His  dangerous  excess  of  heat. 
To  shield  the  infant  fruits  and  flowers. 
And  bless  the  earth  Vrith  geni&d  showers* 
'   Now  change  the  scene  ;  a  nobler  care 
Demands  him  in  a  higher  iSphere :  * 
Distress  of  nations  calls  him  hence, 
Permitted  so  by  RroVideiHHF^ 
For  models,  made  to  mend  our  kind. 
To  lio  one  clime  should  be  confined ; 
And  Manly  Virtue,  like  the  sun. 
His  course  of  glorious  toils  should  run  : 
Alikfe  difRising  in  his  flight    •  -    /    '  '      : 
Congenial  joy>  and  life,  and  light.     . 
Pale  Envy  sickens.  Error  flies. 
And  Discord  in  his  presence  dies ; 
Oppression  hides  with  guilty  dread. 
And  Merit  rears  her  drooping  head ; 
The  arts  revive,  the  vallies  sing. 
And  winter  softens  into  spring : 


^  Lord  Carteret  bad  the  honour  ^f  me^tiiig  peace  for  Sweden 
-with  Denuark  and  with  the  C)aar.-*H. 
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The  wondering  world,  where'er  he  moves^ 
With  new  delight  looks  up,  and  loves ; 
One  sex  consenting  to  admire. 
Nor  less  the  other  to  desire ; 
While  he,  though  seated  on  a  throne, . 
Confines  his  love  to  one  alone ; 
The  rest  condemned  with  rival  voice 
Repining,  do  applaud  his  choice. 

Fame  now  reports,  the  Western  Isle 
Is  made  his  mansion  for  a  while. 
Whose  anxious  natives,  night  and  day,  , 
(Happy  beneath  his  righteous  sway) 
Weary  the  gods  with  ceaseless  prayer. 
To  bless  him,  and  to  keep  him  there ; 
And  claim  it  as  a  debt  from  Fate, 
Too  lately  found,  to  lose  him  late. 


ON 


PADDTS  CHARACTER  OF  THE 
INTELLIGENCER.*    1729. 

As  a  thorn  bush,  or  oaken  bough, 
Stuck  in  an  Irish  cabin's  brow, 
Above  the  door,  on  country  fair. 
Betokens  entertainment  there ; 


*  Dr  Sheridan  was  publisher  of  the  ^^  Intelligencer^"  a  weekly 
paper,  written  principally  by  himself;  but  Dr  Swift  occasionally 
supplied  him  with  a  ktter.    Dr  Delany,  piqued  at  the  approba- 
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So  bays  on  poets  bro^ys  have  been  ' 

S«t,  for  a  sign  of  wit  within. 

And  as  ill  neighbours  in  the  night 

Pull  down  an  alehouse  bush  for  spite ;  * 

The  laurel  so,  by  poets  worn, 

Is  by  the  teeth  of  Envy  torn ; 

Envy,  a  canker-worm,  which  tears 

Those  sacreij  leaves  that  lightning  spares. 

And  now,  t'exemplify  this  moral : 
Tom  having  eamM  a  twig  of  laurel, 
(Which,  measured  on  his  head^  was  found 
Not  long  enougli  to  rfeach  half  round. 
But,  like  a  girl's  cockade,  was  ty'd, 
A  trophy,  on  his  temple-side), 
Paddy  repin'd  to  see  him  wear 
This  badge  of  honour  in  his  hair  5 
And,  thinking  this  cockade  of  wit 
Would  his  own  temples  better  fit. 
Forming  his  Muse  by  Smedley*s  model. 
Lets  drive  at  Tom's  devoted  noddle. 
Pelts  him  by  turns  with  verse  and  prose. 
Hums  like  a  hornet  at  his  nose. 
At  length  presumes  to  vent  his  satire  on 
The  Dean,  Tom's  honour'd  friend  and  patron. 
The  eagle  in  the  tale,  ye  know, 
Teas'd  by  a  buzzing  wasp  below. 


tiott  those  papers  received,  attacked  thetii  violently,  both  in  con- 
versation and  in  print ;  but  unfortunately  stumbled  on  ^ome  of 
the  numbers  which  the  Dean  had  written^  and  all  the  world  ad. 
mired,  which  gave  rise  to  these  verses. — !!• 

This  is  one  of  the  little  satirical  efusions  from  which  the  Dean's 
intimates  were  never  insured.  It  is  retained  in  this  place  on  ac 
count  of  the  frequent  motion  of  Delany  In  the  subsequent  poems. 
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Took  wing  to  Joye,  and  hqp*A  tf>  vest 
Securely  in  the  thun^fsrier's  breast ; 
In  vain;  even  th^re,  to  fpoil  hi$  nod. 
The  spiteful  jwsect  «tvng  the.god- 


iM)ll)/     r 


A)f  EPISTIiE  Ta  HIS  tXCELLENCT 

JOHN,  LORD  CARTERET. 

BY  DR  DELAkv.       1729. 

^  Credii  ob  hoc,  ne,  Pastor,  ^pcB  fortasse  togare, 
Propter  quod,  ?^Ugw,  cr^NSiiaqiie  tqrfaa  rogat." 


[Delany,  by  tjje  patronage  of  Carteret,  and  probably  thrqugk  th» 
intercession  of  Swift,  bad  obtained  a  small  living  in  the  north  of 
Ireland,  worth  about  one  btindred  ponnds  a-year,  with  the  chan. 
c^ioi^hip  of :  dhriet  Churchv  and  a  prebend's  stoil  in  St  ft. 
trick'sj,  neither  of  which  exceeded  the  mme  annual  am^ant. 
yet  a  clamour  was  raised-amoug  the  Whigs,  on  account  af  the 
multiplication  of  his  preferments ;  and  a  charge  was  founded 
against  the  Lord -Lieu  tenant,  of  extravagant  favour  to  a  Torj 
divine,  which  Swift  judged  worthy  of  an  admirable  ironical 
confutation,  in  his  vindication  of  Lord  Carteret.  It  appeari 
from  the  following  verses,  that  Delany  was  fer  ffom  beiflg«f 
the  same  opinion  with  those  who  thought  he  waa  too  amplT 
provided  for,]  •  *^ 


Thou  wise  and  learned  ruler  of  our  isle, 
Whose  guardian  care  can  all  her  griefs  beguile; 


Digitized  by 


Google 


EPISTLE  TO  LI>mD  CARTERET.  59^ 

When  next  your  generous  soiil  stiaW  condescend 
T*  ihstruct  or  entertain  your  humble  friend ; 
Whether,  retiring  from  your  weighty  charge. 
On  some  high  tjieme  you  learnedly  enlarge ; 
Of  all  the  ways  of  wisdom  reason  well. 
How  Richlieu  rose,  and  how  Sejanus  fell : 
Or,  when  your  brow  less  thoughtfully  unbends. 
Circled  with  Swift  and  some  delighted  friends; 
When,  mixing  mirth  and  wisdom  with  your  wine. 
Like  that  your  wit  shall  flow,  your  genius  shine  : 
Nor  with  less  praise  the  conversation  guide, 
Than  in  the  public  councils  you  decide  : 
Or  when  the  Dean,  long  privileg'd  to  rail, 
Asserts  his  friend  with  more  impetuous  zeal ; 
You  hear  (whilst  I  sit  by  abash'd  and  mute) 
With  soft  concessions  shortening  the  dispute  j 
Then  close  with  kind  inquiries  of  my  state, 
*^  How  are  your  tithes,  and  have  they  rose  of  late? 
Why,  Christ  Church  is  a  pretty  situation. 
There  are  not  many  better  in  the  nation ! 
This,  with  your  other  things,  must  yield  you  clear 
Some  six — at  least  five  hundred  pounds  a-year." 

Suppose,  at  such  a  time,  I  took  the  freedom 
To  speak  these  truths  as  plainly  as  you  read  *em : 
You  shall  rejoin,  my  Lord,  when  Fve  replied. 
And,  if  you  please,  my  Lady  shall  decide. 

**  My  Lord,  I'm  satisfied  you  meant  me  well : 
And  that  Tm  thankful,  all  the  world  can  tell : 
But  you*ll  forgive  me,  if  I  own  the  event 
Is  short,  is  very  short,  of  your  intent : 
At  least,  I  feel  some  ills  unfelt  before. 
My  income  less,  and  my  expences  more." 

*'  How,  Doctor !  double  vicar !  double  rector  ! 
A  dignitary !  with  a  city  lecture ! 
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What  giebes-^-^what  dUes— what  tithes — ^what  fln^s 

— what  rent  1 
Why,  Doctor  ! — will  you  never  be  content?'* 
"  Would  my  good  Lord  but  cast  up  the  account^ 
And  see  to  what  my  revenues  amount;* 
My  titles  ample;  but  my  gain  so  small, 
Tliat  one  good  vicarage  is  worth  them  all : 
And  very  wretched,  sure^  is  he,  that'ia;  double 
In  nothing  but  his  titles  and  his  trouble. 
Add  to  this  crying  grievance^  if  you  please^ 
My  hoises  founder\i  on  iFermanali  ways; 
Ways  of  well-polish'd  and  well-pointed  stone, 
Where  every  step  endangers  every  bone ; 
And,  more  to  raise  your  pity  and  your  wohdier. 
Two  chuK'hes — twelve  Hibernian  miles  asunder: 
With  complicated  cures,  I  labour  bard  in. 
Beside  whole  summers  absent  from-rHny  garden! 
But  that  the  worid  wolild  think  Iplay'd  the  foiil, 
I'd  change  with  Charley  Grattan  for  his  scihool.t — 
What  fine  cascades,  what  vistoes,  might  I  make, 
Fixt  in  the  centre  of  th'  lernian  lake ! 
Theix}  might  I  sail  delighted,  smooth  and  safe, 
Beneath  tlie  conduct  of  my  gow^l  Sir  Ralph:  J 
There's  not  a  better  steerer  in  the  realm ; 
1  liojie,  ni3^  Lortl,  you'll  call  him  to  the  helm."^*^ 

*'  Doctor — ^41  glorious  scheme  to  ease  your  grief  I 
When  euros  are. cross,  a  school's  a  sure  belief. 
You  cannot  fail  ot*  being  happy  there,  ' 
The  lake  will  be  the  Lethe  of  your  care:   . 


♦  Which  calculation,  according  to  Or  Swiftj  m  his  Tindication 
of  Lord  Carteret,  scarcely  exceeded  3001.  a- year. 

+  A  free  school  at    Inuiskillen,  founded  by  Erasmus  Smitb, 
Esq. 

4:  Sir  Ralph  Gore,  who  had  a  villa  in  the  lake  of  Erin.— F. 
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The  scheme  is  for  your  honour  and  your  ease ; 

And,  Doctor,  I'll  promote  it  when  you  please. 

Meanwhile,  allowing  things  below  your  merit. 

Yet,  Doctor,  you've  a  philopophic  spirit ; 

Your  wants  are  few,  and,  like  your  income,  small, 

Ajid  you've  enough  to  gratify  them  all : 

You've  trees,  and  fruits,  and  roots,  enough  in  store : 

And  what  could  a  philosopher  have  more  ? 

You  ca^iiot  wish  for  coaches,  kitchens,  cooks" — 

**  My  Lord,  I've  not  enough  to  buy  me  books — r 
Or  pray,  suppose  iny  wants  were  all  supplied. 
Are  there  no  wants  t  should  regard  beside  ?      '  • 
Whose  breast  is  so  unmann'd,  as  not  to  griev^, 
Compass'd  with  miseries  he  can't  relieve  ? 
Who  can  be  happy — ^who  should  wish  to  live, 
And  want  the  godlike  happiness  to  give  ? 
That  I'm  a  judge  of  this,  you  must  allow : 
I  had  it  once — and  I'm  debarr'd  it  now. 
Ask  your  own  heart,  my  Lord;  if  this  be  true. 
Then  how  unblest  am  I !  how  blest  are  you  ! " 

*'  'Tis  true — but.  Doctor,  let  us  wave  all  that— 
Say,  if  you  had  your  wish,  what  you'd  be  at  ? " 

^*  Excuse  me  good  my  Lord — I  won't  be  sounded^^ 
Nor  shall  your  fevour  by  my  wants  be  bounded. 
My  Lord  I  challenge  nothing  as'  my  due. 
Nor  is  it  fit  I  should  prescribe  to  you. 
Yet  this  might  Symmachus  himself  avow, 
(Whose  rigid  rules*  are  antiquated  now) — 
My  lord  !  I'd  wish  to  pay  the  debts  I  owe — 
I'd  wish  besides— to  build,  and  to  bestow." 


*  SymmachuS)  Bishop  of  Rome,  499,  made  a  decree,  that  no 
man  should  solicit  for  ecclesiastical  preferment  before  the  death 
of  the  incumbent.— II. 
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AN  EPISTLE 

VPON  AN  EPISTLE  PROM  A  CERTAIN  DOCTOR  TO  A 
CERTAIN  GREAT  LORD. 

BEING  A  CHRISTMAS-BOX  FOR  DR  DELANY. 

As  Jove  will  not  attend  on  less. 

When  things  of  more  importance  press : 

You  can't,  grave  Sir,  believe  it  hard. 

That  you,  a  low  Hiberinan^bard, 

Should  cool  your  heels  a  while,  and  wait 

Unanswered  at  your  patron's  gate ; 

And  would  my  Lord  vouchsafe  to  granj 

This  one,  poor,  humble  boon  I  want. 

Free  leave  to  play  his  secretary. 

As  Falstaff  acted  old  king  Harry ; 

I'd  tell  of  yours  in  rhyme  and  print ; 

Folks  shrug,  and  cry,  "  There's  nothing  in't." 

And,  after  several  readings  over, 

It  shines  most  in  the  marble  cover. 

How  could  so  fine  a  taste  dispense 
With  mean  degrees  of  wit  and  sense  ? 
Nor  will  my  lord  so  far  beguile 
The  wise  and  learned  of  our  isle ; 
To  make  it  pass  upon  the  nation. 
By  dint  of  his  sole  approbation. 
The  task  is  arduous,  patrons  find. 
To  warp  the  sense  of  all  mankind : 
Who  think  your  Muse  must  first  aspire. 
Ere  he  advance  the  doctor  higher. 

You've  cause  to  say  he  meant  you  well: 
That  you  are  thankful^  who  can  tell  ? 
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For  still  you*  re  short  (which  grieves  your  spiifit) 
Of  his  intent:  you  mean,  your  merit.  ^ 

Ah !  quanto  rectiusj  tu  adepte^    > 
Qui  nil  moHris  tarn  inepte  ?  ' 

Smedley  *  tfeou  Jonathan  of  Clogher, 
*•  When  thou  thy  humble  lay  dost  offer 
To  Grafton*s  grace,  with  grateful  heart. 
Thy  thatiks  and  verse  devoid  of  art :  ; 

Content  with  What  his  bounty  gave. 
No  larger  income  dost  thou  crave." 

Butiyou  must  have  cascad^>  and  all      * 
Ierne*s  lake,  for  your  canal,  . 

Your  vistoes,  barges,  and  (a  pox  on  ' 

All  pride  !)  our  speaker  for  your  coxoa:t 
It's  pity  that  he  can*t  bestow  you 
Twelve  commoners  In  caps  to  row  you. 
Thus  Edgar:  proud,  in  days  of  yore. 
Held  monarchs  labouring  at  the  oar ; 
And,  as  he  pass'd,  so  swelFd  the  Dee, 
Enrag'd,  as  Ern  would  do  at  thee. 

How  different  is  this  frditi  Smedley ! 
(His  name  is  up,  he  may  in  bed  lie) 
*^  Who  only  asks  some  pretty  ctire,  ' 

In  wholesome  soil  and  ether  pure : 
The  garden  stor'd  with  artless  flowers,     <    * 
In  either  angle  shady  bowers  : 
No  gay  parterre  with  costly  ^een  i 

Must  in  the  ambient  hedge  be  seen; 
But  nature  freely  tiBike&  her  course. 
Nor  fears  from  him  ungrateful  fotce  : 
No  sheers  to  check  her  sprouting  vigour, 
Or  shape  the  yews  to  antic  figure/'  *   * 


*  See  the  Petition  to  the  Duke  of  Grafton.— N. 
+  Altudfng  to  Dr  De!any*s  ambitious  choice  of  fixing  in  the 
island  of  the  Lake  df  Erin^  where  Sir  Ralph  Gore  had  a  villa. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


598  POEMS. 

But  you  forsooth  your  all  must  squandei^ 
Oi  that  poor  spot,  call'd  Dell-rille,  yonder 
And  when  youVe  been  at  vast  expences 
In  whims,  parterres,  canals,  and  fences. 
Your  assets  fail,  and  cash  is  wanting ; 
Nor  farther  buildings,  farther  planting: 
No  wonder>  when  you  raise  and  kvel. 
Think  this  wall  low,  and  that  wall  beyeh 
Here  a  convenient  box  you  foimd. 
Which  you  demolish'd  to  the  ground : 
Then  built,  then  took  up  with  your  arbour. 
And  set  the  house  to  Rupert  Barber. 
You  sprang  an  arch  which  in  a  scurvy 
Humour,  you  tumbled  topsy-turvy. 
You  change  a  circle  to  a  square. 
Then  to  a  circle  as  you  we're : 
Who  can  imagine  whence  the  fund  ii^ 
That  you  quadrata  change  ratundis  f 

To  fame  a  temple  you  erect, 
A  Flora  does  the  dome  protect ; 
Mounts,  walks,  on  high  ;  and  in  a  hollow 
You  place  the  Muses  and  Apollo ; 
There  shining  'midst  his  train,  to  grace 
Your  whimsical  poetic  place. 

These  stories  were  of  old  design'd 
.  As  fables  :  but  you  have  refined 
The  poets  mythoiogic  dreams. 
To  real  Muses,  gods,  and  streams. 
Who  would  not  swear/ when  you  contrive  th«^, 
That  you're  Don  Quixote  redivivus  ? 

Beneath,  a  dry  canal  there  lies,  ^ 
Which  only  Winter's  rain  supplies. 
O  !  couldst  thou,  by  some  magic  spell. 
Hither  convey  St  Patrick's  well !  * 

*  Which  had  suddenly  dried  op. 
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Here  may  it  reassume  its  stream, 
And  take  a  greater  Patrick's  name  ! 

If  your  expences  rise  so  high  ; 
What  income  can  ^nv  wanjs  supply  ? 
Yet  still  your  fancy  you  inherit 
A  fund  of  such  superior  merit,  ...  % 

That  you  can't  fail  of  more  provision. 
All  by  my  lady's  kind  decision. 
For,  the  more  livings  you  can  fish  up. 
You  think  you'll  sooner  be  a  bishop  ; 
That  could  not  he  nay  lord's  ifttent,.  -  , 

Nor  can  it  answer  the  event,  .      . 

Most  think  what  has  been  heap'd  on  yoi^ 
To  other  sort  of  folk  was  due  : 
Rewards  too  great  for  your  flim-flams. 
Epistles,  riddles,  epigrams. 

Though  now  your  depth  must  pot  be  sounded, 
The  time  was,  when  you'd  have  compojm4^ 
For  less  than  Charley  Grattan's  school  I 
Five  hundred  pound  a-year's  no  fool ! 
Take  this  advice  then  from  your  frieod, 
To  your  ambition  put  aii  end. 
Be  frugal,  Pat,:  pay  what  you  owe. 
Before  you  build  and  you  bestow. 
Be  mod?3st ;  nor  addriBs^  your  betters 
With  begging,  vain,  familiar  letters. 

A  passage  may  be  found,  f  I'y^  heard. 
In  som^  old  Greek  or  Latian  bf.rd. 
Which  says,  "  Would  crows  in  silepce  eat 
Their  ofFaJs,  or  their  better  meat. 
Their  generous  feeders  not  provoking 
By  loud  and  inharmonious  croaking. 
They  might  unhurt  by  Envy's  claws, 
Live  on,  and  stuff  to  boot  their  maw9f *' 

*  Hpr.  Idb.  I.  £p»  xTii. 
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A  LIBEL 

6s  THE  BEVEBEND  DB  DELANY,  AND  HIS  EXCBLLBl|fCY 
JOHN  IfaBU  CAB^KBET«  * 
1729^ 

Deluded  mortals,  whom  the  great 
Choose  for  companions  tfte-d-tfte  ; 
Who  at  their  dinner*s,  enfamille^ 
Get  leave  to  sit  whene'er  you  will ;        " 
Then  boating  tell  us  where  you  din*d. 
And  how  his  lordship  was  so  kind  ; 
How  many  pleasant  things  he  spoke ; ' 
And  h6w  you  laugh'd  at  every  joke  : 
Swear  he*s^  a  most  facetious  man  ; 
That  you  and  he  are  cup  and  can  ; 
You  travel  with  a  heavy  load. 
And  quite  mistake  prefermeiit's  road. 

Suppose  my  Lord  and  you  alon^^ 
Hint'the  least  interest  of  your  own. 
His  visage  drops,  he  knits  his  brow. 
He  cannot  talk  of  business  now  : 
Or,  mention  but  a  vacant  post, 
Heil  turn  it  off  with  "  Name  your  tofa4St  :'* 
Nor  could  the  nicest  artist  paint 
A  countenance  with  more  constraint. 

For,  as  their  appetites  to  quench. 
Lords  keep  a  pimp  to  bring  a  wench  ; 
So  men  of  wit,  are  but  a  kind 
Of  pandars  in  a  vicious  mind ; 
Wha  proper  objects  must  provide 
To  gratify  their  lust  of  pridr, 
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MThen,  wearied^  vyixfy  intrigues  of  stsrte. 
They  find  an  idUe  hour  to  prate.       ^ 
Then,  shall  yoiji  darq  to  a^  a  place^ 
You  forfeit  all  yonx  patron^s  grace. 
And  disappoint'  the  sole  design. 
For  which  he  summoned  you  to  din^. 

Thus  Congreve  spent  in  writing  pl^^y;?. 
And  one  poor  ofl^e^  half  hi^  days  : 
While  Montague,  Who  claim'd  the  st^titm 
To  be  Maecenas  of  the  nation. 
For  poets  open  table  kept. 
But  ne*er  considered  where  they  i^^pt: 
Hiinself  as  rich  as  fifty  Jews, 
Was  easy,  though  they  wanted  shoes ; 
And  crazy  Congreve  scarce  could  spare 
A  shilling  to  discharge  his  chair : 
Till  prudence  taught  him  to  appe^ 
From  Paean's  fire  to  party  zeal ;     , 
Not  owing  to  his  happy'  yein 
The  fortunes  of  his  later  scene. 
Took  proper  principles  to  thrive  : 
And  so  might  evety  dunce  aliye.  * 

Thus  Steele,  who  own'd  what  fltihers  writ. 
And  flourished  by  imputed  witj. 
From  perils  of  a  hundred  jails, 
Withdrew  to  starve,  and  die  in  Wales. 

This  Gay,  the  nare  with  many  friei\d§, 
Twice  seven  long  years  the  court  ^ttepds ; 


*  This  picture  is  unfair  and  oY^rclmrged  ;  for  the  honour  of 
Goyernment,  Coagre^  bad  seTBtal  gpood  pliuset  conferred  on 
him,  and,  in.th«^ lattor  parlof-hisiHpy  fpjoijedi  an aftmeut  for* 
tune ;  but  it  was  when  he  had  disciatmed  authorshim,  and  chose 
to  be  considered  as  a  prirate  gentleman,  as  he  tokl  Voltaire.-^H. 
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Who,  under  tales  conveying, jtrutjv  , ,/  ^^    ,i\= 
To  virtue  formed  a  prii^celjrryD]ath  :;*    '    .    i 
Who  paid  his  courtship  wi^  tti^  cjpo^dx  ,  .,  r  ^ 
As  far  as  moclest  pride  aJlow/4  >  .^  i  r .. ' 

Rejects  a  servile  usher^s  pl^K^t    , '  •  ..A 

And  leaves  St  James's  in  di^grp^ce.        ;       H 

Thu3  Addison,  by  lordi^  carest,  .  i  ^ 

Was  left  in  foreign  land^  ^istre^st;  -.  , .  / 
Forgot  at  home^  beoame  for  hire  ^  .  <  , ;/ 
A  travelling  tutor  to  a  §fluire. :  ^     ^  >  ,\ 

But  wisely  left  the  Muses  hill,.  .      '  ' 

To  business  shap'd  the  ppet's  quill, .  u 

Let  all  his  barren  laiirels  ^e, 
Took  up  himself  the  courtier's  trade^.  ?; 

And,  grown  a  minister  of  state,  ,  ^ 

Saw  poets  at  his  levee  wait.  ^  .  , 

Hail,  happy  Pope  !  whose  generous  mii^ 
Detesting  all  the  statesms^  kind,       ,-^i  t  .  ' 
Contemning  courts, ^courts UjHseen, 
Refused  the  visits  of  a  queen.       ,  .  ^ 

A  soiil  with  every  virtue,  fraught,  ^    .        ^ .  = 
By  sages,  priests,  or  ppets  taught ;       ,     ,    , 
Whose  filial  piety  excels ,,        ,  .      ..      ,, 
Whatever  Grecian  storytells,;  ,,  i 

A  genius  for  all  station^  fit,  .  ^^^,    .     . 

Whose  mealiest  tali^nt  is  his,  wit :     ,,.  ,        /, 
His  heart  ^oq  great,  ^  though  Jtcpi;une  jit^e^  j 
To  lick  ^  rascal  statesman's  spittle  ;      .       7 
Appealing  to  the  nation's  taste. 
Above  the  reach  of  want  is  pl^-cM : . 
By  Homer  dead  was  taught  to  thrive. 
Which  Homer  never .c^uld  q^Uve  5  ^^  ;, 
.    Aiid  sits  aioft;on  Pindus*  hea4,     v  j 
Despising  slaves  that  cringe  forbteadi 

1  I.    '       fit'.  '1.  "    li  i   I     I     J     j     I    I  Jii    I'i       '   '    * 

*  William  Duke  of  Cumbcrlaiid,  son  to  (Jeoi^  n**-*H- 
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True  poUtic^ians  only:  pay 
For  solid : work^  but  jaot  for  pld.y  -v  ,       r 
Nor  everclioo^e  to-wiokk  with  toqi^'    ., 
Forg*d  up  itt  GoUegesi  ailid  schools, .     , 
Consider  how  awcli  mom  is  da^  . 

To  all  their  ^fouroeyirien  than  you : 
At  table  you  caa  Hor^oe  q«uHe ; 
They  at  a  pinch  can  bribe  a  vote ; 
You  show  your  ^kill  in  Grecian  stoiy  j 
But  they  c4n  mMiag^  whig  and  tojry : 
You,  as  a  critic,  are  so  curious 
To  find  a  verse  ia  Virgil  spuriou^^ , 
But  th^y  c^n  smoke  the  deep  designs,  . 
When  Bolingbrokei with  Pulteneydiiij^.    r 

Besides,  your  piatrou'inay  upbraid  ye. 
That  you  have  got  a  plaoe  already ; 
An  office  for  your  talents  fit,  ,   , 

To  flatter,  cistrve,  and  show  your  wit  j 
To  snufF  the  lights  and  stir  the  fire> 
And  get  a  dinner  for  your  hire*  *. 

What  claim  have  you  to  place  or  pension  ?    ' 
He  overpays  in  condescension^ 

But,  reverend  Doctor,  you  we  know 
Could  never  condescend  so  low ; , 
The  viceroy,  whdm  you  now  attend, 
Would,  if  he  durst,  be  more  your  friend  j 
Nor  will  in  you  those  gifts  despise. 
By  which  himself  was  taught  to  rise  : 
Wh/Bii  he  has  virtue  to  retire, 
He*U  grieve  he  did  not  raise  you  higher> 
And  place  you  in  a  better  station,        i , 
Although  it  might  have  pleas'd  the  nation. 

This  may  be  traj — submitting  still 
To  Walpole'«  more  than  royal  will  j 
And  what  conditiO|i  can  be  worse  ? 
He  comes  to  drain  a  beggar's  purse  j 
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He  comes  to  tie  our  chains  on  fastte^ 
And  show  us  England  is  our  master : 
Caressing  knares,  aad  dunces  wooing^ 
To  make  them  work  their  own  undoing. 
What  has  he  else  to  bait'  hiis  ti^s> 
Or  bring  his  vermin  in,  but  scra;^  f 
The  offals  of  a  church  dit^U-est ; 
A  hungry  yicarase  at  best ; 
Or  some  remote  inferior  post. 
With  forty  pounds  a-year  at  most T 

But  here  again  you  interpose^~ 
Your  favourite  lord  is  none  ol  those 
Who  owe  their  virtues  to  their  stations. 
And  characters  to  dedicatiotis : 
For,  keep  him  in,  or  turn  him  out» 
His  teaming  tione  will  call  in  doubt ; 
His  learning,  though  a  poet  said  it 
Before  a  play,  would  lose  no  credit^ 
Nor  Pope  would  dare  deny  him  wit^ 
Although  to  praise  it  I^ilips  vmt 
I  own,  he  hales  an  iction  base. 
His  virtues  battling  with  his  pktce  ; 
Nor  wants  a  nice  discerning  spirit 
Betwixt  a  tnie  and  spurious  merit ; 
Can  sometimes  drop  a  votcfr^s  cllaim* 
And  give  up  party  to  his  fame. 
I  do  the  most  that  frietidship  ean.; 
I  hate  the  viceroy,  love  the  man 

But  you,  wh<^  t»tt  y6ur  fortune'^  madcy 
Must  be  a  sweetener-  by  ybur  trade^ 
Should  swear  he  never  meant  Us  ^l ; 
We  suffer  sore  agaiiist  his  wiU  ; 
That,  if  we  could  but  see  his  heart. 
He  would  have  chose  a  mildet  part  t 
We  rather  should  lament  his  case. 
Who  must  obey,  or  Jose  his  place. 
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Since  this  reflection  slipt  your  pen^ 
Insert  it  when  you  write  agadn  j 
And,  to  illustrate  it,  produce 
This  simile  for  his  excuse : 

"  So  to.  destroy  a  guilty  land 
An*  angel  sent  by  Heaven's  conunand. 
While  he  obeys  Almighty  will. 
Perhaps  may  feel  compassion  still ; 
And  wish  the  task  had  been  assigned 
To  spirits  of  less  gentle  kind." 

But  I,  in  politics  grown  old. 
Whose  thoughts  are  of  a  diffferfent  mould. 
Who  from  my  soul  sincerely  hate 
Both  kings  and  ministers  of  state ; 
Who  look  on  courts  with  stricter  eyes 
To  see  the  seeds  of  vice  arise ; 
Can  lend  you  an  allusion  fitter, 
Though  nattering  knaves  may  call  it  bitter ; 
Which,  if  you  durst  but  give  it  place. 
Would  show  you  many  a  statesman's  face  : 
Fresh  from  the  tripod  of  Apollo, 
I  had  it  in  the  words  that  follow; 
Take  notice,  to  avoid  offence, 
I  here  except  his  excellence  : 

"  So,  to  effect  his  monarch*^  ends, 
From  hell  a  viceroy  devil  ascends  ; 
His  budget  with  corraptions  cramm'd^ 
The  contributions  of  the  damn'd ; 
Whicli  with  unsparing  hand  he  ^ows 
Through  courts  and  senates  as  he  goes ; 
And  then  at  BeelzebuVs  black  haH, 
Complains  his  budget  was  too  ^irisdl.*' 


*  <^  So  when  an  angel  by  divine  comsumd,"  &c. 

Addisom'j  Campaign. 
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Your  simile  may  better  shine 
In  verse,  but  there  is  truth  ifi  mine. 
For  no  imaginable  things 
Can  differ  more  than  gods  and  kings : 
^nd  statesmen,  by  ten  thousand  oddsr. 
Are  angels,  just  as  kin^  are  gods. 


TO  DR  DELANY, 

ON  THE  LIBELS  WRITTBN  iLGAINST  HIM^ 
1729. 

<^  — ^Tanti  tibi  non  sit  opaci 
Omnis  areo^  Tagi."-»-Juv. 

As  some  raw  youth  in  country  bred^  - 
To  arms  by  thirst  of  honour  led. 
When  at  a  skirmish  first  he  hears 
The  bullets  whistling  round  his  ears> 
Will  duck  his  head  aside,  will^taart^ 
And  feel  a  trembling  at  his  heart, 
Till  *scaping  oft  without  a  wound 
Lessens  the  terror  of  the  sound ; 
Fly  bullets  now  as  thick  as  hops, 
He  runs  into  a  cannon's  chops. 
An  author  thus,  who  pants  for  fame^ 
Begins  the  world  with  fear  and  shame  j     . 
When  first  in  print  you  see  him  dread 
Each  pop-gun  levelFd  at  his  head : 
The  lead  yon  critic's  quill  contains. 
Is  destin'd  to  beat  out  his  brains  ; 
As  if  he  heard  loud  thunders  roll. 
Cries,  Lord  have  mercy  on  his  soull 
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Concluding,  that  another  shot . 

Will  strike  him  dead  upon  the  spot. 

But,  when  with  squibting,  flashing,  popping. 

He  cannot  see  one  creature  dropping ; 

That,  missing  fir^',  or  missing  aim. 

His  life  is  safe,  I  mean  his  fame ; 

The  danger  past,  fakes  heart  pf  grace. 

And  looks  a  critic  ip  the  face, 

Though  splendour  gives  the  fairest  mark 
To  poison'd  ?trrows  in  the  dark^ 
Yet,  in  yourself  when  smooth  and  round. 
They  glance  aside  without  a  wound. 

'lis  said,  the  gods  try'd  all  their  art. 
How  pain  they  might  from  pleasure  part : 
But  little  could  their  strength  avail  j 

Both  still  are  fasteii'd  by  the  tail  j 

Thus  fame  and  cefnsure,  with  a  tether 

By  fate  are  dways  linkM  together. 
Why  will  you  aim  to  be  preferred 

In  wit  before  the  common  herd  ; 

And  yet  grow  mortify'd  and  vex'd. 

To  pay  the  penalty  annex'd  ? 
'Tis  eminence  mp,kes  envy  ri^e : 

As  fairest  fruits  attract  the  flies. 

Should  stupid  libels  grieve  your  mind. 

You  soon  a  remedy  may  find  5 

Lie  down  obscure  like  othi^r  folks 

Below  the  lash  of  snarlers  jokes. 

Their  faction  is  five  hundred  odds ; 

For  every  coxcomb  lends  them  rods. 

And  sneers  as  learnedly  as  they. 

Like  females  o'er  their  morning  tea. 
You  say  the  Muse  will  not  contain. 

And  write  you  must,  or  break  a  vein. 

TRenl  if  you  find  the  terms  too  hard. 

No  longer  my  advice  regard : 
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But  raise  your  fancy  on  the  wing  j 
The  Irish  senate's  prafses  sing ; . 
How  jealous  of  the  nation's  freedom. 
Arid  for  cbrruptiohs  how  they  weed  *em  j 
How  each  the  public  good  pursues, 
How  for  their  hearts  from  private  views  ; 
Make  all  true  patriots,  up  to  shoe-boys^ 
Huzza  their  brethren  at  the  ffiue-t>oys*^ 
Thus  grown  a  member  of  the  club. 
No  longer  dread  thie  rage  of  Grub. 

How  oft  am  T  for  rhyme  to  seek  ! 
To  dress  a  tliought,  may  toil  a  week  s 
And  then  how  thankful  to  the  town,   . 
If  all  my  pains  will  earn  a  crown  t 
While  every  critic  can  devour 
My  work  and  me  in  half  an  hour, 
^ould  men  of  genius  cease  to  write. 
The  rogues  must  die  for  want  and  spite  ^ 
Must  die  for  want  of  food  and  raiment. 
If  scandal  did  not  find  them  payment. 
How  cheerfully  the  hawkers  cry 
A  satire,  arid  tne  gentry  buy  ! 
While  my  hard-laoour'd  poem  pines 
Unsold  upon  the  printer's  lines. 

A  geniu3  in  ihe  reverend  gown 
Must  ever  keep  its  owner  down ; 
'Ti's  an  unnatural  conjunction. 
And  spoils  the  credit  of  the  function. 
Round  all  your  brethren  cast  your  eyes^ 
Point  out  ihe  surest  men  to  rise ; 
That  club  of  candidate^  in  black. 
The  least  deserving  of  the  pack,    . 
Aspiring,  factions,  fierce,  and  loud. 
With  grace  and  learning  unendowed,       ..    .  / 

»— - —   11       ■■» 

*  The  Irish  PkrliameDt  sat  at  the  Blue.boys  HdspitaV  whOe 
^e  new  parliament-house  was  fitdog  iip.«--^F. 
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Can  turn  tb^r  hands  to  every  job,  * 
The  fittest  topis  to  work  for  Bob  * ; 
Will  sooner  coin  a  thousand  lies, 
Than  suffer  men  of  parts  to  rise  ^ 
They  crowd  about  preferment's  gate. 
And  press  you  down  with  all  ^jieir  weight ; 
For,  as  of  old  mathematicians 
Were  by  the  vulgar  thought  magicians ; 
So  academic  dull  ale-drinkers^ 
Pronounce  all  men  of  wit  fr€fethinkers. 

Wit,  as  the  chief  of  virtue's  friends. 
Disdains  to  serve  ignoWe  ends. 
Observe  what  loads  of  stupid  rhymes 
Oppress  us  in  corrupted  times ; 
What  pamphlets  in  a  court's  defence 
Show  reason,  grammar,  truth,  or  sense  ? 
For  though  the  Muse  delights  in  fiction. 
She  ne'er  inspires  against  conviction. 
Then  keep  your  virtue  still  unmixt, 
And  let  not  faction  come  betwixt : 
By  party-steps  no  grandeur  climb  at. 
Though  it  would  make  you  England's  prima;te  t 
JFirst  learn  th^  science  to  be  dull, 
You  thien  may  soon  your  conscience  lull  > 
If  not,  however  seated  high. 
Your  genius  in  your  face  will  fly. 

When  Jove  was  from  his  teeming  head 
Of  Wit's  fair  goddess  bro^ht  to-bed, 
There  follow'd  at  his  lying-in 
For  afterbirth  a  sooterkin  5 
Which,  as  the  nurse  pursued  to  kill. 
Attained  by  flight  the  Muses  hill. 
There  in  the  soil  began  to  root. 
And  litter'd  at  Parnassus'  foot, 

/    ■  I     ^1  ^  It     -    v-y   rt' rfi-i-,T.-  mil  I  II  <r^n  nrf 

*  Sir  Robert  Walpole.^  J". 
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From  hence  the  ctitit  vermin  sprung. 
With  harpy  claws  atid  poisonous  tongue : 
Who  fatten  on  poetic  scraps, 
Too  cunning  to  be  caught  in  traps. 
Dame  Nature,  as  the  learned  show. 
Provides  each  animal  its  foe : 
Hounds  hunt  the  hare,  the  wiljr  f6x 
Devours  your  geese,  the  wolf  your  flocks. 
Thus  Envy  pleadiJ  a  natursd  claihi 
To  persecute  the  Muse's  fame ; 
On  poets  in  all  times  abusive. 
From  Homer  down  to  Pope  inclusive. 

Yet  what  avails  it  to  complain  ? 
You  try  to  take  revenge  in  vain. 
A  rat  your  utmost  rage  defies. 
That  safe  behind  the  wainscot  lies. 
Say,  did  you  ever  kn6w  by  sight 
In  cheese  an  individual  mite  ! 
Show  me  the  same  numeric  flea. 
That  bit  your  neck  but  yesterday : 
You  then  may  boldly  go  in  quest 
To  find  the  Grub  Street  poet's  nest ; 
What  spunging-hottse,  in  dread  of  jmI, 
Receives  them,  while  they  wait  for  bail 
What  alley  they  are  nestled  in. 
To  flourish  o'er  a  cup  of  gin ; 
Find  the  last  garret  where  they  lay. 
Or  cellar  where  they  starve  to-day. 
Suppose  you  have  them  all  trepann'd, 
With  each  a  libel  in  his  hand. 
What  punishment  would  you  inflict  ? 
Or  call  them  rogues,  or  get  them  kickt? 
These  they  have  often  try'd  before ; 
You  but  oblige  them  so  muchmore: 
-Tb^naselves  would  be  the  first  to  tellj^ 
To  make  their  trash  the  bett^  sell. 
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You  have  been  libeil'd — Let  us  know, 
What  fool  officious  told  you  so  ? 
Will  you  regard  the  ha^vker*s  cries. 
Who  in  his  titles  always  lies  ? 
Whatever  the  noisy  scoundrel  says. 
It  might  be  something  in  your  pi-aise  : 
And  praise  bestow'd  in  Grub  Street  rhymes. 
Would  vex  one  moi-e  a  tlwusand  times. 
Till  critics  blame,  and  judges  praise. 
The  poet  cannot  claim  his  bays. 
On  me  virhen  dunces  are  satiric, 
I  take  it  for  a  panegyric. 
Hated  by  fools,  and  fools  to  hate, 
Be  that  my  motto,  and  my  {^ie. 


DIRECTIONS  FOR  MAKING  A  BIRTH-DAY 
SONG.     1729. 

To  form  a  just  and  finish'd  piecfe. 
Take  twenty  gods  of  Rome  or  Greece^ 
Whose  godships  are  in  chief  requelst. 
And  fit  your  present  subject  best : 
And,  should  it  be  your  hero -s  case, 
To  have  both  male  and  female  race. 
Your  business  must  be  to  provide 
A  score  of  goddesses  beside. 

Some  call  their  monarchs  sons  of  Saturn, 
For  which  they  bring  a  modern  pattern ; 
Because  they  might  have  heard  of  one,,  * 
Who  often  long*d  to  eat  his  son  : 
But  this  I  think  will  not  go  down, 
For  here  the  father  kept  his  crown. 

*  Allading  to  the  disputes  hetwe^  George  L  and  his  son, 
vhile  the  latter  wa»  Prince  of  Wales. 
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Why,  then,  appoint  him  son  of  Jove, 
Who  met  his  mother  in  a  grove  : 
To  this  we  freely  shall  consent. 
Well  knowing  what  the  poets  meant ; 
And  in  their  sense,  'twixt  me  and  you. 
It  may  be  literally  true.  * 

Next,  as  the  laws  of  verse  require. 
He  must  be  greater  than  his  sire ; 
For  Jove,  as  every  schoolboy  knows. 
Was  able  Saturn  to  depose ; 
And  sure  no  Christian  poet  breathing 
Would  be  more  scrupulous  than  a  Heathen ; 
Or,  if  to  blasphemy  it  tends, 
That's  but  a  trifle  among  friends. 

Your  hero  now  another  Mars  is. 
Makes  mighty  annies  turn  their  a — s. 
Behold  his  glittering  faulchion  mow 
Whole  squadrons  at  a  single  blow  5 
While  Victory,  with  wings  outspread. 
Flies,  like  an  eagle,  o'er  his  head ; 
His  milk-white  steed  upon  its  haunches. 
Or  pawing  into  dead  men's  paunches : 
As  Overton  Jias  drawn  his  sire. 
Still  seen  o'er  many  an  alehouse  fire. 
Then  from  his  arms  hoarse  thunder  rolls. 
As  loud  as  fifty  mustard  bawls  : 
For  thunder  still  his  arm  supplies. 
And  lightning  always  in  his  eyes. 
They  both  are  cheap  enough  in  conscience, 
And  serve  to  echo  rattling  nonsense. 
The  rumbling  woyds  march  fierqe  along. 
Made  trebly-dreaciful  in  your  song. 

Sweet  poet,  hir'd  for  birth-day  rhymes. 
To  sing  of  wars,  choose  peaceful  times. 

♦  The  Electress  Sophia,  m&iher  of  George  U.  was  supposed  to 
bayc  had  an  iptrigue  with  Count  Koingsmark. 
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What  though,  for  fifteen  years  and  more, 
Janus  has  lock'd  his  temple  door ; 
Though* udt  a  coffeehouse  we  read  in 
Has  mention^  arms  on  this  side  Sweden  ; 
Nor  London  Journals,  nor  the  Postnien, 
Though  fond  of  warlike  lies  as  most'  m6h ; 
Thou  still  with  battles  stuff  thy  headful :         ' 
For,  must  thy  hero  not  be  dreadful  ? 
Dismissing  Mars,  it  next  must  follow 
Your  conqueror  is  become  Apollo :  '\' 

That  he's  Apollo  is  as  plain  a;3 
That  Robin  Walpole  is  Maecenas ; 
But  that  he  struts,  and  that  he  squints^ ' 
You'd  know  him  by  Apollo^s  prints. 
Old  Phoebus  is  but  half  as  bright. 
For  yours  can  shine  both  day  and  night. 
The  first,  perhaps,  may  once  an  age 
Inspire  you  with  poetic  rjage ; 
Your  Phcbus  Royal,  every  day. 
Not  only  can  inspire,  but  pay. 
Then  make  this  new  Apollo  sit 

Sole  patron,  judge,  and  god  of  wit. 

**  How  from  his  altitude  he  stoops 

To  raise  up  Virtue  when  she  droops  ; 

On  Learning  how  his  bounty  flows. 

And  with  what  justice  he  bestows : 

Fair  Isis,  and  ye  banks  of  Cam ! 

Be  witness  if  1  tdl  a  flam. 

What  prodigies  in  arts  we  drain. 

From  both  your  streams,  in  George's  reign.. 

As  from  the  flowery  bed  of  Nile" — 

But  here's  enough  to  shew  your  style. 

Broad  inuendoes,  such  as  this. 

If  well  applied,  can  hardly  miss : 

For,  when  you  bring  your  song  in  prin^ ' 

He'll  get  it  read,  and  take  the  hint. 
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(It  must  l]fe  read  before  'tis  warbled^ 

The  paper  gilt  and  cover  marbled) 

And  will  be  so  much  more  your  debtor^ 

Because: he  never  Ijnew  a  letter- 

And,  as  he  hears  his  wit  and  sense 

(To  which  he  never  made  pretence) 

Set  out  in  hyperbolic  strains^ 

A  guinea  shall  reward  your  pains  r 

Foi'  patrons  never  pay  so  well. 

As  when  they  scarce  have  learned  to  spelL 

Next  call  him  Neptune  :  with  his  trident 
He  rules  the  sea ;  you  see  him  fide  in't ; 
And,  if  provokM,  he  soundly  flrks  his 
Rebellious  waves  with  rods,  like  Xerxes; 
He  would  have  seiz'd  the  Spanish  plate^ 
Had  not  the  fleet  gone  out  too  late  ;     ,  . 
And  in  their  very  ports  besiege  th^m^ 
But  that  he  would  not  disoblige  tliem,  . 
And  make  the  rascals  pay  him  dearly    i 
For  those  affronts  they  give  him  yearly^ . 

'Tis  not  deny'd,  that,  when  we  write. 
Our  ink  is  black,  our  paper  white : 
And,  when  we  scrawl  our  paper  o'er, 
We  blacken  what  was  white  before : 
T  think  this  practice  only  fit 
For  dealers  in  satiric  wit. 
But  you  some  white-lead  ink  must  get. 
And  write  on  paper  black  as  jet ; 
Your  interest  lies  to  learn  the  knack 
Of  whitening  what  before  was  black. 

Thus  your  encomium,  to  be  strongs 
Must  be  applied  directly  wrong. 
A  tyrant  for  his  mercy  praisje, 
And  crown  a  royal  dunce  with  bays: 
A  squinting  monkey  load  with  charms. 
And  paint  a  coward  fierce  in  arms. 
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ts  he  tp  avarice  mclin'd?. 

Extol  him,  for  his  gene^'ous  mind : 

And,  whien  we  starve  for  want  of  corn^ 

Come  out  with  AmaLtht^a's  horn : 

For  all  experience  this  eyir^ces 

The  only  art  of  pleasing  princes  : 

iFor  prince?;  Jove  you  should  descant 

On  virtues  wh^ch  they  knoiy  they  want. 

One  boo^pliment  I  had  forgot. 

But  songsters  nfiujst  oipit  it  i^ot; 

I  freely  grant  the  tho.ught  is  old :  . 

Why,  then,  your  hero  must  be  told. 

In  him  such  vjrtues  lie  inherent.         j 

To  qualify  him  God's  vicegerent ; 

That,  with  no  title  to  inJierit, 

He  must  have  been  a  king  by  merit. 

Yet,  be  the  fancy  old  or  new, 

'Tis  partly  false,  and  partly  true : 

And,  take  it  right,  it  means  no  more 

Than  George  and  William  claim'd  before. 

Should  some  obscure  inferior  fellow, 
Like  Julius,  or  the  youth  of  Pella, 
When  all  your  list  of  Gods  is  out. 
Presume  to  show  his  mortal  snout, 
And  as  a  Deity  intrude. 
Because  he  had  the  world  subdu*d ; 
O,  let  him  not  debase  your  thoughts. 
Or  name  him  but  to  tell  his  faults. — 

Of  Gods  r  only  quote  the  best. 
But  you  may  hook  in  all  the  rest. 

Now,  birth-day  bard,  with  Joy  proceed 
To  praise  your  empress  and  her  breed ;    . 
First  of  the  first,  to  vouch  your  lies. 
Bring  all  the  females  of  the  skies ; 
The  Graces,  and  their  mistress,  Venus, 
Must  venture  down  to  entertain  us  : 
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With  bended  knees  wheh  they  adore  her. 
What  dowdies  they  appear  before  her ! 
Nor  shall  we  thiniK  you  talk  at  random. 
For  Venus  might  be'  her  great  grandam : 
Six  thousand  years  has  liv'd  t\^e  Groddess, 
Your  heroine  h?irdly  fifty  odd  is.' 
Besides,  your  songsters  oft  have  shown 
That  she  has  Graces  of  h^r  own : 
Three  Graces  by  Luciria  brought  her. 
Just  three,  at^d  every  Grace  a  daughter ; 
Here  many  a  king  his  heart  and  crown 
Shall  at  their  snowy  feet  lay  down ; 
In  royal  robes,  they  come  by  dozens 
To  court  their  English  German  cousins : 
Beside  a  pair  of  princely  babies. 
That,  five  years  hence,  will  both  be  Hebes. 

Now  see  her  seated  in  her  thi^one 
With  genuine  lustre,  all  her  own : 
Poor  Cynthia  never  shone  so  bright. 
Her  splendour  is  but  borrowed  light ; 
And  only  with  her  brother  Hnkt 
Can  shine,  without  him  is  extinct. 
But  Carolina  shines  the  clearer 
With  neither  spouse  nor  brother  near  her  5 
And  darts  her  beams  o'er  both  our  isles. 
Though  George  is  gone  a  thousand  miles. 
Thus  Berecynthia  takes  her  place. 
Attended  by  her  heavenly  race ; 
And  sees  a  son  in  every  God, 
Unaw*d  by  Jove's  all-shaking  nod. 

Now  sing  his  little  highness  Freddy, 
Who  struts  like  any  king  already  : 
With  so  much  beauty,  show  me  any  maid 
That  could  resist  this  charming  Ganypaede  ^ 
Where  majesty  with  sweetness  vies. 
And,  like  his  father,  early  wise. 
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Then  cut  him  out  a  world  of  work. 
To  conquer  Spain,  and  quell  the  Turk : 
Foretel  his  empire  crown'd  with  bays. 
And  golden  times,  and  halcyon  days ; 
And  swear  his  line  shall  rule  the  nation 
For  ever— till  the  conflagration. 
But,  now  it  comes  into  my  mind. 
We  left  a  little  duke  behind ; 
A  Cupid  in  his  face  and  size. 
And  only  wants,  to  want  his  eyes. 
Make  some  provision  for  the  younker. 
Find  him  a  kingdom  out  to  conquer : 
Prepare  a  fleet  to  waft  him  o*er^ 
Make  Gulliver  his  commodore ; 
Into  whose  pocket  valiant  Willy  put. 
Will  soon  subdue  the  realm  of  Lillyput. 

A  skilful  critic  justly  blames 
Hard,  tough,  crank,  guttural,  haf sh^  stiff  namesv 
The  sense  can  ne'er  be  too  jejune. 
But  smooth  your  woirds  to  fit  the  tun^. 
Hanover  may  do  well  enough. 
But  George  and  Brunswick  are  too  rough ; 
Hesse-Darmstadt  makes  a  rugged  sound. 
And  Guelp  the  strongest  ear  will  wound. 
In  vain  are  all  attempts  from  Germany 
To  find  out  proper  words  for  harmony : 
And  yet  I  must  except  the  Rhine, 
Because  it  clinks  to  Caroline. 
Hail  queen  of  Britain,  queen  of  rhymes ! 
Be  sung  ten  hundred  thousand  tinies  ! 
Too  happy  were  the  poets*  crew 
If  their  own  happiness  they  knew  ; 
Three  syllables  did  never  meet 
So  soft,  so  sliding,  and  so  sweet : 
Nine  other  tuneftil  words  like  that 
Would  prove  ev'n  Homer's  numbers  flat. 
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Behold  three  beauteous  vowels  stand, 
With  bridegroom  liquids,  hand  in  hand ; 
In  concord  here  for  ever  fix'd. 
No  jarring  consonant  betwixt. 
May  Caroline  continue  long. 
For  ever  fair  and  young!— in  song. 
What  though  the  royal  carcase  mu^ 
Squeezed  in  a  coffin,  turn  to  dust  ? 
Those  elements  her  name  compose. 
Like  atoms,  are  exempt  from  blows. 

Though  Caroline  may  fill  your  gaps^ 
Yet  still  you  must  consult  your  maps ;  ^ 
Find  rivers  with  harmonious  names, 
Sabrina,  Medway,  and  the  Thames. 
Britannia  long  will  wear  like  steel. 
But  Albion's  cliffs  are  out  at  he^ ; 
An4  Patience  can  endure  no  more 
To  hear  the  Belgic  lion  roar. 
Give  up  the  phrase  of  haughty  Gaul, 
But  proud  Iberia  soundly  maul : 
Restore  the  ships  by  Philip  taken. 
And  make  him  crouch  to  save  his  bacon. 
Nassau,  who  got  the  name  of  Glorious, 
Because  he  never  was  victorious, 
A  hanger-on  has  always  been  ; 
For  old  acqusuntance  bring  him  in. 

To  Walpole  you  might  lend  a  line^ 
•   But  much  I  fear  he's  in  decline; 
And,  if  you  chance  to  come  too  late. 
When  he  goes  out,  you  share  his  fate. 
And  bear  the  new  successor's  frown ; 
Or,  whom  you  once  sang  up,  sing  dowiw 

Reject  with  scorn  that  stupid  notion. 
To  praise  your  hero  for  devotion^ 
Nor  entertain  a  thought  so  odd. 
That  princes  should  believe  in  God; 
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But  follow  the  securest  rule, 
And  turn  it  9II  to  ridicule : 
*Tis  grown  the  choicest  wit  at  court. 
And  gives  the  maids  of  honour  sport ; 
For,  since  they  talk'd  with  Doctor  Clarke, 
They  now  can  venture  in  the  dark  : 
That  sound  divine  the  truth  has  spoke  aU^ 
And  pawned  his  word.  Hell  is  not  local. 
This  will  not  give  theoi  half  the  trouble  ^ 
Of  bargains  sold,  or  meanings  double. 
Supposing  now  your  song  is  done. 
To  mynheer  Handel  next  you  rui^. 
Who  artfully  will  pare  and  prune 
Your  words  to  ^me  Italian  tune : 
Then  priot  it  in  the  largesrt  letter. 
With  capitals,  the  more  the  better. 
Present  it  boldly  on  your  knee. 
And  take  a  guinea  for  your  fee. 


a^^ 


THE  PHEASANT  AND  THE  LARK. 

A  FABLE.      BY  DB  DISLANY.       1730. 

<^  — ^uis  iaiqiisB 
<<  Tain  patiens  urbis,  tarn  ferreus,  ut  teneat  se?''    Jut. 

In  ancient  times,  as  bards  indite, 
(If  clerks  have  conn'd  the  records  right) 
A  Peauijock  reign'd,  whose  glorious  sway 
His  subjects  with  delight  obey :  . 
His  t^il  was  beauteous  to  behold. 
Replete  with  goodly  eyes  and  gold ; 
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Fair  emblem  of  that  monarch's  guise. 
Whose  train  at  once  is  rich  and  wise ; 
And  princely  rulM  he  many  regions. 
And  statesmen  wise,  and  valiant  legions. 
A  pheasant  lord,  *  aliove  the  rest, 
.    With  every  grace  and  talent  blest. 
Was  sent  to  sway,  with  all  his  skill. 
The  sceptre  of  a  neighbouring  hiD.  f 
No  science  was  to  him  unknown. 
For  all  the  arts  were  all  his  own : 
In  all  the  living  learned  read. 
Though  more  delighted  with  the  dead  : 
For  birds,  if  ancient  tales  say  true. 
Had  then  their  Popes  and  Homers  too, 
Could  read  and  write  in  prose  and  verse, 
And  speak  like  ***,  and  build  like  Pearce;  J 
He  knew  their  voices,  and  their  wings. 
Who  smoothest  soars,  who  sweetest  sings ; 
Who  toils  with  ill-fledg'd  pens  to  climb. 
And  who  attained  the  true  sublime. 
Their  merits  he  could  well  descry. 
He  had  so  exquisite  an  eye ; 
And  when  that  fail'd  to  show  them  clear. 
He  had  as  exquisite  an  ear. 
It  chanc'd  as  on  a  day  he  stray'd 
Beneath  an  academic  shade. 
He  lik'd,  amidst  a  thousand  throats. 
The  wildness  of  a  Woodlark's  §  notes. 
And  searched,  and  spy'd,  and  seizM  his  game^ 
And  took  him  home,  and  made  him  tame ; 


*  Lord  Carteret,  lord-lieutenant  of  Ireland. — F. 
+  Ireland.— F. 

t  A  famous  modem  architect^  who  built  the  Pafliameot-hoitfe 
in  Dublin. — F. 
§  Dr  Delanj.— F. 
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Found  him  on  trial  true  and  able. 
So  cheer'd  and  fed  him  at  his  table. 

Here  some  shrewd  critic  finds  I'm  caught. 
And  cries  out,  *'  Better  fed  than  taught" — . 
Then  jests  on  game  and  tame,  and  reads. 
And  jests,  and  so  my  tale  proceeds. 

Long  had  he  studyM  in  the  wood. 
Conversing  with  the  wise  and  good : 
His  soul  with  harmony  inspired. 
With  love  of  truth  and  virtue  fir'd : 
His  brethren's  good  and  Maker's  praise 
Were  all  the  study  of  his  lays ; 
Were  all  his  study  in  retreat. 
And  now  employed  him  with  the  great. 
His  friendship  was  the  sure  resort 
Of  all  the  wretched  at  the  court; 
But  chiefly  merit  in  distress 
His  greatest  blessing  was  to  bless.-— 

This  fix'd  him  in  his  patron's  bre^t. 
But  fir'd  with  envy  all  the  rest ; 
I  mean  that  noisy  craving  crew. 
Who  round  the  court  incessant  flew. 
And  prey'd  like  rooks,  by  pairs  and  dozens^ 
To  fill  the  maws  of  sons  and  cousins : 
*^  Unmov'd  their  heart,  and  chill'd  their  blood. 
To  every  thought  of  common  good. 
Confining  every  hcqpe  and  care 
To  their  own  low  contracted  sphere." 
These  ran  him  down  with  ceaspless  cry. 
But  found  it  hard  to  tell  you  why. 
Till  his  own  worth  and  wit  supply'd 
Sufficient  matter  to  deride : 
**  'Tis  envy's  safest^  surest  rule. 
To  hide  her  rage  in  ridicule  : 
The  vulgar  eye  she  best  beguiles. 
When  all  her  snakes  are  deck'd  with  smJles: 
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Sardonic  smiles^  by  ratiGOur  ritisM ! 
Tormented  most  when  seeming  pletoM  !** 
Their  spite  had  more  than  half  expired. 
Had  he  not  wrote  what^U  admir'd ; 
What  morsels  had  their  malice  wanted, 
Bu^  that  he  bnilt,  and  planned,  and  planted! 
How  had  his  sense  and  learning  griey'd  thetn, 
But  that  his  charity  rdiev'd  them  I 

"  At  highest  worth  dull  Malice  reaches^ 
As  slugs  pollute  the  fairest  peaches: 
Envy  defames,  as  harpieis  vile 
Devour  the  food  they  first  defile." 

Now  ask  the  fruit  of  all  his  favour— 
**  He  was  not  hitherto  a  saver/'— 
What  then  could  make  their  rage  run  mad? 
**  Why  what  he  hop'd,  not  what  he  had. 

"  W  hat  tyrant  e*er  invented  ropes. 
Or  racks,  or  rods,  to  punish  hopes  ? 
Th*  inheritance  of  Hope  and  Fame 
Is  seldom  Earthly  Wisdom's  aim; 
Or,  if  it  were,  is  not  so  small, 
But  there  is  room  enough  for  all/' 

If  he  but  chance  to  breathe  a  i^ng^ 
(He  seldom  sang,  and  never  long) 
The  noisy,  rode,  malignant  crowd. 
Where  it  was  high,  pronounced  it  loud : 
Plain  Troth  was  Pride  ;  and  what  was  sillier, 
Easy  and  Friendly  was  Familiar. 

Or,  if  he  tunM  his  lofty  lays. 
With  solemn  air  to  Virtue's  praise^ 
Alike  abusive  and  erroneous. 
They  calFd  it  hoarse  and  inharmonious. 
Yet  so  it  was  to  souls  like  theirs. 
Tuneless  as  Abel  to  the  bears ! 
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A  Rook*  with  harsh  malignant  oaJw 
Began,  was  foUow'd  by  a  Daw ;  f 
(Though  some,  who  would  be  thought  to  know, 
Are  positive  it  was  a  Crow)  : 
Jack  Daw  was  seconded  by  Tit, 
Tom  Tit  J  could  write,  and  so  he  writ; 
A  tribe  of  tuneless  praters  follow. 
The  Jay,  the  Magpie,  and  the  Swallow  j 
And  twenty  more  their  throats  let  loose, 
Down  to  the  witless  waddling  Goose. 

Some  peck'dathim,  some  flew,  some  flutter'd. 
Some  hiss'd,  some  scream'd,  and  others  mutter'd : 
The  Crow,  on  cf^rrion  wont  to  feast. 
The  Carrion  Grow,  condemn'd  his  taste  : 
The  Rook,  in  earnest  too,  not  joking. 
Swore  all  his  singing  was  but  croaking. 

Some  thought  they  meant  to  show  their  wit, 
Might  think  so  still — "  but  that  they  writ" — 
Could  it  be  spite  er  envy  ? — "  No— 
"  Who  did  no  ill,  could  have  no  foe." —  . 
So  Wise  Simplicity  esteem'd, 
<Qmte  crtherwise  True  Wisdom  deem'd : 
This  question  rightly  understood, 
**  What  more  pcovoke»  than  doing,  good  ? 
A  soul  ennobled  and  refin'd 
Reproaches  every  baser  mind : 
As  strains  exalted  and  melodious 
Make  every  meaner  music  odious." — 

At  length  the  Nightingale  §  was  heard. 
For  voice  and  wi§dom  long  rever'd^ 
Esteem'd  of  all  the  wise  and  good. 
The  Guardian  Genius  of  the  wood : 


*  Dr  T— n^F.  f  Right  Hoo.  Rich.  Tigbe.— F. 

t  Drilheridaa.— F.  §  Dean  Swift.--F. 
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He  long  in  discontent  retired. 

Yet  not  obsdur'd,  bnt  more  admir*d  : 

His  brethren's  servile  souls  disdaining^ 

He  liy'd  indignant  and  complaining : 

They  now  afresh  provoke  his  choler, 

(It  seems  the  Lark  had  been  his  scholar^ 

A  favourite  scholar  always  near  him. 

And  oft  had  wakM  whole  nights  to  hear  htni^^ 

Enrag'd  he  canvasses  the  matter. 

Exposes  all  their  senseless  chatter. 

Shows  him  and  them  in  such  a  light. 

As  more  inflames,  yet  quells  their  spite. 

They  hear  his  voice,  and  frighted  fly. 

For  rage  had  raised  it  veiy  high  : 

Sham'd  by  the  wisdom  of  his  notes. 

They  hide  their  heads,  and  hush  their  throats. 


.ANSWER  TO  DR  DELANYs  FABLE 

op  tHE  PHEASANT  AND  THE^  LARK. 

I7S0. 

In  ancient  times,  the  wise  were  able 

In  proper  terms  to  write  a  feble : 

Their  tales  would  always  Justly  suit 

The  characters  of  every  brute. 

The  ass  was  dull,  the  lion  brave. 

The  stag  was  swift,  the  fox  a  knave; 

The  daw  a  thief,  the  ape  a  droll. 

The  hound  would  scent,  the  wolf  would  prowl: 

A  pigeon  would,  if  shown  by  iEsop, 

Fly  from  the  hawk,  or  pick  his  pease  up. 
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Far  otherwise  a  great  divme 
Has  learnt  his  (siAes  to  refine  ^ 
He  jumbles  men  and  birds  together. 
As  if  they  all  were  of  a  feather : 
You  see  him  first  the  peacock  bring, 
Again9t  all  rules,  to  be  a  king ; 
That  in  his  tail  he  wore  his  eyes, 
Bv  which  he  grew  both  rich  and  wise. 
Now,  pray,  observe  the  Doctor's  choice, 
A  peacock  chose  for  flight  and  voice; 
Did  ever  mortal  see  a  peacock 
Attempt  a  flight  above  a  haycock  ? 
And  for  his  singing.  Doctor,  you  know. 
Himself  complain'd  of  it  to  Juno. 
He  squalls  in  such  a  hellish  noise. 
He  frighten?  all  the  village  boys. 
This  peacock  kept  a  standing  force, 
In  regiments  of  foot  and  horse : 
Had  statesmen  too  of  every  kind. 
Who  waited  on  his  eyes  behind; 
And  this  was  thought  the  highest  post; 
For,  rule  the  rump,  you  rule  the  roast. 
The  Doctor  names  but  one  at  present. 
And  he  of  all  birds  was  a  pheasant. 
This  pheasant  was  a  man  of  wit. 
Could  read  all  books  were  evdr  writ ; 
And,  when  among  companions  privy. 
Could  quote  you  Cicero  and  Livy. 
Birds,  as  he  says^  and  I  allow, 
Were  scholars  then,  as  we  are  now ; 
Could  read  all  volumes  up  to  felios. 
And  feed  on  fric^sees  and  olios : 
This  Pheasant,  by  the  Peacock's  will^ 
Was  viceroy  of  a  neighbouring  hill ; 
And,  as  he  wandered  in  his  park. 
He  chaac'd  to  spy  a  clergy  Lark^  ^ 
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Was  taken  with  his  person  outward. 
So  prettily  he  pickM  a  cow-t— d : 
Then  in  a  net  the  Pheasant  caught  him. 
And  in  his  palace  fed  and  taught  him. 
The  moral  of  the  tale  is  pleasant. 
Himself  the  lark,  my  lord  the  pheasant : 
A  lark  he  is,  and  such  a  lark 
As  never  came  from  Noah's  ark : 
And  though  he  had  no  other  notion. 
But  building,  planning,  and  devotion ; 
Though  'tis  a  maxim  you  must  know, 
**  Who  does  no  ill  can  have  no  foe  >** 
Yet  how  can  I  express  in  words 
The  strange  stupidity  of  birds  ? 
This  lark  was  hated  in  the  wood. 
Because  he  did  his  brethren  good. 
At  last  the  Nightingale  comes  in^ 
To  hold  the  Doctor  by  the  chin : 
*  We  all  can  find  out  what  he  means. 
The  worst  of  disaffected  deans : 
Whose  wit  at  best  was  next  to  none. 
And  now  that  little  next  is  gone. 
Against  the  court  is  always  blabbing. 
And  calls  the  senate-house  a  cabin; 
So  dull,  that  but  for  spleen  and  spite. 
We  ne'er  should  know  that  he  could  write ; 
Who  thinks  the  nation  always  err'd. 
Because  himself  is  not  preferred ; 
His  heart  is  through  his  libel  seen. 
Nor  could  his  malice  spare  the  queen; 
Who,  had  she  known  his  vile  behaviour. 
Would  ne'er  have  shown  him  so  much  favour. 
A  noble  lord  *  has  told  bis  pranks. 
And  well'  deserves  the  nation's  thanks. 

*  Lord  Allen,  the  same  who  is  meant  by  Tiaulusw— ^F« 
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0  !  would  the  senate  deign  to  show 
Resentment  on  this  public  foe; 
Our  Nightings^  might  fit  a  cage. 
There  let  him  starve,  and  vent  his  rage  : 
Or  would  they  but  in  fetters  bind. 
This  enemy  of  human  kind  1 
Harmonious  Coffee,*  show  thy  zeal. 
Thou  champion  for  the  commonweal : 
Nor  on  a  theme  like  this  repine. 

For  once  to  wet  thy  pen  divine : 
Bestow  that  libeller  a  lash. 
Who  daily  vends  seditious  trash  : 
Who  dares  revile  the  nation's  wisdom. 
But  in  the  praise  of  virtue  is  dumb : 
That  scribbler  lash,  who  neither  knows 
The  turn  of  verse,  nor  style  of  prose ; 
Whose  malice,  for  the  worst  of  ends. 
Would  have  us  love  our  English  friends;  f 
Who  never  had  one  public  thought. 
Nor  ever  gave  the  poor  a  groat. 
One  clincher  more,  and  I  have  done, 

1  end  my  labours  with  a  pan. 
Jove  send  this  Nightingale  may  fall. 
Who  spends  his  day  and  night  in^sdl ! 
So  Nightingale  and  Lark  adieu; 

I  see  the  greatest  owls  in  you 
That  ever  sCreechM,  or  ever  flew. 


*  A  Dublin  garretteer.— F. 

f  See  A  New  Soog  on  a' seditious  pamphlet.-r'F* 
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DEAN  SMEDLEY'S  PETITION 

TO  THE  DUKE  OF  GRAFTON. 
^^  Non  Jomus  aut  fandas       "     .»    Hor. 


[This  piece  is  repeatedly  and  always  satirically  alluded  to  in  the 
preceding  poems*] 


It  was,  my  lord,  the  dexterous  shift 
Of  toother  Jonathan,  viz.  Swift, 
But  now  St  Patrick's  saucy  dean. 
With  silver  verge,  and  surplice  clean> 
Of  Oxford,  or  of  Ormond's  grace. 
In  looser  rhyme  to  beg  a  place. 
A  place  he  got,  yclept  a  stall, 
And  eke  a  thousand  pound  withal  j 
And  were  he  less  a  witty  writer. 
He  might  as  well  liave  got  a  mitre. 
Thus  I,  the  Jonathan  of  Clogher, 
In  humble  grace  my  thanks  to  offer. 
Approach  your  grace  with  grateful  hearty 
My  thanks  and  verse  both  void  of  art. 
Content  with  what  your  bounty  gave. 
No  larger  income  do  I  crave  : 
Rejoicing  that,  in  better  times, 
Grafton  requires  my  loyal  lines. 
Proud  !  while  my  patron  is  polite, 
I  likewise  to  the  patron  write  1 
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Proud !  that  at  once  I  cah  commend 
King  George's  and  the  Muses'  friend  ! 
Endear'd  to  Britain ;  and  to  thee 
(Disjoined,  Hibernia,  by  the  sea) 
Endear'd  by  twice  three  anxious  years. 
Employed  in  guardian  toils  and  cares ; 
By  love,  by  wisdom,  and  by  skill ; 
For  he  has  sav'd  thee  'gainst  thy  will. 

But  where  shall  Smedley  make  his  nest. 
And  lay  his  wandering  head  to  rest  ? 
Where  shall  he  find  a  decent  house, 
To  treat  his  firiends,  and  cheer  his  spouse  ? 
O !  tack,  my  lord,  some  pretty  cure ; 
In  wholesome  soil,  and  ether  pure ; 
The  garden  stor'd  with  artless  flowers. 
In  either  angle  shady  bowers. 
No  gay  parterre,  with  costly  green. 
Within  the  ambient  hedge  be  seen : 
Xet  Nature  freely  take  her  course. 
Nor  fear  from  me  ungrateful  force ; 
No  shears  shallftheck  her  sprouting  vigour. 
Nor  shape  the  yews  to  antic  figure : 
A  limpid  brook  shall  trout  supply. 
In  May,  to  take  the  mimic  fly ; 
Round  a  small  orchard  may  it  run. 
Whose  apples  redden  to  the  sun. 
Let  all  be  snug,  and  warm,  and  neat^ 
For  fifty  tum'd  a  safe  retreat, 
A  little  Euston  ♦  may  it  be, 
Euston  I'll  carve  on  every  tree. 
But  then,  to  keep  it  in  repair. 
My  lord— twice  fifty  pounds  a-year 


*  The  name  of  the  dake's  seat  in  Suffolk.— N* 


Digitized  by 


Google 


430  poEics. 

Will  barely  do;  but  if  your  grace 

Could  make  them  hundreds— eharming  place! 

Thou  then  wouldst  show  another  face« 

Clogher  !  far  north,  my  lord,  it  lies, 
'Midst  snowy  hills,  inclement  skies : 
One  shivers  with  the  arctic  wind. 
One  hears  the  polar  axis  grind. 
Good  John*  indeed,  with  beef  aad  claret. 
Makes  the  place  warm,  that  one  may  bear  it. 
He  has  a  purse  to  keep  a  table. 
And  eke  a  soul  as  hospitable. 
My  heart  is  good ;  but  assets  fail. 
To  fight  with  storms  of  snow  and  hai|. 
Besides,  the  country's  thin  of  people. 
Who  seldom  meet  but  at  the  steeple : 
The  strapping  dean,  that's  gone  to  Down, 
Ne'er  nam'd  the  thing  without  a  frown. 
When,  much  fatigu'd  with  sermon  study. 
He  felt  his  brain  grow  dull  and  muddy ; 
No  fit  companion  could  be  found,' 
To  push  the  lazy  bottle  rouB(£ : 
Sure  then,  for  want  of  better  folks 
To  pledge,  his  clerk  was  orthodox. 

Ah  !  how  unKke  to  Gerard  Street,, 
Where  beaux  and  belles  in  parties  meet; 
Where  gilded  chairs  and  coaches  throng. 
And  jostle  as  they  troll  along ; 
Where  tea  and  coffee  hourly  flow. 
And  gapeseed  does  in  plenty  grow ; 
And  Griz  (no  clock  more  certain)  cries,   . 
Exact  at  seven,  "  Hot  mutton-pies  I'* 
There  lady  Luna  in  her  sphere 
Once  shone,  \vhen  Paunceforth  was  not  near; 


*  Bishop  Sterne.— -H* 
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But  now  she  wanes,  and,  as  'tis  said. 

Keeps  sober  hours,  and  goes  to  bed. 

There— but  His  endless  to  write  down 

All  the  amusements  of  the  town; 

And  spouse  will  think  herself  quite  undone. 

To  trudge  to  Connor  ♦  from  sweet  London ; 

And  care  we  must  our  wives  to  please. 

Or  else~we  shall  be  ill  at  ease.  ^ 

You  see,  my  lord,  what  'tis  I  lack, 
*Tis  only  some  convenient  tack. 
Some  parsonage-house,  with  garden  sweet. 
To  be  my  late,  my  last  retreat ; 
A  decent  church,  close  by  its  side. 
There,  preaching,  praying,  to  reside  ; 
And  as  my  time  securely  rolls. 
To  save  my  own  and  other  souls. 


*  The  bishoprick  of  Connor  is  united  to  that  of  Down  ;  but 
there  are  two  Deans. 

In  further  illustration  of  Dean  Smedley's  poetical  genius,  and 
the  purposes  for  which  he  found  it  couTenient  to  use  it,  we  sub- 
join  a  Christmas  Inyitation  to  Lord  Carteret.  The  l>»n,  like 
manjr  other  great  men,  did  not  easily  forgive  those  who,  with  inu 
ferior  talents,  and  different  political  principles,  affected  the  same 
stile  of  addressing  the  great,  by  which  he  had  originally  distin- 
guished himself,  and  still  continued  to  use  for  the  benefit  of  hb 
friends. 

A  CHRISTMAS  INVITATION. 

TO  THE  BIGHT  HON*  THE   LORD  CARTERET,  LORD-LIEUTENANT 
^  OF  IRELAND,  1725. 

AniauB  qudle$,  nemte  ctmdidwres 

Terra  tuHi 

The  Muse,  though  late,  to  thee  the  Muse's  ftiend, 
Apollo  wains  these  easy  lues  to  send : 
LaoieU'd  and  gay  the  god  l^ipeai'd  at  nigiit, 
In  sleepy  vistoD,  and  he  bid  me  write : 
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THE  DUKE'S  ANSWER. 

BY  DB  SWIFT. 

Dear  Smed,  I  read  thy  brilliant  lines> 
Where  wit  in  all  its  glory  shines  ; 
Where  compliments^  with  all  their  pride. 
Are  by  their  numbers  dignified  t 


Tbe  theme,  methouglii,  I  lieard  his  l^rre  reheane. 
And  jniiscs  joining  pointed  ont  the  verse. 

He  bid  me  rouse  and  quit  iB|BlorioiiB,«aiey 
Address  the  great,  and  fbliow  mer  praise : 
Nor  longer  live  an  hermit,  but  bring  down  ' 

Choice  spirits  to  my  vIDa  from  tbe  tovm : 
— Yon  know  my  favourites :  Carteret !  first  be  he : 
He  Pho&bus  loves,  and  he*s  lielov'd  by  me. 

Court  Boulter,  muofay  to  gntee  thy  pUin  abode ; 
That  learned  pious  head  o*  th'  sons  of  God. 
Tell  my  lov*d  West,  he  most,  awhile,  withdraw^ 
Unbend  his  mind  and  ceme  to  dictate  law ; 
Tell  him  its  my  desire^  its  my  oommandy 
He  at  your  villa  join  that  learned  band, 
Joiu  (tJiouch  a  few>,  yet  join  the  chief^st  part 
Of  those,  who,  ftkiird  in  each  politer  arl^ 
SkiUM  in  the  art  of  nnmbers'aiid  of  rhyme^ 
At  Button's,  *  erst,  deceiv'd  their  leisure  tune } 
lliere  where  immortal  Addison  repaur'd ; 
Where  Argyll,  Stanhope,  Steele,  were  often  hear^ 
In  Cato's  prasie  their  rhetoric  to  repeat, 
When  Cato's  principles  were  oiit  of  date. 

Philips  and  Tickell  will  obey  my  call : 
Let  no  less  hallowed  names  approach  thy  wall. 
Only  adopt  my  Hort :  a  friend  so  true  1 
To  Hort  I  gave  a  genius ;  Hort  has  gdnt. 

Chaste  be  your  hours ;  to  wit  and  mirth  consign'd : 
Your  body  hoilthful,  and  tranquil  your  mind* 
By  day  be  countiy  games  your  main  delight; 
By  rules  more  quiet  wear  away  the  night. 


*  All  the  persons  mentioniMl  met  at  Button's  c^ff^diODse^  being  Whigv 
the  two  hist  years  of  Qaaen  Amie's  reign. 
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1  hope  to  make  yon  yet  as  clean 
As^that  same  Vi^,  St  Patrick's  deari. 
1*11  give  thee  surplice,  verge,  arid  stalt. 
And  may  be  something  else  withal ;     ' 


Taper  and  tea  succeed  ^be  settiiig  sw ; 

^  ombre  ^xXi  ofhe  piquet  begnii  9 

Or  if  my  spirit  iaterriiptft  yoni;  re»t. 

And  aUApdIlo«|lovesm  every  breast;     .  « 

To  ¥rit  and  learning  be  edcb  moment  dtiei 

Old  loc^  re^ivey  or  strike  out  somewhat  iie#*  . 

Be  it  your  vaeMt  cUasms  of  time,  to  fill. 

With  Homer's,  or  with  Maro's  lines,  yoot  skill; 

Enjoy,  mj[  lov'd  laconic  Nepos :  ^Let, 

if  yoaVe  inclip'cl,  ttie  long  sffnn  thrend  b^atl 

Of  Tally's  learned  reasonings  befbre  ;fe.; 

Or  liTy's  strong  (lift  aupei&tioiis)  sl$9^ . 

Horace  and  tlajboic  cead,  and  read  Meataiipie;' 

Read  those  who'wrote.tlie  Crisis  and  Campaqe^^ 

Or  if  you  tiiim  your  tbongtita  on  ^bnneh  and  state. 

Read  Hoadley^Bat  i^hea  BeU^eerios  «p  Ifae  mea^ 

Clob  your  oWn  wit  in  Ope^  easy  straitty . 

In  nncook'd  dres^,  like  diet  of  the  ]>eaD; 

hi  mannered  chat  he  the  r^freshaleBt  f(ast ; 

^impUcity  to  me*s  an  high  repast.  1 

tnth  batter  new,  cheese  old,  be  citlwB*^  the^nieai: 

'jThe  cloth  remov'd>  tha  table  dean'd^  ne^fail  > 

To  lose  an  hour  o^  two  in  fiank  discoaiBe,; 

Mliile  lib^hil  thought  flows  unvesMn'd  b^  ipr«e^ 

At  human  frailty  oi*  hidulge  a  smile. 
Or  talk  of  morals  ma  shaver  style*  ' 
Tell  how  the  works  of  nature  to  iaiprove:  • 

Tell  nature's  AutlHMfihoiir  to  praise  and  love. . 
Your  eoontryV  love  through  i^rious  tracka  paisne :  , 
Discuss  to  justice  what. toi  h0noar'sd<ie.; 
Rally  on  love  lim  arts  Aeiirere  debate, 
Talk  any  thing  but  ^f  the  modem  stite    \ 
And  of  chuirch  jairgocL :  These  Uungs  leave  to  ka^w 
To  the  wise  orators  riiund  Skinner's  Row, 
Where  slavish  notion;!  doUy  ace  iafus^d. 
And  church  and  oofeebouae  al&a  tiUnuNL 

Toast  to  the  sens^offieedoa ;  ^Oifit  theihir; 
Toast  Nassau*  «nd  hia^loag^concerted  beln 
Thento  the  <ibiii[c|i  atiot »  soleaui  gltiss : 
Let  the  next  rQumi  to  pliace  and  issne  pasa; 
And  when  you've  toasteid  l^owiMhend  and  iiia  Imnds^ 
— No  rooterr^our  hmmige  :tlien  politelyt  cndt. 

And  now^xny  beloVd  volaijr*  t>eware. 
Nor  swell  with  awkward  po«p  your  bitt  of  Ate.* 
Your  guests  With  delicai^  eat  ai  home^ 
To  son  on  nnbought  food  to  ^ou  they  come. 
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And,  were  you  not  so  good  a  writer^ 
I  should  present  you  with  a  mitre. 
Write  worse,  then,  if  you  can — ^be  wise-i— 
Believe  me,  His  the  way  to  rise. 


Let  Bella  dnidge,  at  plainest  boflM  and  roast ; 
Ko  tDoomni**  nttist  SnM^llcnr's  tMe  tHMut* 
Ko  cheap-bought  eatable,  by  art  made  ctear  2 
None  booght  at  cent,  per  cent,  ibr  behig  rare. 
OaHo  consimies  a  wealthy  hind's  estate, 
In  the  vile  service  of  one  Uttle  plate. 
Your  garden' teems  with  eyeiy  wholesome  phnt^    ' 
Fowl  fidtenM  to  thfe  lull  yon  never  want. 
The  wilder  kind  in  flocks  around  yoo  fly  ;* 
Hiey  court  yonr  skill,  and  seek  by  art  to  die. 
The  full  growii  oxen,  or  the  steenr  land, 
We  nowhere  belter  pakted  can  find ; 
And  for  the  humbler  gnuder  of  the  fields^ 
No  Bansted  l>ewn8  a  sweeter  morsel  yidds. 
More  I  forbid-^Bot  if  more  can  be  due  yet. 
It  mnrt  a  stoat  ptnmb-pndding  be  with  suet 

This  only  with  yomr  bumble  cottage  suits ', 
Be  of  a  piece,  aim  not  at  costly  flmits; 
At  Gallic  bim,  or  fish  at  ^unbnrgh  bought, 
On  wines  from  Pharian  diores  thnr  tempests  bronghti 
Let  not  the  Rhine's,  or  1>anube's  vintage  flow, 
Where  scarce' as  yet  e*en  Irish  aj^les  grow : 
Excel  in  ant-broWn  ale :  nor  want  the  aid 
Of  liquids  subtile,  by  the  fimbeck  made. 
When  appetite,  enkeenM  by  rural  air. 
Of  sturdy  joints  has  left  the  bones  as  bare^ 
As  little  Noll  Long's  Oliverian  coat, 
Or  Pratt  the  treasury  7  not  one  single  groat. 

The  cool  refreshing  fluid,  I  allow. 
Which  mcelnl  trees,  firom  eveiy  loaded  bough, 
Aided,  Pomona,  by  thy  skill  and  car^ 
Along  the  Wye,  afibrd  each  fruitful  year. 

Nor  ever  wantmg^be  a  cheerlbl  store 
Of  wines,  sent  hither  from  the  €fallic  shore : 
Store!  ofeach  colour,  which  are  seen  to  grace^ 
The  blushing  beauties  of  Bfiss  Lambert^s  ftce. 
The  white  futt-tasted  be  and  diy ;  the  1^ 
Silky  and  fuU :  the  grape  of  ekher,  bred. 
The  former,  where  the  silver  Loire  flews; 
The  latter  round  the  Chateau,  near  Boturdtttaxi 
And  if  the  teudre  of  ywnr  guests  you'd  touch, 
Condttd»  with  Burgmidv,  pewr  fibre  boime  bouehc.    ' 
Roomy  and  neat's  year  hoiisei«yobr  Kofen  good, 
llien  cheery  be  your  heart  and  elean  y6ur  food. 
Be  GnAdn  darVd  on  every  door  and  tree; 
Grafton's  my  care|  for  be  took  care  of  rae, 
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Talk  not  of  making  of  thy  ilest : 
Ah  !  never  lay  thy  head  to  rest ! 
That  head  so  well  with  wisdom  fraught^ 
That  writes  without  the  toil  of  thought  1 
While  others  rack  their  busy  brains. 
You  are  not  in  the  least  at  pains* 
Down  to  your  dean'ry  new  repair. 
And  build  a  castle  in  the  air. 
I'm  sure  a  man  of  yaw  fine  sense 
Can  do  it  with  a  small  expence. 
There  your  dear  spouse  and  you  together 
May  breathe  your  bellies  fiiU  of  ether. 
When  lady  Luna  is  your  neighbour. 
She'll  help  your  wife  when  she's  in  labour  j 
Well  skill'd  in  midwife  artifices. 
For  she  herself  oft  falls  in  pieces. 
There  you  shall  see  a  raree  show 
Will  make  you  scorn  this  world  below. 
When  you  behold  the  milky-way. 
As  white  as  snow,  as  bright  as  day ; 
The  glittering  constellations  roll 
About  the  grinding  arctic  pole ; 
The  lovely  tingling  in  your  ears. 
Wrought  by  the  music  of  the  spheres — 
Your  spouse  shall  then  no  longer  hector, 
You  need  not  fear  a  curtain-lecture; 
Nor  shall  she  think  that  she  is  undone 
For  quitting  her  beloved  London. 
When  she's  exalted  in  the  skiesy 
She'll  never  think  of  muttourpi^ ; 
When  you're  advanced  above  Dean  Viz, 
You'll  never  tiiink  of  Goody  rOriz  5 
But^ver,  ever  live  at  ease,    ^ 
And  strive,  and  strive  your  wife  to  please ; 
In  her  you'll  centre  all  your  joys. 
And  get  ten  thousand  girls  and  boys : 
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Ten  thousand. girls  and  bojrs  ybuMlg^^    . 

And  they  like  stars  dmU^rise  sind  seftj 

While  yQuand  spbuse,  rtf ansform'd,  ishall  feoon 

Be  a  new  sua  arid  a  neirtiioon : 

Nor  shall  yon  strive  yourihorns  to  hide. 

For  then  your  homs  shall  be  your  pride. 


i     .       PARODY 

WRITTEN  IK  LATIN  BY  SIMSEtF.  ♦ 

The  very  reverend  Deafi  Smedley^ 
Of  dulness,  pride,  conceit,  a  medley. 
Was  equally  alio wM  to  shine 
As  poet,  scholar,  and  divine ; 


♦  INSCJIIPTION, 

BY  DEAN  SMfittLtri-,   1^29. 

Reverend  Dec|iiinjB,  JonaiIhak  Smed{.et^ 
Tfaeologia  in^tru^s,  in  Poesi  exercitatus, 
/  rQiitioribus  excultusjUeris.; 

«rccpiirs,iiiiphisfiniiniine;  "^  '  ^ 

Verilatis  Indagater,  IJil)^i>tatis  Ass^l^r; 

Subsannatus  mnUks^  l^#dif9ift  quibnston^. 

Exopt&tUfl  pluri|ni§5  4alilpibu$.amicu^^  ; 

Auctor  hujus  sentential,  Patres  buNt  VErutiE. 

Per  laudem  et  vituperitim,  per  famam  atque  inf^diiam ; 

Utfamqae  foFtuaan^  TaiiosqUe  expertus  casus^ 
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AVith  ffodliness  CQuld  \f ell  dispense. 

Would  b^  a  rake,  but  ^^ftted  ^me  $ 

Would  strictly  after  Trath  inquire,  /  ' 

Because  he  dreaded  tp  come  nigh  hen    ,. 

For  Liberty  no  chawapiQn  bolder,  .; 

He  hated  bailiffs  ^t  his  shoulder. 

To  half  the  world  a  standing  jest, 

A  perfect  nuisance  to  the  rest ; 

From  many  (and  we  may  believe  him)    ' 

Had  the  best  wishes  they  could  give  him. 

To  all  malnkind  a  constant  friend. 

Provided  they  had  cash  to  lertd. 

One  thing  he  did  before  he  went  benc6. 

He  left  us  a  laconic  sentence. 

By  cutting  of  his  phrase,  and  trimmitig,* 

To  prove  that  bishops  were  old  women. ' 

Poor  Envy  durst  not  show  her  phiz. 

She  was  so  terrified  at  his. 

He  waded,  without  any  shame, 

Through  thick  and  thin  to  get  a  name. 

Tried  every  sharping  trick  for  bread. 

And  after  all  he  seldom  sped. 

When  Fortune  favoured,  he  was  nice ; 

He  never  once  would  cog  the  dice  : 

But,  if  she  turn'd  against  his  play. 

He  knew  to  stop  ^  quatre  trots. 


Mentc  Sana,  $ano  corpore,  Tolens,  laetusque, 

Lustrls  plus  quam  xi  numeratis, 

Ad  rem  familiarem  restaurandam  augendamque, 

£t  ad  ETangelium  Indos  inter  Orientales  praedicanduin, 

Grevwj  idibus  Februarii,  navein  ascendens, 

Arcemque  Sancti  petens  Georgii^  rernale  per  aequinoxium^ 

Anno  Mvdd  Christianas  mdccxxi^iii, 

Transfretarit, 
Fata  Tocant— reTOcentqne  precaninr. 
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Now  sound  in  mind,  and  sound  in  corpus, 
(Says  he)  though  swellM  like  any  poi^poise. 
He  hies  from  hence  at  forty-four 
(But  by  his  leave  he  sinks  a  score) 
To  the  East  Indies,  there  to  cheat. 
Till  he  dan  purchase  an  estate ; 
Where,  after  he  has  filFd  his  chest, 
Hell  mount  his  tub,  and  preach  his  best. 
And  plainly  prove,  by  dint  of  text. 
This  world  is  his,  and  theirs  tlie  next. 
Lest  that  the  reader  should  not  know 
The  bank  where  last  he  set  his  toe, 
'Twas  Greenwich.     There  he  tdok  a  ship. 
And  gave  his  creditors  the  slip. 
But  lest  chronology  should  vary, 
Upon  the  ides  of  February, 
In  seventeen  hundred  eight-and-twenty. 
To  Fort  St  George  a  pedlar  went  he. 
Ye  Fates,  when  all  he  gets  is  spent, 
Return  him  beggar  as  he  went  ! 
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ADDBESSED  TO 

VANESSA  AND  STELLA. 
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CADENUS  AND  VANiESSA.* 

WRITTEN  AT  WINDSOB,  1713- 

The  shepherds  at)4  the  nymphs  were  seen 
Pleading  before  ^i^  Cyprian  cpeen; 
The  counsel  for  tJ^e  fair  began^     '  . 
Accusing  the  false  creature  Man, 
The  brief  with  weighty  crimes  was  charg'dj 
On  which  the  pleader  much  enlarged ; 
That  Cupid  now  has  tost  his  arti 
Or  blimts  th,e  point  of  .every  dait  j-r- 
His  altar  now  no  longer  smokes. 
His  mother's  aid  no  youth  invokes  : 
This  tempts  freethinkefs  to  refine, 
And  bring  in  doubt  their  powers  divine ; 
jNow  love  is  dwindled  to  intrigue^ 
And  marriage  grown  a  money  league  ^ 
Which  crimes  aforesaid  (with  her  leave) 
Were  (as  h(B  humbly  did  conceive) 
Against  our  sovereign  lady's  peace. 
Against  the  statute  in  that  case. 
Against  her  dignity  and  crown ; 
Then  pray'd  an  answer,  add  sat  dOMrn* 


♦  This  18  thought  to  be  one  of  Pr  Swift^s  correctest  pieces. 
Its  chief  merit,  indeed,  is  the  elegant  ease  with  which  a  stor;f,  but 
ill-coiicciTed  in  itself,  js  told«— Golpsiiith. 

Miss  Vanhomrigh,  daughter  to  Mr  jjifirtholoniew  Ya^homrighi, 
a  Dutch  merchant  in  Dublin.  Her  mother  >^  as  daughter  and  sole 
heiress  of  Commissioner  Stone.— F. 
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The  nymphs  with  scorn  beheld  their  foes : 
When  the  defendant's  counsel  rose. 
And,  what  no  lawyer  ever  lacked. 
With  impudence  own'd  all  the  fact ; 
But,  what  the  gentlest  heart  would  vex. 
Laid  all  the  fault  on  t'other  sex. 
That  modern  love  is  no  such  thing 
As  what  those  ancrent  poets  sing ; 
A  fire  celestial,  chaste,  refin'd, 
Conceived  and  kindled  in  the  mind  ; 
Which,  having  found  an  equal  flame. 
Unites,  and  both  become  the  same. 
In  different  breasts  together  burn. 
Together  both  to  ashes  turn. 
But  women  now  fe^l  no  such  Are, 
And  only  know  the  gross  desire.  ' 
Their  passions  move  in  lower  spheres, 
AVhere'er  caprice  or  folly  steers, 
A  dog,  a  parrot,  or  an  ape. 
Or  some  worse  brute  in  humaii  shape^ 
Engross  the  fancies  of  the  fair. 
The  few  soft  moments  they  can  spare. 
From  visits  to  receive  and  pay; 
From  scandal,  politics,  and  play ; 
From  fans,  and  flounces,  and  brocadesj 
From  equipage  and  park  parades, 
From  all  the  thousand  female  toys. 
From  every  trifle  that  employs 
The  out  or  inside  of  their  heads. 
Between  their  toilets  and  their  beds. 

In  a  dull  stream,  which  moving  slow, . 
You  hardly  see  the  current  floW ; 
If  a  small  hvee^e  obMruct  the  course. 
It  whirls  about,  for  want  of  force. 
And  in  its  narrow  circle  gathers 
Nothing  but  chaff,  and  straws,  au^  feath^ers^ 
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The  current  of  a  female  mind 

Stops  thus,  and  turns  with  every  wind ; 

Thus  whirling  round  together  draws 

Fools,  fops,  and  rakes,  for  chaff  and  straws. 

Hence  we  conclude,  no  women's  hearts 

Are  won  by  virtue,  wit,  and  parts  : 

Nor  are  the  men  of  sense  tp  blame. 

For  breasts  incapable  of  flame ; 

The  fault  must  on  the  nymphs  be  placM, 

Grown  so  corrupted  in  their  taste. 

The  pleader  having  spoke  his  best. 
Had  witness  ready  to  attest. 
Who  fairly  could 'on  oath  depose. 
When  questions  on  the  fact  arose. 
That  every  article  was  true ; 
Nor  further  those  deponients  Icnew : 
Therefore  he  humbly  would  insist. 
The  bill  might  be  with  costs  dismissed. 
The  cause  appear'd  with  so  much  weight. 
That  Venus,  from  her  judgment  seat. 
Desired  them  not  to  talk  so  loud. 
Else  she  must  interpose  a  cloud : 
For  if  the  heavenly  folks  should  know 
These  pleadings  in  the  courts  below. 
That  mortals  here  disdain  to  love. 
She  ne*er  could  show  her  face  above ; 
For  gods,  their  betters,  are  too  wise 
To  value  that  which  men  despise. 
And  then,  said  she,  my  son  and  I 
Must  stroll  in  air,  'twixt  land  and  sky  ^ 
Or  else,  shut  out  from  heaven  and  earth. 
Fly  to  the  sea,  my  place  of  birth : 
There  live  with  daggled  mermaids  pent. 
And  keep  on  fish  perpetual  Lent. 

But,  since  the  case  appear'd  so  nice, 
She  thought  it  best  to  take  advice. 
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The  Muses,  by  the  kind's  permission^ 
Though  foes  to  love,  attend  the  session,, 
And  on  the  right  band  to<^  their  places 
In  order ;  chi  the  left,  the  Graces : 
To  whom  she  might  her  doubts  propose 
On  all  emergencies  th^  rose. 
The  Muses  oft  were  seen  to  frown ; 
The  Graces  half  ashamM  look  down  ; 
And  'twas  observed,  there  were  b«t  few 
Of  either  sex  among  the  crew. 
Whom  she  or  her  assessors  knew. 
The  goddess  soon  began  to  see. 
Things  were  not  ripe  for  a  .decree ; 
And  said,  she  must  consult  her  books. 
The  lovers*  Fletas,  Bractons,  Cokes. 
First  to  a  dapper  clerk  she  beckoned 
To  turn  to  Ovid,  book  the  second  5 
She  then  referred  them  to  a  place 
In  Virgil,  vide  Dido's  case  : 
As  for  Tibullus's  reports, 
They  never  pass'd  for  law  in  courts  ; 
For  Cowley's  briefs,  and  pleas  of  Waller, 
Still  their  authority  was  smaller. 

There  was  on  both  sides  much  to  say : 
She'd  hear  the  cause  another  day. 
And  so  she  did ;  and  4hen  a  third 
She  heard  it — ^there  she  kept  her  word : 
But,  with  rejoinders  or  replies. 
Long  bills,  and  answers  stuff 'd  with  lies. 
Demur,  imparlance,  and  essoign. 
The  parties  ne'er  could  issue  join : 
For  sixteen  years  the  cause  was  spun. 
And  then  stood  where  it  first  begun. 

Now,  gentle  Clio,  sing,  or  say 
What  Venus  m^ant  by  this  delay? 
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The  goddess  miioh  perplex^M  in  mind 
To  see  her  empire  thus  declinM; 
When  fir ^  this  grand  debate  aros?. 
Above  her  wisdom  to  compose. 
Conceived  a  prdject  in  her  head*  ^ 

To  work  her  ends  ;  which,  if  it  sped^  '' 
Would  show  the  merits' of  the  c^ttse 
Far  better  than  con^ultirig  la#s. 

in  a  glad  hour  Lucina's  aid 
Produced  on  earth  a  wbnd^rous  maid,       ,  '    ' 
On  whom  the  dueen  of  Love  was  bent^  * 

To  try  a  new  experiftiehi: 
She  threw  her  law  boo&^JOh'thd  shelf. 
And  thus  debated  with  herself. 

Since  men  allege,  tfe«y  ne'er  can  find 
Those  beauties  in  a  female  mind, 

Which  raise  a  fiame  that  will  endure 

For  ever  incorrupt  jand  pure : 

If  *tis  with  reason  they  complain. 

This  infant  shall  restore  my  reign. 

Ill  search  where  every  virtue  dwells. 

From  courts  inclusive  down  to  cells  : 

AVhat  preachers  talk,  or  sages  write ; 

These  will  I  gather  and  unite. 

And  represent  them  to  mankind 

Collected  in  that  infant's  mind- 

This  said,  she  plucks  m  Heaven's  high  bowei^ 

A  sprig  of  amaranthine  flowers- 

In  nectar  thrice  infuses  bays. 

Three  times  refinM  in  Titan's  rays ; 

Then  calls  the  Graces  to  her  aid. 

And  sprinkles  thrice  the  newborn  maid : 

From  whence  the  tender  skin  assumes 

A  sweetness  above  all  perfumes : 
From  whence  a  cleanliness  remains, 
Incapable  of  outward  stains  : 
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"From  whence  that  decency  of  mind. 

So  lovely  in  the  female  kind. 

Where  not  one  careless  thought  intrudes; 

Less  modest  that  the  s|^ech  of  prudes  j 

Where  never  blush  was  call'd  in  aid. 

That  spurious  virtue  in  a  maid>  : 

A  virtue  but  at  second-hand  ^ 

They  blush  because  they  understand. 

The  Graces  next  would  act  their  part. 
And  showed  but  little  of  their  art  j 
Their  work  was  half  already  done. 
The  child  with  native  beauty  shone  ^ 
The  outward  form  no  help  required  : 
Each,  breathing  on  her  thrice,  in^pir'd. 
That  gentle,  soft,  engag^lg  air. 
Which  in  old  times  adoni'd  the  fair : 
And  said,  "  Vanessa  be  the  name 
"  By  which  thou  shalt  be  known  to  fame  : 
"  Vanessa,  by  the  gods  enroll'd : 
'*  Her  name  on  earth  s^iall  not  be  told/' 

But  still  the  work  was  not  complete ; 
When  Venus  thought  oxk  a  deceit. 
Drawn  by  her  doves,  away  she  flies^ 
And  finds  out  Pallas  in  the  skies. 
Dear  Pallas,  I  have  been  this  morn 
To  see  a  lovely  infant  born  ; 
A  boy  jn  yonder  isle  below. 
So  like  my  own  without  his  bow. 
By  beauty  could  your  heart  be  won. 
You'd  swear  it  is  Apollo's  son : 
But  it  shall  ne'er  be  isaid,  a  child 
So  hopeful  has  by  me  been  spoil'd : 
I  have  enough  besides  to  spare. 
And  give  him  wholly  to  your  care. 

Wisdom's  above  suspecting  wiles : 
The  Queen  of  Learning  gravely  smiles. 
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Down  from  Olympus  conges  with  jpyj    :  / ;  ^    » 

Mistakes  Vanessa  for  a  boy  5,       ^  :  :..•,., 

iThen  sows  within  her  tender,  mm4  I 

Seeds  long  unknown  to  ^vomankind  ^  ;    ,  • 

IFor  manly  bosoo^s  chiefly  fit,  :     ,        i       i» 

The  seeds  of  knowledge,  judgment,  wit; 

Her  soul  was  suddenly  endued ; 

With  justice,  truth,  and  fortitude  ; .  .  i 

With  honour,  whiqh  no  breath  ca^  stain^  i      - 

Which  malice  must  ^tttack  in  vain ;  ;  i 

With  open  heart  and  bounteous  baud. 

But  Pallas  here  was  at  a  standi 

She  knew,  in  our  degenerate  days. 

Bare  virtue  coul4  not  live  on  praise  5 

That  meat  must  .be  with  mo^cy  bought  i 

She  therefore^  i^ppn  second  thought^ 

Infus'd,  yet  as  it  were  by  stealthy 

Some  smsdl  regard  for  state  and  wi^th ;        i   ,  ; 

Of  which,  as  she  grew  up,  there  staid 

A  tincture  in  the  prudent  maid : .  , 

She  managed  her  estate  with  care, 

Yet  lik*d  three  footmen  to  her  chain 

But,  lest  he  should  neglect  his  studies 

Like  a  young  heir,  the  thrifty  goddess  , 

(For  fear  young  master  should  be  spoiFd) 

Would  use  him  like  a  younger  child  -, 

And,  after  long  computing,  found 

'Twould  come  to  just  five  thousand  pound. 

The  Clueen  of  Love  was  pleas'd,  and  proud. 
To  see  Vanessa  thus  endow'd  : 
She  doubted  not  but  such  a  daine 
Through  every  breast  would  dart  a  flame  ; 
That  every  rich  and  lordly  swain 
With  pride  would  drag  about  her  chain  j 
That  scholars  would  forsake  their  books. 
To  study  bright  Vanessa's  looks ; 
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As  she  itdvaincM^'  that  womankind 
Would  by  her  model  form  their  mind3 
And  all  Uieir.  conduct-  would  be  ttied 
fiy  her,  as  an  unertddg  guide ; 
^mfending  daughters  oft  would  he^ 
Vanessa's  praiise  rung  in  their  ear ; 
IV^iss  Betty,  wben  she  does  a  fault,   "       ' 
Lets  fall  her  knife,  or  spifls  the  s^t. 
Will  thus  be  by  her  niother  ehid,  *  ' 
^  'Tis  what  Vanessa  rtever  did  T*        * 
Thus  by  the  nymphs  and  swains  ad6r*rf,' 
My  power  shall  be  again  restored,' 
And  happy  lovers  bless  my  reign-^ 
So  Venus  hop'd,  but  hop'd  in  vaiii. 

For  when  in  time  the  Martial  Maid 
Found  out  ]the  trick  that  Venus  play'd, 
She  shakes  her  helm;  she  knits  h^'browsy 
And,  fir*d  withtndignMion,  vo^s. 
To-morrow,  ere  thfe  setting  sun, 
She*d  all  undo  that  she  had  done. 

But  irt  the  poets  w^  may  find 
A  wholeisome  law,  time  out  of  minBd, 
Had  been  confirmed  by  Fate'is  decree. 
That  gods*,  of  whatsoe'er  degree,^ 
Resume  not  what  theittselves  have  given. 
Or  any  brother  god  iri  Heaven  : 
Which  keeps  the  peace  among  the  gods. 
Or  thev  mifet  always  be  at  odds  : 
And  Fallas,  if  she  broke  the  laws,   ' 
Must  yield  her  foe  the  stronger  cause  ; 
A  shame  to  one  so  much  ador'd! 
For  wisdom  at  Jove's  council  board. 
Besides,  she  fear'd  the  Qtueen  of  Love 
Would  meet  with  better  friends  above. 
And  though  she  must  with  grief  refllect> 
To  see  a  mortal  virgin  deck'd 
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With  graces  hitherto  unknown 
To  female  breasts,  except  her  own : 
Yet  she  would  act  as  best  became 
A  goddess  of  unspotted  fame. 
She  knew,  by  augury  divine, 
Venus  wound  fail  in  her  design  : 
She  studied  well  the  point,  and  found 
Her  foe's  conclusions  were  not  sounds 
From  premises  erroneous  brought. 
And  therefore  the  deduction's  naughty 
And  must  have  contrary  effects. 
To  what  her  treacherous  foe  expects. 

In  proper  season  Pallas  meets 
The  Queen  of  Love,  whom  thus  she  greets, 
(For  gods,  we  are  by  Homer  told, 
Can  in  celestial  language  scold) 
Perfidious  god^iess  !  but  in  vain 
You  form'd  this  project  in  your  brain ; 
A  project  for  your  talents  fit, 
With  much  deceit  and  little  wit. 
Thou  hast,  as  thou  shalt  quickly  see. 
Deceived  thyself,  instead  of  me  j 
For  how  can  heavenly  wisdom  prove 
An  instrument  to  earthly  love  ? 
Know'st  thou  not  yet,  that  men  commence 
Thy  votaries  for  want  of  sense  ? 
Nor  shall  Vanessa  biS*  the  theme 
To  manage  thy  abortive  scheme  : 
SheMl  prove  the  greatest  of  thy  foes; 
And  yet  I  scorn  to  interpose. 
But,  using  neither  skill  nor  force. 
Leave  all  things  to  their  natural  course. 

The  goddess  thus  pronounced  h^iippifn : 
When,  lo  !  Vanessa  in  her  bloom 
Advanced,  like  Atalanta*s  star. 
But  rarely  seen,  and  seen  from  far : 

VOL.  XIV.  F  f 
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In  a  new  world  with  caution  stept, 
Watch'd  all  the  company  she  kept. 
Well  knowing,  from  the  books  she  read. 
What  dangerous  paths  young  Tirgins  tread 
Would  seldom  at  the  Park  appear. 
Nor  saw  the  playhouse  twice  a-year ; 
Yet,  not  incurious,  was  inclined 
To  know  the  converse  of  mankind. 

First  issued  from  perfumer's  shops, 
A  crowd  of  fashionable  fops  : 
They  ask'd  her  how  she  lik'd  the  play ; 
Then  told  the  tattle  of  the  day ; 
A  duel  fought  last  night  at  two. 
About  a  lady — ^you  know  who ; 
Mentioned  a  new  Italian^  come 
Either  from  Muscovy  or  Rome ; 
Gave  hints  of  who  and  who's  together ; 
Then  fell  to  talking  of  the  weather  -, 
Last  night  was  so  extremely  fine> 
The  ladies  walked  till  after  nine ; 
Then,  in  soft  voice  and  speech  absurd^ 
With  nonsense  every  second  word. 
With  ftistian  from  exploded  plays. 
They  celebrate  her  beauty's  praise  ; 
Run  o'er  their  cant  of  stupid  lies. 
And  tell  the  murders  of  her  eyes. 

With  silent  scorn  Vanessa  sat^ 
Scarce  listening  to  their  idle  chat ; 
Further  than  sometimes  by  a  frown. 
When  they  grew  pert,  to  pull  them  down. 
At  last  she  spitefully  wns  bent 
To  try  their  wisdom's  full  extent ; 
And  said,  she  valu'd  nothing  less 
Than  titles,  figure,  shape,  and  dress ; 
That  merit  should  be  chiefly  plac'd 
In  judgment,  knowledge,  wjt,  and  ta^te ; 
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And  these,  she  offer'd  to  dispute. 
Alone  distinguish^  man  from  brute  : 
That  present  times  have  no  pretence 
To  virtue^  in  the  noble  sense 
By  Greeks  and  Romans  understood. 
To  perish  for  our  country's  good. 
She  namM  the  ancient  heroes  round. 
Explained  for  what  they  were  renowned  j 
Then  spoke  with  censure  or  applause 
Of  foreign  customs,  rites,  and  laws ; 
Through  nature  and  through  art  she  rangM, 
And  gracefully  her  subject  changed ; 
In  vain  !  her  hearers  had  no  share 
In  all  she  spoke,  except  to  stare. 
Their  judgment  was,  upon  the  whole, 
— ^That  laudy  is  the  dullest  soul ! — 
Then  tapt  their  forehead  in  a  jeer. 
As  who  should  say — She  wants  it  here  I 
She  may  be  handsome,  young,  and  rich. 
But  none  will  burn  her  for  a  witch  ! 
A  party  next  of  glittering  dames. 
From  round  the  purlieus  of  St  James, 
Came  early,  out  of  pure  good  will. 
To  see  the  girl  in  dishabille. 
Their  clamour,  lighting  from  their  chairs, 
Qrew  louder  all  the  way  up  stairs ; 
At  entrance  loudest,  where  they  found 
The  room  with  volumes  litter'd  round. 
Vanessa  held  Montaigne,  and  read. 
While  Mrs  Susan  comb'd  her  head. 
They  call'd  for  tea  and  chocolate. 
And  fell  into  their  usual  chat. 
Discoursing  with  important  face. 
On  ribands,  fans,  and  gloves,  and  lace ;       , 
Showed  patterns  just  from  India  brought. 
And  gravely  ask'd  her  what  she  thought. 
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Whether  the  red  or  green  were  bes^. 

And  what  they  cost  r  Vanessa  guessed, 

As  came  into  her  fancy  fltst ; 

Nam'd  half  the  rates,  and  lik'd  the  ^bhl. 

To  scandal  next— .What  awkward  thing 

Was  that  last  Sunday  in  the  ring  ? 

I*m  sorry  Mopsa  breaks  so  fast : 

I  said  her  face  would  never  last. 

Corinna,  with  that  youthful  air, 

Is  thirty,  and  a  bit  to  spare  : 

Her  fondness  for  a  certain  earl 

Began  when  I  was  but  a  girl ! 

Phillis,  who  but  a  month  iago 

Was  married  to  the  Tunbridge  beau, 

I  saw  coquetting  t'other  night 

In  public  with  that  odious  Knight ! 

They  rally'd  next  Vanessia's  dress : 
That  gowii  was  made  for  old  Queen  Bess. 
Dear  madam,  let  me  see  your  head : 
Don't  you  intend  to  put  on  red  ? 
A  petticoat  without  a  hoop  ! 
Sure,  you  are  not  asham'd  to  stoop ! 
With  handsome  garteVs  at  yo'ur  knees, 
No  matter  what  a  fellow  sees. 

Fiird  with  disdain,  with  rage  inflam'd. 
Both  of  herself  and  se^  ashamed,. 
The  nymph  f>Vood  silent  out  c)f  spite, 
Nor  would  vouchsafe  to  siet  them  right'. 
Away  the  fair  detractory  went, 
And  gave  by  turns  their  cetisures  vent. 
She's  not  so  handsome  in  niy  eyes  :       .  . 
For  wit,  I  wonder  wherfe  it  lies  i 
She's  fair  and  clean,  £ftid'(tfi'it'^s  the  most : 
But  why  pi^dCtaVAi^'Vet  for  a  toAst  > 
Ababyfape'rboltfe;y6;;%^^^         ;V 
But  what  she  leam'd  at  countr^riaiVs^ 
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Scarce  knows  what  difference  is  between  r 
Rich  Flanders  lace  and  Colberteenl 
ru  undertake,  my  little  Nancy 
In  flounces  has  a  better  fancy ; 
With  all  her  wit,  I  would  not  ask 
Her  judgment  ho^  to  buy  a  mask.  ^ 
We  begg'd  her  but  to  patch  her  face. 
She  never  hit  one  proper  place ; 
Which  every  girl  at  five  years  old 
Can  do  as  soon  as  she  is  told. 
T  own,  that  out-of-fashion  stuff 
Becomes  the  creature  well  enough. 
The  girl  might  pais,  if  we  could  get  her 
To  know  the  world  a  little  better. 
(To  know  the  world !  a  modern  phrase 
Bor  visits,  ombre,  balls,  and  plays.) 

Thus,  to  the  world's  perpetual  shame. 
The  Queen  of  Beauty  lost  her  aim ; 
Too  late  with  grief  she  understood, 
Pallas  had  done  more  hann  than  good ; 
For  great  examples  are  but  vain. 
Where  ignorance  begets  disdain. 
Both  sexes,  arm'd  with  guilt  and  spite. 
Against  Vanessa's  power  unite : 
To  copy  her  few  nymphs  aspir'd ; 
Her  virtues  fewer  swaips  admirM. 
So  stars,  beyond  a  certain  height. 
Give  mortals  neither  heat  nor  light. 

Yet  some  of  either ^  sex,  endow'd^ 
With  gifts  superior  to  the  crowd. 
With  virtue,  knowledge,  taste,  and  wit, 
She  condescended  to  admit : 
With  pleasing  arts  she  could  reduce 
Men's  talents  to  their  proper  use  ;* 
And  with  address  each  genius  held 
To  that  wherein  it  iptpst^excell'd ;  ' 
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Thus,  making  others'  wisdom  known. 
Could  please  them,  and  improve  her  oiirti. 
A  modest  youth  said  something  new ; 
She  plac'd  it  in  the  strongest  view. 
All  humble  worth  she  strove  to  rais^. 
Would  not  be  prais'd,  yet  lov'd  to  praise. 
The  learned  met  with  free  approach. 
Although  they  came  not  in  a  coach ; 
Some  clergy  too  she  would  allow. 
Nor  quarreird  at  their  awkward  bow ; 
But  this  was  for  Cadenus'  sake, 
A  gownman  of  a  different  make ; 
Whom  Pallas  once,  Vanessa's  tutor. 
Had  fix'd  on  for  her  coadjutor. 

But  Cupid,  full  of  mischief,  longs 
To  vindicate  his  mother's  wrongs* 
On  Pallas  all  attempts  are  vain : 
One  way  he  knows  to  give  her  pain ; 
Vows  on  Vanessa's  heart  to  take 
Due  vengeance,  for  her  patron's  sake ; 
Those  early  seeds  by  Venus  sown. 
In  spite  of  Pallas  now  were  grown ; 
And  Cupid  hop'd  they  would  improve 
By  time,  and  ripen  into  love. 
The  boy  made  use  of  all  his  craft. 
In  vain  discharging  many  a  shaft. 
Pointed  at  colonels,  lords,  and  beaux : 
Cadenus  warded  off  the  blows ; 
For,  placing  still  some  book  betwixt. 
The  darts  were  in  the  cover  fix'd. 
Or,  often  blunted  and  recoil'd. 
On  Plutarch's  Morals  struck,  were  spoilM. 

The  dueen  of  Wisdom  could  foresee. 
But  not  prevent,  the  Fates'  decree  : 
And  human  caution  tries  in  vain 
To  break  that  adamantine  chain. 
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Vanessa,  though  by  Pallas  taught. 
By  Love  invulnerable  thought. 
Searching  in  books  for  wisdom's  aid. 
Was,  in  the  very  search,  betray'd. 

Cupid,  though  all  his  darts  were  lost. 
Yet  still  resolv'd  to  spare  no  cost : 
He  could  not  answer  to  his  fame 
The  triumphs  of  that  stubborn  dame, 
A  nymph  so  hard  to  be  subdued. 
Who  neither  was  coquette  nor  prude. 
I  find,  said  he,  she  wants  a  doctor, 
Both  to  adore  her,  and  instruct  her : 
I'll  give  her  what  she  most  adn^ires. 
Among  these  venerable  sires, 
Cadenus  is  a  subjept  fit, . 
Grown  old  in  politics  and  wit, 
Caress'd  by  minister?  of  state. 
Of  half  mankind  the  dread  and  hate. 
Whatever  vexations  love  attend. 
She  need  no  rivals  apprehend. 
He  sex,  with, universal  voic^j^ 
Must  laugh  at  her  cajyricious  choice. 

Cadenus  in^^iy  things  had  writ : 
Vanessa  much  este^m'd  his  wit. 
And  caird  for  his  poetic  works : 
Meantime  the  boy  in  secret  lurks ; 
And,  while  the  book  was  in  her  han^,. 
The  urchin  from  his  priv^  stan^d 
Took  aim,  and  shot  with  aU  his  stjreijgth 
A  dart  of  such  prQ4igious  length, 
It  pierc*d  the  feeble  volume  through,  •  > 

And  deep  transfixed  her  bosom  too. 
Some  lines,  more  moving  than  the  rest,       .     .      ; 
Stuck  to  the  point,  that  pierc'd  her  breast* 
And,  borne  directly  to  the  heart, 
Wth  pains  unknown  increased  her  smart. 
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Vanessa,  not  in  years  a  score. 
Dreams  of  a  gown  of  forty-four ; 
Imaginary  charms  can  find 
In  eyes  with  reading  almost  blind : 
Cadenus  now  no  more  appears 
Declined  in  health,  advanced  in  years. 
She  fancies  music  in  his  tongue; 
Nor  further  looks,  but  thinls  him  young*, 
What  mariner  is  not  afraid 
To  venture  in  a  ship  decayed  ? 
What  planter  will  attempt  to  yoke 
A  sapling  with  a  falling  oak  ? 
As  years  increase,  she  brighter  shines ; 
Cadenus  with  each  day  declines : 
And  he  must  fall  a  prey  to  time. 
While  she  continues  in  her  prime. 
Cadenus,  common  forms  apart. 
In  every  scene  had  kept  his  heart; 
Had  sigh'd  and  languished,  vow'd  aiid  writ. 
For  pastime,  or  to  show  his  wit^  :  ^ 

But  books,  and  time,  arid  state  aflSstirs, 
Had  spoil'd  his  fashionable  airs  :       '^ 
He  now  could  praise,  esteem,  a^iprove. 
But  understood  not  what  was  love.       .  :>^*  . 
His  conduct  might  have  made  him  styl'd*  * 
A  father,  and  the  nymph  his  child. 
That  innocent  delight  he  tdok  '  /  .;  ,^ 

To  see  the  virgin  mind  h^r  book,  *  •       » 

Was  but  the  master*^  secret  joy  .J     '  ^ 

In  school  to  hear  the  finest  boy.  ;  .  » - 

Her  knowledge  with  her  ftmey  gre^  ;•*    *     / 
She  hourly  press'd  for  something  new ;  *  •;    '^^  i^^f 
Ideas  came  into  her  mind       '  •      *•;  I  ;f.n 

So  fast,  his^eissons  lagg*d  behind ;  / 

She  reasoned,  without  ploddiligiikig. 
Nor  ever  gave  her  judgment  mong. 
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But  now  a  sudden  change  was  wrought : 

She  minds  no  longer  what  he  taught. 

Cadenus  was  amaz  d^  to  find 

Such  marks  of  a  distracted  mind : 

For,  though  she  seem'd  to  listen  more 

To  all  he  spoke,  than  e'er  before. 

He  found  I^r  thoughts  would  absent  range. 

Yet  guess'd  not  whence  could  spring  the  change. 

And  first  he  modestly  conjectures 

His  pupil  might  be  tir*d  with  lectures ; 

Which  help'd  to  mortify  his  pride. 

Yet  gave  him  not  the  heart  to  chide : 

But,  in  a  mild  dejected  strain. 

At  last  he  ventur'd  to  complain : 

Said,  she  should  be  no  longer  teaz'd. 

Might  have  her  freedom  when  she  pleasM  : 

Was  now  convinced  he  acted  wrong 

To  hide  her  from  the  world  w  long. 

And  in  dull  studjies  to  engage 

One  of  her  tender  sex  and  age  : 

That  every  nymph  with  envy  own*d. 

How  she  might  shine  in  the  grande  m^nde  ; 

And  every  shepherd  was  undone 

To  see  her  cloister'd  like  a  nun. 

This  was  a, visionary  scheme: 

He  wak'd,  and  found  it  but  a  cjream; 

A  project  far  above  his  skill ; 

For  nature  mu^t  be  nature  still. 

If  he  were  bolder  than  became 

A  scholar  to  ,a  courtly  dame. 

She  might  excuse  a  man  of  letters : 

Thus  tutors  often  treat  their  betters : 

And,  since  his  talk  offensive  grew. 

He  came  to  take  his  last  ^ieu. 
Vanessa,  fill' ji  with  just  disdain^ 

Would  still  her  dignity  maintain. 
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Instructed  from  her  early  years 
To  scorn  the  art  of  female  tears. 

Had  he  employed  his  time  so  long 
To  teach  her  what  was  right  and  wrong  ; 
Yet  could  such  notions  entertain 
That  all  his  lectuijes  w^re  in  vain  ? 
She  own*d  the  wandering  of  her  thoughts  ; 
But  he  must  answer  for  her  faults. 
She  wen  remember*d»  to  her  cost. 
That  all  his  lessons  were  not  lost. 
Two  maxims  she  could  still  produce. 
And  sad  experience  taught  their  use ;, 
That  virtue,  pleased  by  being,  shown,   - 
Knows  nothing  which  it  dares  not  own ; 
Can  mak^  us  without  fear  disclose 
Our  inmost  secrets  to  our  foes  : 
That  common  forms  were  not  designed 
Directors  to  a  noble  mind. 
Now,  said  the  nymph,  to  let  you  see 
My  actions  witb  your  rules  agree; 
That  I  can  vulgar  forms  despise, 
And  have  no  secrets  to  disguise ; 
I  knew,  by  what  you  said  and  writ. 
How  dangerous  things  were  nien  of  wit; 
You  cautioned  me  against  their  charms. 
But  nev^r  gave  me  equal  arms ;     ' 
Your  lessons  found  the  weakest  part, 
Aim*d  at  the  head,  but  reafch*d  thel  heart". 

Cadenus  felt  within  him  rise  '  -• 

Shame,  disappointment,  guilt,  surprise*. 
He  knew  not  how  to  recoticile 
Such  language  with  her  usual  style : 
And  yet  her  words  were  so  exprtest,     '  ^ 
He  could  not  hope  she  "spoke  in  jest.   <  '■ 
His  thought  had  wholly  been  confined 
To  fonn  and  cultivate  her  mind. 
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He  hardly  knew,  till  he  was  told. 
Whether  the  nymph  were  young  or  old ; 
Had  met  her  in  a  public  plac^. 
Without  distinguishing  her  face : 
Much  less  could  his  declining  age 
Vanessa's  earliest  thoughts  engage ; 
And,  if  her  youth  indifference  met. 
His  person  must  conteu^ipt  beget : 
Or  grant  her  passion  be  sincere. 
How  shall  his  innocence  be  clear  ? 
Appearances  were  all  so  strong,       *  ' 

The  world  must  think  him  in  the  wrong : 
Would  say,  he  made  a  treacherous  use 
Of  wit,  to  flatter  and  seduce : 
The  town  would  swear,  hel  had  Jjetray'd    ^  ' 
By  magic  spells,  the  harmless  maid:         *     ' 
And  every  beau  would  have  his  jokes. 
That  scholars  were  like  other  folks ; 
And,  when  Platonic  flights  were  over. 
The  tutor  turn'd  a  mortal  lover  ! 
So  tender  of  the  young  and  fair  ! 
It  showed  a  true  paternal  care — 

Five  thousand  guineas  in  her  purse  ! 

The  doctor  might  have  fancy*d  worse. — 
Hardly  at  length  he  silence  broke. 

And  falter'4  every  word  he  spoke  j 

Interpreting  her  complaisance. 

Just  as  a  man  sans  consequence. 

She  rallied  well,  he  always  knew : 

Her  manner  now  was  something  new  j 

And  what  she  spoke  was  in  an  air 

As  serious  as  a  tragic  player. 

But  those  who  aim  at  ridicule 

Should  fix  upon  some  certain  rule. 

Which  fairly  hints  they  are  in  jest, 

Else  he  must  enter  his  protest : 
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For,  let  a  man  be  ne'er  so  wise. 
He  may  be  caught  with  sober  lies  ; 
A  science  which  he  never  taught. 
And,  to  be  free,  w^s  dearly  bought  5 
For,  take  it  in  its  proper  light, 
*Tis  just  what  coxcombs  call  a  bite. 

But,  not  to  dwell  on  things  minute, 
Vanessa  finished  the  dispute ; 
Brought  weighty  arguments  to  prove 
That  reason  was  her  .guide  in  love. 
She  thought  he^  had  himself  described. 
His  doctrines  when  sl^e  first  imbib'd  ; 
What  he  had  planted,  now  was  grown; 
His  virtues  she  might  .call  her  own.; 
As  he  approves,  as  he  dislikes. 
Love  or  contempt^er  fancv  strikes. 
Self-love,  in  nature  rooted  last. 
Attends  us  first,  and  leaves  us  l^t: 
Why  she  likes  him,  admire  not  at  her ; 
She  loves  herself,  and  th^Vs  the  matter. 
How  was  her  tutor,  woqt  to  praise     ; 
The  geniuses  of  ancient  days ! 
(Those  authors  he  spoil;  had  nam'd. 
For  learning,  wit,  aiid  wisdom,  fam'd) 
Was  struck  with  love,  esteem,  ancl  awe. 
For  persons  whom  he  never  saw. 
Suppose  Cadenus  flourish'd  then, 
He  must  adore  such. godlike  men. 
If  one  short  volume  coulil  comprise 
All  that  was  witty,. leam'd,  and  wise. 
How  would  it  be  esteemM  and  read. 
Although  the  writer  long  were,  dead  ! 
If  such  an  author  were  alive^ 
How  all  would  for  h^is  frieqidship  i^trive, 
And  come  in  crow<Js  to  see  his.faqe^  , 
And  this  she  takes  to  be  her  case. 
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Cadenus  answers  every  end. 
The  book,  the  author,  ancl  the  friend ; 
The  utmost  her  desires  will  reach. 
Is  but  to  learn  what  he  can  teach : 
His  converse  is  a  system  fit 
•Alone  to  fill  up  all  her  wif: 
While  every  passion  of  her  mitid 
In  him  is  centered  and  confin'd. 

Love  can  with  speech  inspire  a  miit^. 
And  taught  Vanessa  to  dispute. '    ^ 
This  topic,  never  touch'd  before. 
Displayed  her  eloquence  tne  mdre : 
Her  knowledge,  with  such  ^d.ins  acquir^d^ 
By  this  new  passion  grew  in$|)ir'd  ; 
Through  this  she  made  ill  objects  pass. 
Which  gave  a  tincture  o'er  tbe  mass ; 
As  rivers,  though  they  bend  and  twine,   * 
Still  to  the  sea  their  coiirse  incline ; 
Or,  as  philosophers,  who  find 
Some  favourite  system  to  their  mind; 
In  every  point  to  make  it  fit. 
Will  force  all  nature  to  submit. 

Cadenus,  who  could  ne*er  suspect 
His  lessons  would  have  sUch  effect. 
Or  be  so  artfully  apply'd. 
Insensibly  came  on  her  side. 
It  was  an  unforeseen  event ;  , 
Things  took  a  turn  he  never  meant. 
Whoe'er  excels  in  what  we  prize, 
Appears  a  hero  in  our  eyefe  h 
Each  girl,  when  pleas'd  with  what  is  taugfit. 
Will  have  the  teacher  in  her  thought. 
When  miss  delights  in  her  spinhet, 
A  fiddler  may  a  fortune  get ;        ^ 
A  blockhead,  with  melodious  voice^ 
In  boarding-schools  may  have  his  choice ; 
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And  oft  the  dancing-master's  art 
Climbs  from  the  toe  to  touch  the  heart. 
In  learning  let  a  nymph  delight, 
The  pedant  gets  a  mistress  by't/ 
Cadenus,  to  his  grief  and  shame. 
Could  scarce  oppose  Vanessa*s  flame ; 
And,  though  her  arguments  were  strong. 
At  least  could  hardly  wish  them  wrong. 
Howe'er  it  came,  he  could  not  tell, 
Kut  sure  she  never  talked  so  well. 
His  pride  began  to  interpose ; 
Preferred  before  a  crowd  of  beaux  ! 
So  bright  a  nymph  to  come  unsought ! 
Such  wonder  by  his  merit  wrought  1 
'Tis  merit  must  with  her  prevail ! 
He  never  knew  her  judgment  fail ! 
She  noted  all  she  ever  read  ! 
And  had  a  most  discerning  head  ! 

*Tis  an  old  maxim  in  the  schools. 
That  flattery's  the  food  of  fools ; 
Yet  now  and  then  your  men  of  wit 
Will  condescend  to  take  a  bit. 
So,  when  Cadenus  could  not  hide. 

He  chose  to  justify  his  pride  ; 

Construing  the  passion  he  had  shown. 

Much  to  her  praise,  more  to  his  own* 

Nature  in  him  had  merit  placed. 

In  her  a  most  judicious  taste. 

Love,  hitherto  a  transient  guest, 

Ne*er  held  possession  of  his  breast ; 
,  So  long  attending  at  the  gate, 

Disdain'd  to  enter  in  so  late. 

Love  why  do  we  one  passion  call. 

When  His  a  compound  of  them  all  ?    . 

Where  hot  and  cold,  where  sharp  and  sweet, 

lu  all  their  equipages  meet  5 
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Where  pleasures  mix*d  with  pains  appear. 

Sorrow  with  joy,  and  hope  with  fear  5 

Wherein  his  dignity  and  age 

Forbid  Cadenus  to  engage/ 

But  friendship,  in  its  greatest  height, 

A  constant,  rational  delight. 

On  virtue's  basis  fix'd  to  last. 

When  love  allurements  long  are  p&st. 

Which  gently  warms,  but  cannot  burn. 

He  gladly  offers  in  return  ; 

His  want  of  passion  will  redeem 

With  gratitude,  respect,  esteem  : 

With  that  devotion  we  bestow. 

When  goddesses  appear  below. 

While  thus  Cadenus  entertains 
Vanessa  in  exalted  strains. 
The  nymph  in  sober  words  entreats 
A  truce  with  all  sublime  conceits  ^ 
For  why  such  raptures,  flights,  and  fancies, 
To  her  who  durst  not  read  romances  ? 
In  lofty  style  to  make  replies. 
Which  he  had  taught  her  to  despise  ? 
But  when  her  tutor  will  affect 
Devotion,  duty,  and  respect. 
He  fairly  abdicates  the  throne : 
The  government  is  now  her  own ; 
He  has  a  forfeiture  incurred ; 
She  vows  to  take  him  at  his  word. 
And  hopes  he  will  not  think  it  strange. 
If  both  should  now  their  stations  change ; 
The  nymph  will  have  her  turn  to  be 
The  tutor ;  and  the  pupil,  he  : 
Though  she  already  can  discern 
Her  scholar  is  not  apt  to  learn  ; 
Or  wants  capacity  to  reach 
The  science  she  designs  to  teach  5 
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Wherein  his  genius  was  below 
The  skill  of  every  ccnnmon  beau^ 
Who,  though  he  cannot  spell,  is  wise 
Enough  to  read  a  lady's'ey^, 
And  will  each  accidental  glance 
Interpret  for  a  kind  advance. 

But  what  success  Vanessa  met 
Is  to  the  world  a  secret  yet. 
Whether  the  nymph,  to  please  her  swain. 
Talks  in  a  high  romantic  strain ; 

?r  whether  he  at  last  descends 
o  act  with  less  seraphic  ends ; 
Or,  to  compound  the  business,  whether 
They  temper  love  and  books  together ; 
Must  never  to  mankind  be  told, 
Nor  shall  the  conscious  Muse  unfbld. 

Meantime  the  mournful  Queen  of  Love 
Led  but  a  weary  life  above. 
She  ventures  now  to  leave  the  skies, 
Grown  by  Vanessa's  conduct  wise  : 
For,  though  by  one  perverse  event 
Pallas  had  crossed  her  first  intent ; 
Though  her  design  was  not  obtained ; 
Yet  had  she  much  experience  gained. 
And,  by  the  project  vainly  tried. 
Could  better  now  the  cause  decide. 
She  gave  due  notice,  that  both  parties. 
Coram  Regina,  prox*  die  MarHs^ 
Should  at  their  peril,  without  fail. 
Come  an^J  appear,  and  save  their  bail. 
All  met ;  and,  silence  thrice  proclaimed. 
One  lawyer  to  each  side  was  namM. 
The  judge  discovered  in  her  face 
Resentments  for  her  late  disgrace : 
And,  full  of  anger,  shame,  and  grief; 
Directed  them  to  mind  their  brief; 
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Nor  spend  their  time  to  show  their  reading  t 
She*d  have  a  summary  proceeding. 
She  gathered  under  every  head  v 
The  sum  of  what  each  lawyer  said. 
Gave  her  own  reasons  last,  and  then 
Decreed  the  cause  against  the  m6n. 

But  in  a  weighty  case  like  this. 
To  show  she  did  not  judge  amiss. 
Which  evil  tongues  might  else  report^ 
She  made  a  speech  in  open  court ; 
Wherein  she  grievously  complains, 
**  How  she  was  cheated  by  the  swains  ; 
On  whose  petition  (humbly  shewing, 
That  women  were  not  worth  the  wooin^j 
And  that,  unless  the  sex  would  mend, 
The  race  of  lovers  soon  must  end) — 
She  was  at  Lord  knows  what  expence 
To  form  a  nymph  of  wit  and  sense, 
A  model  for  her  sex  design'd^ 
Who  never  coi^ld  one  lover  find. 
She  saw  her  favour  was  misplaced ; 
The  fellows  had  a  wretched  taste  j 
She  needs  must  tell  them  to  their  faqe. 
They  were  a  stupid,  senseless  race ; 
And,  were  she  to  begin  again, 
She'd  study  to  reform  the  men ; 
Or  add  some  grains  of  folly  more 
To  women,  than  they  had  before. 
To  put  them  on  an  equal  foot ; 
And  this,  or  nothing  else,  would  do't. 
This  might  their  mutual  fancy  strike ; 
Since  every  being  loves  its4ike. 

*^  But  now,  repenting  what  was  done. 
She  left  all  business  to  her  son ; 
She  put  the  world  in  his  possession. 
And  let  him  use  it  at  discretion.^' 

VOL.  XIV.  G  g 


Digitized  by 


Google 


466  poKMS. 

The  crier  was  order'd  to  dismiss 
The  court,  so  made  his  last  "  O  yes  !** 
The  goddess  would  no  longer  wait ; 
But,  rising  from  her  chair  of  state. 
Left  all  below  at  six  and  seven, 
Harness'd  her  doves,  and  flew  to  Heaven. 


TO  LOVE> 


In  all  I  wish,  how  happy  should  I  be. 
Thou  grand  Deluder,  were  it  not  for  thee  ! 
So  weak  thou  art,  that  fools  thy  power  despise  ; 
And  yet  so  strong,  thou  triumph'st  o'er  the  wise. 
Thy  traps  are  laid  with  such  peculiar  art, 
They  catch  the  cautious,  let  the  rash  depart. 
Most  nets  are  fiU'd  by  want  of  thought  and  care : 
But  too  much  thinking  brings  us  to  thy  snare ; 
Where,  held  by  thee,  in  slavery  we  stay. 
And  throw  the  pleasing  part  of  life  away. 
But,  what  does  most  my  indignation  move, 
Discretion  !  thou  wert  ne'er  a  friend  to  Love : 
Thy  chief  delight  is  to  defeat  those  arts. 
By  which  he  kindles  mutual  flames  in  hearts  j 
While  the  blind  loitering  God  is  at  his  play, 
Thou  steal'st  his  golden  pointed  darts  away : 
Those  darts  which  never  fail ;  and  in  their  stead 
Convey'st  malignant  arrows  tipt  with  lead : 


*  Found  in  Misg  Vanhomrigh's  dosk,  after  ker  death,  ittttt 
liand writing  of  Dr  Swift.— H.  , 
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The  heedless  God,  suspecting  no  deceits. 
Shoots  on,  and  thinks  he  has  done  wond'rous  feats ; 
But  the  poor  njonph,  who  feels  her  vitals  burn. 
And  from  her  shepherd  can  find  no  return. 
Laments,  and  rages  at  the  power  divine. 
When,  curst  Discretion  I  all  the  fault  was  thine : 
Cupid  and  Hymen  thou  hast  set  at  odds, 
And  bred  such  feuds  between  those  kindred  gods. 
That  Venus  cannot  reconcile  her  sons ; 
When  one  appears,  away  the  other  runs. 
The  former  sciJes,  wherein  he  us'd  to  poise 
Love  against  love,  and  equal  joys  with  joys. 
Are  now  fiU'd  up  with  avarice  and  pride. 
Where  titles,  power,  and  riches,  still  subside. 
Then,  gentle  Venus,  to  thy  father  run. 
And  tell  him,  how  thy  children  are  undone ; 
Prepare  his  bolts  to  give  one  fatal  blow. 
And  strike  Discretion  to  the  shades  below. 


A  REBUS. 

BY     VANESSA. 


Cut  the  name  of  the  man*  who  his  mistress  de 

nied. 
And  let  the  first  of  it  be  only  applied 
To  join  with  the  prophet  f  who  David  did  chide  y 
Then  say  what  a  horse  is  that  runs  very  fast ;  J 
And  that  which  deserves  to  be  first  put  the  last  j 


♦  Jo-seph.  +  Nathan.  •  %  Swift* 
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Spell  all  th^i,  and  put  them  together,  to  find 
The  name  and  the  virtues  of  him  I  designed. 
Like  the  patriarch  in  Egypt,  he's  vers*d  in  the  state  5 
Like  the  prophet  in  Jewry,  he's  free  with  the  great; 
Like  a  racer  he  flies,  to  succour  ^ith  speed, 
When  his  friends  want  his  lud,  or  desert  is  in  need. 


THE  DEAN'S  ANSWER. 

The  n)rmph  who  wrote  this  in  an  amorous  fit, 
I  cannot  but  envy  the  pride  of  her  wit. 
Which  thus  she  will  venture  profusely  to  throw 
On  so  mean  a  design,  and  a  subject  so  low. 
For  mean's  h^r  design,  and  her  subject  as  mean, 
The  first  but  a  rebus,  the  last  but  a  dean. 
A  dean's  but  a  parson :  and  what  is  a  rebus  ? 
A  thing  never  known  to  the  Muses  or  Phcebus. 
The  corruption  of  verse ;  for,  when  all  is  done. 
It  is  but  a  paraphrase  made  on  a  pun. 
But  a  genius  like  her's  no  subject  can  stifle. 
It  shows  and  discovers  itself  through  a  trifle. 
By  reading  this  trifle,  I  quickly  began 
To  find  her  a  great  wit,  but  the  dean  a  small  man. 
Rich  ladies  will  furnish  their  garrets  with  stuff, 
Which  others  for  mantuas  would  think  fine  enough: 
So  the  wit  that  is  lavishly  thrown  away  here. 
Might  furnish  a  second-rate  poet  a-year. 
Thus  much  for  the  verse,  we  proceed  to  the  next. 
Where  the  nymph  has  entirely  forsaken  her  text: 
Her  fine  panegyrics  are  quite  out  of  season : 
And  what  she  describes  to  be  merit,  is  treason  : 
The  changes  which  faction  has  made  in  the  state, 
Have  put  the  dean's  politics  quite  out  of  date : 
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Now  no  one  regards  what  he  utters  with  freedom. 
And,  should  he  write  pamphlets,  no  great  man 

would  read  'em ; 
And,  should  want  or  desert  stand  in  need  of  his  aid. 
This  racer  would  prove  but  a  dull  founder'd  jade. 


STELLA'S  BIRTH-DAY. 

MARCH  13,  1718-19. 

Stella  this  day  is  thirty-four, 
(We  sha'n't  dispute  a  year  or  more) 
However,  Stella,  be  not  troubled. 
Although  thy  size  and  years  are  doubled 
Since  first  I  saw  thee  at  sixteen. 
The  brightest  virgin  on  the  green  : 
So  little  is  thy  form  declinM  ; 
Made  up  so  largely  in  thy  mind. 

O,  would  it  please  the  gods  to  split 
Thy  beauty,  size,  and  years,  and  wit ! 
No  age  could  furnish  out  a  pair 
Of  nymphs  so  graceful,  wise,  and  fair ; 
With  half  the  lustra  of  your  eyes. 
With  half  your  wit,  your  years,  and  size. 
And  then,  before  it  grew  too  late. 
How  should  I  beg  of  gentle  fate, 
(That  every  nymph  might  have  her  swain) 
To  split  my  worship  too  in  twain. 
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All  travellers  at  first  incline 

Where'er  they  see  the  fairest  sign : 

And  if  they  find  the  chambers  neat. 

And  like  the  liquor  and  the  meat. 

Will  call  again,  and  recommend. 

The  Angel  Inn  to  every  friend. 

What  though  the  painting  grows  decayed. 

The  house  will  never  lose  its  trade : 

Nay,  though  the  treacherous  tapster,  Thomas, 

Hangs  a  new  Angel  two  doors  from  us, 

As  fine  as  dauber's  hands  can  make  it. 

In  hopes  that  strangers  may  mistake  it, 

We  think  it  both  a  shame  and  sin 

To  quit  the  true  old  Angel  Inn. 

Now  this  is  Stella's  case  in  fact. 
An  .angel's  face  a  little  crack'^. 
Could  poets  or  could  painters  fix 
How  angels  look  at  thirty-six  : 
This  drew  us  in  at  first  to  find 
In  such  a  form  an  angel's  mind ; 
And  every  virtue  now  supplies 
The  fainting  rays  of  Stella's  eyes. 
See  at  her  levee  crowding  swains. 
Whom  Stella  freely  entertains 
With  breeding,  humour,  wit,  and  sense. 
And  puts  them  but  to  small  expence  ; 
Their  mind  so  plentifully  fills, 
And  makes  such  reasonable  bills. 
So  little  gets  for  what  she  gives. 
We  really  wonder  how  she  lives  ! 
And  had  her  stock  been  less,  no  doubt 
She  must  have  long  ago  run  out. 
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Then  who  can  think  we'll  quit  the  place. 
When  Doll  hangs  out  a  newer  face  ? 
Or  stop  and  light  at  Chloe's  head, 
With  scraps  and  leavings  to  be  fed  ? 

Then,  Chloe,  still  go  on  to  prate 
Of  thirty-six  and  thirty-eight ; 
Pursue  your  trade  of  scandal-pickings 
Your  hints,  that  Stella  is  no  chicken  ; 
Your  innuendoes,  when  you  tell  us. 
That  Stella  loves  to  talk  with  fellows  : 
And  let  me  warn  you  to  believe 
A  truth,  for  which  your  soul  should  grieve  ; 
That  should  you  live  to  see  the  day. 
When  Stella's  locks  must  all  be  gray. 
When  age  must  print  a  furrow'd  trace 
On  every  feature  of  her  face ; 
Though  you,  and  all  your  senseless  tribe, 
Could  art,  or  time,  or  nature  bribe, 
To  make  you  look  like  Beauty's  Queen, 
And  hold  for  ever  at  fifteen  ; 
No  bloom  of  youth  can  ever  blind 
The  cracks  and  wrinkles  of  your  mind  ; 
All  men  of  sense  will  pass  your  door, 
And  crowd  to  Stella's  at  fourscore. 


TO  STELLA; 


WHO  COLLECTED  AND  TRANSCRIBED  HIS  POEMS. 
1720. 

As,  when  a  lofty  pile  is  rais'd. 

We  never  hear  the  workmen  prais'd. 
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Who  bring  the  lime,  or  place  the  stones^ 

But  all  admire  Inigo  Jones : 

So,  if  this  pile  of  scattered  rhymes 

Should  be  approved  in  aftertimes ; 

If  it  both  pleases  and  endures. 

The  merit  and  the  praise  are  yours. 

Thou,  Stella,  wert  no  longer  young. 
When  first  for  thee  my  harp  was  strung. 
Without  one  word  of  Cupid's  darts. 
Of  killing  eyes,  or  bleeding  hearts ; 
With  friendship  and  esteem  possest, 
I  ne'er  admitted  Love  a  guest. 

In  all  the  habitudes  of  life, 
The  friend,  the  mistress,  and  the  wife. 
Variety  we  still  pursue. 
In  pleasure  seek  for  something  new ; 
Or  else,  comparing  with  the  rest. 
Take  comfort  that  our  own  is  best ; 
The  best  we  value  by  the  worst. 
As  tradesmen  show  their  trash  at  first ; 
But  his  pursuits  are  at  an  end. 
Whom  Stella  chooses  for  a  friend. 

A  poet  starving  in  a  garret. 
Conning  all,  topics  like  a  parrot. 
Invokes  his  Mistress  and  his  Muse, 
And  stays  at  home  for  want  of  shoes  r 
Should  but  his  Muse  descending  drop 
A  slice  of  bread  and  mutton-chop ; 
Or  kindly,  when  his  credit's  out. 
Surprise  him  with  a  pint  of  stout; 
Or  patch  his  broken  stocking  Soles ; 
Or  send  him  in  a  peck  of  coals ; 
Exalted  in  his  inighty  niind. 
He  flies  and  leaves  the  starsbehind  ; 
Counts  all  his  labours  amply  paid^ 
Adores  her  for  the  timely  aid. 
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Or,  slibiild  a  porter  Wake  inquiries 
^For  Chloe,  Sylvia,  Phillis,  Iris ; 
Be  told  the  lodging,  lane,  and  sign. 
The  bowers  that  hold  those  nymphs  divine  y 
Fair  Chloe,  would  perhaps  be  found 
With  footmen  tippling  under  ground ; 
The  charming  Sylvia  beating  flax. 
Her  shoulders  mark'd  with  bloody  tracks ; 
Bright  PhilHs  mending  rigged  smocks  ; 
And  radiatit  Iris  in  the  plox. 
These  are  the  goddesses  enrolled 
In  Curirs  collection,  new  and  old. 
Whose  scoundrel  fathers  would  not  know  'em. 
If  they  should  ineet  them  in  a  poem. 

True  poets  can  depress  and  raise. 
Are  lords  of  infamy  and  praise ; 
They  are  not  scurrilotis  in  satire, 
Nor  will  in  panegyric  flatter. 
Unjustly  poets  we  asperse ; 
Truth  shiiies  the  brighter  clad  in  verse. 
And  all  the  fictions  they  pursue 
Do  but  insinuate  what  is  true. 

Now,  should  my  praises  owe  their  truth. 
To  beauty,  dress,  or  paint,  or  youth. 
What  stoics  call  without  our  power. 
They  could  not  be  ensured  an  hour  j 
'Twere  grafting  on  an  aitfiual  stock. 
That  must  our  expectation  mock. 
And  making  one  luxuriant  shoot. 
Die  the  next  year  for  want  of  root : 
Before  I  could  my  verses  bring, 
Perhaps  you're  quite  another  thing. 

So  Maevius,  when  he  drained  his  skull 
To  celebrate  some  suburb  trull. 
His  similes  in  order  set. 
And  every  crambo  he  could  get. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


474  poBMis* 

Had  gone  through  all  the  common  places 
Worn  out  by  wits,  who  rh3rme  on  faces  ; 
Before  he  could  his  poem  close. 
The  lovdy  n3rmph  hiad  lost  her  nose. 

Your  virtues  safely  I  conmiend  ^ 
They  on  no  accidents' depend  : 
Let  malice  look  with  all  her  eyes. 
She  dares  not  say  thejpoet  lies. 

Stella,  when  you  these  lines  trajiscribe. 
Lest  you  should  take  them  for  a  briber,  . 
Resolved  to  mortify  your  pride, 
I'll  here  expose  your  weaker  side. 

Your  spirits  kindle  to  a  flame, 
Mov'd  by  the  lightest  touch  of  blame  ^ 
And  when  a  friend  in  kindness  tries. 
To  show  you  where  your  error  lies. 
Conviction  does  but  more  incense  ;. 
Perverseness  is  your  whole  defence  j. 
Truth,  judgment,  wit,  give  place  to  spi)e, 
Regardjess  both  of  wrong  and  right  j 
Your  virtues  all  suspended  wait 
Till  time  has  open'd  reason's  gate ; 
And,  what  is  worse,  your  passion  bends 
Its  force  against  your  nearest  friends,    . 
Which  manners,  decency,  and  pride. 
Have  taught  you  from  the  world  to  hide  -, 
In  vain  ;  for  see,  your  friend  has  brought 
To  public  light  your  only  fault; 
And  yet  a  fault  we  often  find  . 
Mix'd  in  a  noble  generous  mind : 
And  may  compare  to  iEtna's  fire. 
Which,  though  with  trembling,  all  admire; 
The  beat,  that  makes  the  summit  glow. 
Enriching  all  the  vales  below. 
Those  who  in  wanner  climes  complain 
From  Phoebus'  rays  they  suffer  pain^ 
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Must  own  that  pain  is  largely  paid 
By  generous  wines  beneath  a  shade. 

Yet,  when  I  find  your  passions  rise, 
And  anger  sparkling  in  your  eyes, 
I  grieve  those  spirits  should  be  spent. 
For  nobler  ends  by  nature  meant. 
One  passion,  with  a  different  tuni. 
Makes  wit  inflame,  or  anger  burn : 
So  the  sun^s  heat,  with  different  powers. 
Ripens  the  grape,  the  liquor  sours : 
Thus  Ajax,  when  with  rage  pos^st 
By  Pallas  breath'd  into  his  breast, 
His  valour  would  no  more  employ. 
Which  might  alone  have  conquer'd  Troy ; 
But,  blinded  by  resentment,  seeks 
For  vengeance  on  his  friends  the  Greeks. 
You  think  this  turbulence  of  blood 

From  stagnating  preserves  the  flood. 
Which,  thus  fermenting  by  degrees. 

Exalts  the  spirits,  sinks  the  lees. 
Stella,  for  once  you  reason  wrong ; 

For,  should  this  ferment  last  too  long. 

By  time  subsiding,  you  may  find 

Nothing  but  acid  left  behind  ; 

From  passion  you  may  then  be  freed. 

When  peevishliess  and  spleen  succeed. 

Say,  Stella,  when  you  copy  next. 

Will  you  keep  strictly  to  the  text  ? 

Dare  you  let  these  reproaches  stand,    , 

And  to  your  failing  set  your  hand  ? 

Or,  if  these  lines  your  anger  fire. 

Shall  they  in  baser  flames  expire  ? 

Whene'er  they  bum^  if  burn  they  tnust;^ 

They'll  prove  my  accusation  just. 
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TO  STELLA. 

VISITING  ME  IN  MY  SICKNESS.       17^. 

Pallas^  observing  Stella's  wit 
Was  more  than  for  her  sex  was  fit. 
And  that  her  beauty,  soon  or  late. 
Might  breed  conftision  in  the  state. 
In  high  concern  for  human  kind, 
Fix'd  honour  in  her  infant  mind. 

But  (not  in  wranglings  to  engage 
With  such  a  stupid  vicious  age) 
If  honour  I  wotJd  here  define. 
It  answers  faith  in  things  divine.  ^^ 

As  natural  life  the  body  warms. 
And,  scholars  teach,  the  soul  informs  ; 
So  honour  animates  the  whole. 
And  is  the  spirit  of  the  soul. 

Those  numerous  virtues,  which  the  tribe 
Of  tedious  moralists  describe, 
And  by  such  various  titles  call. 
True  honour  comprehends  them  all* 
Let  melancholy  rule  supreme, 
Choler  preside,  or  blood,  or  phlegm. 
It  makes  no  difference  in  the  case. 
Nor  is  complexion  honour's  place. 

But,  lest  we  should  for  honour  take 
The  drunken  quarrels  of  a  rake  : 
Or  think  it  seated  in  a  scar. 
Or  on  a  proud  triumphal  car  j 
Or  in  the  payment  of  a  debt 
We  lose  with  sharpers  at  piquet ; 
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Or  when  a  whore,  in  her  vocation. 
Keeps  punctual  to  an  assignation ; 
Or  that  on  which  his  lordship  swears. 
When  vulgar  knaves  would  lose  their  ears ; 
Let  Stella's  fair  example  preach 
A  lesson  she  alone  can  teach. 

In  points  of  honour  to  be  tried, 
All  passions  must  be  laid  aside : 
Ask  no  advice,  but  think  alone  ; 
Suppose  the  question  not  your  own. 
How  shall  I  act  is  not  the  case ; 
But  how  would  Brutus  in  my  place  ? 
In  such  a  case  would  Cato  bleed  ? 
And  how  would  Socrates  proceed  ? 

Drive  all  objections  from  your  mind, 
Else  you  relapse  to  human  kind  : 
Ambition,  avarice,  and  lust, 
A  factious  rage,  and  breach  of  trust. 
And  flattery  tipt  with  nauseous  fleer. 
And  guilty  shame,  and  servile  fear. 
Envy,  and  cruelty,  and  pride. 
Will  in  your  tainted  heart  preside. 

Heroes  and  heroines  of  old. 
By  honour  only  were  enroU'd 
Among  their  brethren  in  the  skies. 
To  which  (though  late)  shall  Stella  rise. 
Ten  thousand  oaths  upon  record 
Are  not  so  sacred  as  her  word : 
The  world  shall  in  its  atcnns  end. 
Ere  Stella  can  deceive  a  friend. 
By  honour  seated  in  her  breast 
She  still  determines  what  is  best; 
What  indignation  in  her  mind 
Against  enslavers  of  mankind  ! 
Base  kings,  and  ministers  of  state, 
Eternal  objects  of  her  hate !  ^ 
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She  thinks  that  nature  ne'er  designed 
Courage  to  man  alone  confin'd. 
Can  cowardice  her  sex  adorn, 
Which  most  exposes  ours  to  scorn  ?^ 
She  wonders  where  the  charm  appears 
In  Florimel's  affected  fears ; 
For  Stella  never  leam'd  the  art 
At  proper  times  to  scream  and  start ; 
Nor  calls  up  all  the  house  at  night. 
And  swears  she  saw  a  thing  in  white. 
Doll  never  flies  to  cut  her  lace. 
Or  throw  cold  water  in  her  fece. 
Because  she  heard  a  sudden  drum. 
Or  found  an  earwig  in  a  plum. 

Her  hearers  are  amaz'd  from  whence 
Proceeds  that  fund  of  wit  and  sense ; 
Which,  though  her  modesty  would  shroud. 
Breaks  like  the  sun  behind  a  cloud; 
While  gracefulness  its  art  conceals 
And  yet  through  every  motion  steals. 

Say,  Stella,  was  Prometheus  blind, 
And,  forming  you,  mistook  your  kind  ? 
No ;  'twas  for  you  alone  he  stole 
The  fire  that  forms  a  manly  soul; 
Then,  to  complete  it  every  way. 
He  moulded  it  with  female  clay : 
To  that  you  owe  the  nobler  flame. 
To  this  the  beauty  of  your  frame. 

How  would  ingratitude  delight. 
And  how  would  censure  glut  her  ^ite. 
If  I  should  Stella's  kindness  hide 
In  silence,  or  forget  With  pride  ! 
When  on  my  sickly  couch  I  lay, 
Impatient  both  of  night  and  day. 
Lamenting  in  unmanly  strains, 
Caird  every  power  to  ease  my  pains ; 
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Then  Stella  ran  to  my  relief. 
With  cheerful  face  and  inward  grief  ; 
And,  though  by  Heaven's  severe  decree 
She  suffers  hourly  more  than  me. 
No  cruel  master  could  require, 
From  slaves  employ'd  for  daily  hire. 
What  Stella,  by  her  friendship  warmM, 
With  vigour  and  delight  performed  : 
My  sinking  spirits  now  sup]f)lies 
With  cordials  in  her  hands  and  eyes : 
Now  with  a  soft  and  silent  tread 
Unheard  she  moves  about  my  bed. 
I  see  her  taste  each  nauseous  draught. 
And  so  obligingly  am  caught; 
I  bless  the  hand  from  whence  they  came. 
Nor  dare  distort  my  face  for  shame. 

Best  pattern  of  true  friends !  beware  ; 
You  pay  too  dear  by  far  your  care. 
If,  while  your  tenderness  secures 
My  life,  it  must  endanger  yours; 
For  such  a  fool  was  never  found. 
Who  puird  a  palace  to  the  ground,  ' 

Only  to  have  the  ruins  made 
Materials  for  a  house  decay'd. 


STELLA  TO  DR  SWIFT* 

ON  HIS  BIRTH-DAY,  NOV.  30,  1721. 

St  Patrick's  Dean,  your  country's  pride. 
My  early  and  my  only  guide, 
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Let  me  among  the  rest  attend^ 

Your  pupil  and  your  hiunble  friend^ 

To  celebrate  in  female  strains 

The  day  that  paid  your  mother's  pains; 

Descend  to  take  that  tribute  due 

In  gratitude  alone  to  you. 

When  men  began  to  call  me  fair. 
You  interpo3*d  your  timely  care ; 
You  early  taught  me  to  despise 
The  ogling  of  a  coxcomb's  eyes ; 
Show'd  where  my  judgment  was  mii^IacM ; 
Refined  my  fancy  and  my  taste. 

Behold  that  beauty  just  decayed. 
Invoking  art  to' nature's  aid : 
Forsook  by  her  admiring  train, 
She  spreads  her  ta^ter'd  nets  in  vain ; 
Short  was  her  part  upon  the  stage  : 
Went  smoothly  on  for  half  a  page ; 
Her  bloom  was  gone,  she  wanted  art. 
As  the  scene  chang'd,  to  change  feer  part ; 
She,  whom  no  lover  could  resist. 
Before  the  second  act  was  hiss'd. 
Such  is  the  fate  of  female  race 
.  With  no  endowmeqts  but  a  face  5 
Before  the  thirtieth  year  of  life, 
A  maid  forlorn,  or  hated  wife. 
Stella  to  you,  her  tutor,  owes 
That  she  has  ne'er  resembled  those : 
Nor  was  a  burden  to  mankind 
With  half  her  course  of  years  behind. 
You  taught  how  I  might  youth  prolong. 
By  knowing  what  was  right  and  wrong  j 
How  from  my  heart  to  bring  supplies 
Of  lustre  to  my  fading  eyes  ; 
How  soon  a  beauteous  maid  repairs 
The  loss  of  chang'd  or  falling  hairs ; 
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Mow  wit  and  virtue  froiri  witUn  , .    jf    f 

Send  out  a  smoothness  o'er  the  skin :    » 
Your  lectures  cbuld  my  fancy  fix^      • 
And  I  can  please  at  thirty-six.  ,  n 

The  sight  of  Chloe  at  fifteen 
Coquetting,  gives  not  me  the  spleen^)     . 
The  idol  now  of  .every  fool  r 

Till  time  shall  make,  their  passions  cool  i 
Then  tumbling  down^  Time's  steiepy  hill^'  !  ^ 
While  Stella  holds  harstation  still,  r, ..  ;  .  i 
O  !  turn  your  preciBpts  into  laws,  ,  i.i  i,r  ^'. 
Redeem  the  wonjifen's  ruin'd  cause*  I  x  f  ;[>  [ 
Retrieve  lost  empire , to  our  sex,  !  <I  ^  iV  i 
That  men  may  bow  their  rebel  necfcfi.  vti;^  III  / 

Long  be  the  day  that  gave  you  birth 
Sacred  to  friend^i^  ..wit,  and  mirth ; 
Late  dying  may  you  cast  a  shred 
Of  youf  rich  tnaQt^e  ^p^^r  imy  head  ;■ : ;  ? 
To  bear  with  dignity  .my  sorrow. 
One  day  alone,  then.die  to-mprrow« 


TO  STELLA, 

ON  HER  liaTIf-DAY,   1721-3. 

While,  Stella,  to  your  lasting  praise 
The  Muse  her  annual  tribute  patys, 
While  I:  assign  myself  a  task  ^ 

Which  you  expect,  but  scorn  to  ask  5 
If  I  perform  this  ta^k  with  pain. 
Let  me  of  partial  fote  complain  -, 

VOL.  XIV.  H  h 
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You  every  year  tiie  debt  efilnrge^ 
I  grow  less  equal  to  the  chai^ie  : 
In  you  each  virtue  brighter  shines. 
But  my  poetic  vein  declines  ^^ 
My  harp  will  soon  in  viain  be  &(trimgv  ^ 
And  all  your  virtues  left  unsung. 
For  none  among  the  upstart  race    •  ^ 
Of  poet&  dare  assume  my  pbtee ; 
Yoar  wbrth  will  be  to  them  tiiiknotl^ 
They  must  have  Stellas  of  their  own'; 
And  thus,  my  stock  <rf  wit  decayed, 
I  dying  leave  the  d^bt  unpaid. 
Unless  Delany,  as  my  <  heir. 
Will  answer  for  die  whole  arrekn  ' 


ON  THE  GREAT  fiUllIED  BOTTLE 

BY  DH  bk;Al*^. 

Amphora,  quas  maestum  linquis,  Isetumque  revises 
Arentem  dominum,  sit  tibi. terra  levis. 

Tu  quoque  depositum  serves,  neve  opprime,  marmor; 
Amphora  non  meruit  tam  pretiosa  mori. 


EPITAPH, 

bV    TkE    SA3i8. 


Hoc  tumulata  jacet  proles  LeftfeA  deipullrlirb, 
Immortale  genus,  nee  perittlWi  jaci^t ; 

duin  oritura  itertim,  matris  concreditur  alTb  5 
Bis  natum  referunt  te  qitoque,  Ba^che  I^ter. 
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A  6R£AT  BOTTLE  OP  WINE^  LOKOBUiliBb,  BAlko 
THAT  UAf  titS^  VP;      ITS*-*. 

ft«ddi-Vp  lily  aiintial  verse  It)  pay,/ 

By  duty  bodnd,  ail  ^telliat*s  ddy, 

f  urnish'd  wi^'  pab6r j  pens,  arid  ink, 

1  gravely  sktm^' down  to  think  t' 

1  bit  my  ndiih,  and  sci^ateh^d  my  heisid. 

But  found  my  wit  arid  Fancy  fled :  '  ^  ■ 

Or,  if  with  more  thari  u^iial  ^ate,        *, 

A  thought  came  slowly  froim  lin^^Tain  * 

It  cost  me  Lord  knbWs  how  much  tiitie 

To  shape  it  into  sen^e  and  i-hythe  :'  * 

And,  what  Was  y6t  a  greatfer  curse. 

Long  thinking  mddfe  my  f^ncy  worse.      * 

Forsakenby  th' irtspiring^^^^  ^ 

I  waited  at  ApdlW^  shrine : 

I  told  him  What  the  World  would- say, 

If  Stella  were  tlhsilrig  to-day  : 

How  I 'should  hide  my  head  for  shame, 

When  both  the  Jacks  and  Robin  came ; 

How  Ford  would  froWh,  how  Jitri  would  leeri 

How  Sheridan  the  ro^e  woufld  sn^er, 

And  swear  it  does  not  always  follow/ 

That  sem&i  in  dniio  tidet '  Apollo. 

1  have  assur'd  them  twenty  timeis,. 

That  Phccbus  hfelp'd  me  in  my  rhymes  j 

Phoebus  in^gir'd  me  from  abqye^j 

And  he  and  I  were  hand  and  glove. 
But,  4ftditig  nife  so  dull  d^nd  dry  sinc^, 
They'll  call  it  all  poetic  liceniie ; 
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And  when  I  brag  of  aid  divine. 
Think  Eusden's  right  as  good  as  mine. 

Nor  do  I  ask  for  Stella*s  sake  ; 
*Tis  my  own  credit  lies  at  stake  : 
And  Stella  will  be  sung,  while  I 
Can  only  be  a-stander  by. 

Apollo,  having  thought  a  little, 
Retum'd  this  answer  to  a  tittle. 

Though  ^ou  should  Jive  like  old  Methusalem, 
I  furnish  hmts  and  you  shall  use  all  'em. 
You  yearly  sing  as  she  grows  old. 
You'd  leave  her  virtues  half  untold. 
But,  to  say  truth,  such  dulness  reigns. 
Through  thewbole.set  of  Irish  deans, 
I'm  daily  stuiptu'd  with  such  a  medley 
Dean  W — d.  Dean  D— 1,  and  Dean  Smedley. 
That,  let  what  dean  soeyer  come. 
My  orders  ajre,  I'm  npt  at  home ; 
And  if  your  voice  had  not  been  loud. 
You  must  have  pass'd  ampng  the  crowd. 

But  now,  your  danger  to  prevent,. 
You  must  apply  to  Mrs  Brent ;  * 
For  she,  as  priestess,  knows  the  rites 
Wherein  the  god  of  earth  delights* 
First,  nine  W3,ys  looking,  l^her  stand        \ 
With  an  old  poker  in  her  hand ;       »     -     , 
Let  her  describe  a  circle  roii^nd  >      J 

In  Saunders'  f  cellar  on  the  ground : 
A  spade  let  prudent  Archy  J  hold. 
And  with  discretion  dig  thecwould. 
Let  Stella  look  with  watqhful,  ey^y 
Rebecca,  §  Ford,  and  Girattaps^by. 


«  The  lK>n8ek^per;~F«  :  -      f  The  btttier.^F. 
X  The  footioaa»--F.  ^  Mra  Dii^;!^. 
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Behold  the  bottle,  where  it  hes 
With  nect  elated  toward  the  skies  ! 
The  god  of  winds  and  god  of  fire 
Did  to  its  wond'rous  birth  conspire ; 
And  Bacchus  for  the  poet's  use 
Pour'd  in  a  strong  inspiring  juice. 
See  !  as  you  raise  it  from  its  tomb. 
It  drags  behind  a  spacious  womb. 
And  in  the  spacious  womb  contains 
A  sovereign  medicine  for  the  brains. 

You'll  find  it  soon,  if  fate  consents ; 
If  not,  a  thousand  Mrs  Brents. 
Ten  thousand  Archys,  arm'd  with  spades. 
May  dig  in  vain  to  Pluto's  shades. 

From  thence  a  plenteous  draught  infuse. 
And  boldly  then  invoke  the  Muse ; 
But  first  let  Robert  *  on  his  knees 
With  caution  drain  it  from  the  lees ; 
The  Muse  will  at  your  call  appear. 
With  Stella's  praise  to  crown  the  year. 


STELLA  AT  WOOD  PARK, 

A  HOUSK  OF  CHARLES  FORD,  ESQ.  NEAR  DUBLIN. 

1723. 

-^^^  Cuiciimque  nocere  rolebat^ 
Vestimenta  debat  pretiosa." 

Don  Carlos,  in  a  merry  spite. 
Did  Stella  to  his  house  invite  : 


♦  The  ralet— F. 
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He  entertained  her  half  a  year 
With  generous  wines  and  costly  cheer. 
Don  Carlos  made  her  chief  director. 
That  she  might  o'er  the  servants  hector. 
In  half  a  week  the  dame  grew  nice. 
Got  all  things  at  the  highest  price  : 
Now  at  the  table  head  she  sits. 
Presented  with  the  nicest  bits : 
She  look'd  on  partridges  with  scorn. 
Except  they  tasted  of  the  com  : 
A  haunch  of  venison  made  her  sweat. 
Unless  it  had  the  riglit  fumette. 
Don  Carlos  earnestly  would  beg, 
"  Dear  Madam,  try  this  pigeon's  leg  ;" 
Was  happy,  when  he  could  prevail 
To  make  her  only  touch  a  quail. 
Through  candle-light  she  view'd  the  wine. 
To  see  that  every  glass  was  fine. 
At  last,  grown  prouder  than  the  devil 
With  feeding  high  and  treatment  civil, 
Don  Carlos  now  began  to  find 
His  malice  work  as  he  designed. 
The  winter  sky  began  to  frown  : 
Poor  Stella  must  pack  off  to  town : 
From  purling  streams  and  fountains  bubbling, 
To  Liffy's  stinking  tide  in  Dublin  : 
From  wholesome  exercise  and  air, 
'  To  sossing  in  an  easy  chair : 
From  stomach  sharp,  and  hearty  feeding, 
To  piddle  like  a  lady  breeding  : 
From  ruling  there  the  household  singly, 
1  o  be  directed  here  by  Dingley  ;  * 


*  The  constant  companion  of  Stella.-»F. 
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From  every  day  a  lofdly  baxiquet,         , 

To  half  a  joint>  and  God  be  thanked,  i 

From  every  meal  Pontac  in  plenty^ 

To  half  a  pint  one  da,y  in  tw^aty ;  ' 

From  Ford  attending  at  her  cull,     ^ 

To  visits  off—  -r-  — r. 

From  Ford>  who:  thinks  of  nothing  meany 

To  the  poor  doings  of  the  Dean  : 

From  growing  richer  with  good  che^r^ 

To  running  out  by  starving  bfere,        r 

But  now  arrives  the  di^mi^l  day ; 
She  must  return  to  QrmOnd  Quay.^   . 
The  coachman  stp^t ;  she  lopk'd,  and  swore 
The  rascal  had  mistook Hhe  door: 
At  coming  in,  you  saw  her  atoop  5 
Tlie  entry  brush'd  againat  her  hoop.: 
Each  moment  rising  in  her  airs. 
She  curst  the  narrow  winding  stairs : 
Began  a  thousand  faults  to  spy ; 
The  ceiling  hardly  six  feet  high ; 
The  smutty  wainscoat  full  of  cracks  : 
And  half  the  chairs  with  broken  backs : 
Her  quarter's  out  at  Lady-day ;  « 
She  vows  she  will  no  longer  stay 
In  lodgings  like  a  poor  Grisette, 
While  there  are  houses  to  be  let. 

Howe'er,  to  keep  her  spirits  up. 
She  sent  for  company  to  sup : 
When  all  the  while  you  might  remark. 
She  strove  in  vain  to  ape  Wood  Park. 
Two  bottles  caird  for  (half  her  store. 
The  cupboard  could  contain  but  four) 


*  Where  the  two  ladies  lodged.— F. 
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A  supper  worthy  of  herself. 

Five  nothings  in  five  plates  of  delt 

Thus  for  a  week  the  farce  went  on  5 
When,  all  her  country  savings  gone. 
She  fell  into  her  former  scene. 
Small  beer,  a  herring,  and  the  Dean. 

Thus  far  in  jest :  though  now,  I  fear. 
You  think  my  jesting  too  severe ; 
But  poets,  when  a  hint  is  new. 
Regard  not  whether  false  or  true : 
Yet  raillery  gives  no  offence. 
Where  truth  has  not  the  least  pretence  j 
Nor  can  be  more  securely  plac'd 
Than  on  a  nymph  of  Stella's  taste. 
I  must  confess  your  wine  and  vittle 
I  was  too  hp.rd  upon  a  little  2 
Your  table  neat,  your  linen  fine ; 
And  though  in  miniature,  you  shine  : 
Yet,  when  you  sigh  to  leave  Wood  Park, 
The  scene,  the  welcome,  and  the  spark. 
To  languish  in  this  odious  town. 
And  pull  your  haughty  stomach  down. 
We  think  you  quite  mistake  the  case. 
The  virtue  lies  not  in  the  place  : 
For  though  my  raillery  were  true, 
A  cottage  is  Wood  Park  with  you. 


A  RECEIPT 

TO  RESTOBB  STELLA*S  YOUTH.   1724-5. 

The  Scottish  hinds,  too  poor  to  house 
In  frosty  nights  their  starving  cows, 
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While  not  a  blade  of  grass  or  hay- 
Appears  from  Michaelmas  to  May, 
Must  let  their  cattle  range  in  vain 
For  food  along  the  barren  plain : 
Meagre  and  lank  with  fasting  grown, ; 
And  nothing  left  but  skin  and  bone ; 
Expos'd  to  want,  and  ivind  and  weather. 
They,  just  keep  life  and  soul  together. 
Till  summer  showers  and  evening's  dew 
Again  the  verdant  glebe  renew ; 
And,  as  the  vegetables  rise. 
The  famish^  cow  her  want  supplies : 
Without  an  ounce  of  last  year's  flesh ; 
Whatever  she  gains  is  young  and  fresh  ; 

Grows  plump  and  round,  and  full  of  mettle. 

As  rising  from  Medea's  kettle. 

With  youth  and  beauty  to  enchant 

Europa's  counterfeit  gallant. 

Why,  Stella,  should  you  knit  your  brow. 

If  I  compare  you  to  a  cow  ? 

*Tis  just  the  cas^  ;  for  you  have  fasted 

So  long,  till  all  your  flesh  is  wasted ; 

And  must  against  the  warmer  days 

Be  sent  to  Quilca  down  to  graze ; 

Where  mirth,  and  exercise,  and  air. 

Will  soon  your  appetite  repair : 

The  nutriment  will  from  within. 

Round  all  your  body,  plump  your  skin ; 

Will  agitate  the  lazy  flood. 

And  fill  your  veins  with  sprightly  blood ; 

Nor  flesh  nor  blood  will  be  the  same. 

Nor  aught  of  Stella  but  the  name  : 

For  what  was  ever  understood. 

By  humankind,  but  flesh  and  blood  ? 

And  if  your  flesh  and  blood  be  new, 

You'll  be  no  more  the  former  you  ; 


Digitized  by 


Google 


490  F0BM9. 

But  for  a  blooming  n3naEiph  will  pass. 
Just  fifteen,  coming  summer's  grass. 
Your  jetty  locks  wifli  garlands  crownM : 
While  all  the  'squires  for  nine  miles  round. 
Attended  by  a  brace  of  curs. 
With  jockey  boots  and  silver  spun^ 
No  less  than  justices  o'  quorum, 
Their  cow-boys  bearing  cloaks  before  'em. 
Shall  leave  deciding  broken  pates. 
To  kiss  your  steps  at  Quiica  gates. 
But,  lest  you  should  my  skill  disgrace. 
Come  back  before  you're  out  of  case ; 
For  if  to  Michaelmas  you  stay. 
The  new-born  flesh  will  melt  away ; 
The  'squire  in  scorn  will  f)v  the  house 
For  better  game,  and  look  lor  grouse ; 
But  here,  before  the  frost  can  rnar  ii. 
We'll  msJce  it  firm  with  beef  and  claret 


STELLA'S  BIRTH-DAY.     1724-5, 

As,  when  a  beauteous  nymph  decays. 
We  say,  she's  past  her  dancing  days ; 
So  poets  lose  their  feet  by  tinie. 
And  can  no  longer  dance  in  rhyme. 
Your  annual  bard  had  rather  chose 
To  ^elebrate  your  birth  in  prose  : 
Yet  merry  folks,  who  want  by  chance 
A  pair  to  make  a  country  dance. 
Call  the  old  housekeeper,  and  get  her 
To  fill  a  place,  for  want  of  better : 
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While  Sheridan  is  off  the  hooks. 

And  friend  Delany  at  his  books. 

That  Stella  may  avoid  disgt*ace, 

Once  more  the  Dean  supplies  their  plaice. 

Beauty  and  wit,  too  sad  a  truth ! 
Have  always  been  confin'd  to  youth ; 
The  god  of  wit  and  beauty's  queen. 
He  twenty-one  and  she  fifteen. 
No  poet  ever  sweetly  sung. 
Unless  he  were,  like  Phoebus,  young ; 
Nor  ever  nymph  inspired  to  rhymej 
Unless,  like  Venus,  in  her  prime. 
At  fifty-six,  if  this  be  true. 
Am  I  a  poet  fit  for  you  ? 
Or,  at  the  age  of  forty-three, 
Are  you  a  subject  fit  for  me  5 
Adieu  !  bright  wit,  and  radiant  eyes ! 
You  must  be  grave,  and  I  be  wise. 
Our  fate  in  vain  we  would  oppose  : 
But  ru  be  still  your  friend  in  prose : 
Esteem  and  friendship  to  express. 
Will  not  require  poetic  dress ; 
And  if  the  Muse  deny  her  sud 
To  have  them  sung,  they  may  be  said. 

But,  Stella,  say,  what  evil  tongue 
Reports  you  are  no  longer  young  5 
That  Time  sits,  with  his  scythe  to  mow 
Where  erst  sat  Cupid,  with  his  bow ; 
That  half  your  locks  are  turned  to  gray  ? 
I'll  ne*er  believe  a  word  they  say. 
'Tis  trueyT>ut  let  it  not  be  known. 
My  eyes  are  somewhat  dimmish  grown ; 
For  nature,  always  in  the  right. 
To  your  decays  adapts  my  sight ; 
And  wrinkles  undistinguished  pass, 
For  Vm  ash?tfti'4  ^9  ^^^  ^  gl^^  i 
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And  till  I  see  them  with  these  eyes. 
Whoever  says  yon^  JJiave  them,  lies. 

No  length  of  time  can  make  you  quit 
Honour  wid  virtue,  sense  and  wit : 
Thus  you  may  still  be  young  to  me, 
While  I  can  better  hear  than  see. 
O'  ne'er  may  Fortune  show  her  spite. 
To  make  me  de^f,  and  mend  my  sight ! 


TO  STELLA. 


WRITTEN  ON  THE  DAY  OF  HER  BIRTH,  MARCH  13, 
1723.4, 

BUT  NOT  ON  THE  SUBJECT,  WHEN  I  WAS  SICK  IN  BEA. 

Tormented  with  incessant  pains^ 
Can  I  devise  poetic  strains  ? 
Time  was,  when  I  could  yearly  pay 
My  verse  on  Stella's  native  day : 
But  now,  unable  grown  to  write, 
I  grieve  she  ever  saw  the  light. 
Ungrateful !  since  to  her  I  owe 
That  I  these  pains  can  undergo. 
She  tends  me  like  a  humble  slave ; 
And,  when  indecently  I  rave. 
When  out  my  brutish  passions  break. 
With  gall  in  every  word  I  speak. 
She  with  soft  speech  my  anguish  cheers. 
Or  melts  my  passions  down  with  tears : 
Although  'tis  easy  to  descry 
She  wants  assistance  more  than  I  j 
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Yet  seems  Ixt  f«l  my  pains  alon'e,  "    - 

And  is  a  stoic  in  her  own. 

When,  among^scholars,  can  we  find 

So  soft  and  yet  so  firm  a  mind  ? 

All  accidents  of  life  conspire 

To  raise  up  Stella's  virtue  higher  ; 

Or  else  to  introduce  the  rest 

Which  had  been  latent  in  her  breast. 

Her  firmne^  who  could  e*er  have  known 

Had  she  not  evils  of  h'fer  own  ? 

Her  kindness  who  could  ever  guess. 

Had  not  her  friends  been  in  distress  ? 

Whatever  base  returns  you  find 

From  me,  dear  Stella,  still  be  kind. 

In  your  own  heart  you'll  reap  the  fruit 

Though  I  continue  still  a  brute, 

But,  when  I  once  am  out  of  pain, 

I  promise  to  be  good  again : 

Meantime,  your  other  juster  friends 
.  Shall  for  my  folios  make  amends :  ^'  • 

So  may  we  long  continue  thus,  "    / 

Admiring  you,  you  pitying  us. 


VERSES; 

BY   STELLA. 


If  it  be  true,  celestial  powers. 
That  you  have  formed  me  fair. 

And  yet,  in  all  my  vainest  hours. 
My  mind  has  been  my  care : 
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Then,  in  return,  I  beg^this  gniiee» 

As  you  were  ever  kind. 
What  envious  Time  takes  from  my  face 

Bestow  upon  my  mind  ! 


DEATH  AND  DAPHNE. 

TO  AN  AOHEEABLB  YOUNG  LADY,  BUT  .BXTEBM£LY 
LEAN.   1730. 


[Lord  Orrery  gives  tis  the;  following  curious  Aned^ote  resfiecU 
ing  this  poem. 

<^  I  have  just  now  cast  mf  eye  4«er  a  poem  oalled  tkoL^  and 
Daphne,  which  makes  me  vecoilect  an  odd  incident,  rAiting 
to  that  nymph.  S wift,  soon  afjter  our  acauaint^oice,  iniroduced 
me  to  her  as  to  one  of  his  female  fatourites.  I  had  scarce  been 
half  an  hour  in  her  company,  before  she  asked  me,  if  I  had  seea 
the  Dean's  poem  upon  Death  and  Daphne.  As  I  told  her  1 
had  not,  she  immediately  unlocked  a  cabinet,  and,  bringing  out 
the  manuscript,  read  it  fo  me  with  a  seeming  satisfaction,  of 
which,  at  that  time,  I  doubted  the  sincerity^  While  she  was 
reading,  the  Dean  was  perpetually  correcting  her  for  bad  pro- 
nunciation,  and  for  placing  a  wrong  emphasis  upon  particular 
words.  As  soon  as  she  had  gone  through  the  composition, 
she  assured  me  smilingly,  that  the  portrait  of  Daphne  wai 
4rawn  for  herself.  I  begged  to  be  excused  from  belicTing  it ; 
and  protested  that  I  could  not  see  one  feature  that  had  the  least 
resembknce;  but  the  Dean  immediately  burst  into  a  fit  of 
laughter.  *  You  fancy,'  says  he, '  that,  you  are  tery  polite, 
but  you  are  much  mistaken.  That  Lady  had  rather  be  a  Daphne 
drawn  by  me,  than  a  Sacharissa  by  any  other  pei|cil.'  She 
confirmed  what  he  had  said  with  great  earnestness,  so  that  I  had 
BO  other  method  of  vetriering  my  error,  ihUk  by  Whispering  in 
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her  ear,  as  I v^ts ^condttctiof  her  dowa  slairstQ diapn*,  tliat 
indeed  1  found 

*  Her  band  9S  dfy  and  cold  as  lead  f* 
-Lord  Orrery's  Remarks  on  the  Lifeof  Svrift,  Lond%  1752^  pi.81.] 


Death  went  upon  a  solemn  day 

At  Pluto's  hall  his  court  to  pay ; . 

The  phantom  having  humbly  kist 

His  grisly  liionarch's  sooty  fist,  ;  ^ 

Presented  him  the  weekly  bills  i 

Of  doctors,  fevers,  plagues,  and  pills,        .i  • 

Pluto,  observing  since  the  peace  ;     ( 

The  burial  article  decrease. 

And,  vex'd  to  see  affairs  miscarry,  ?  i  i 

Declared  in  council  death  must  marry ; 

Vow'd  he  no  longer  could  support        ^  ' 

Old  bachelors  about  bis  court ;  .  * 

The  interest  of  his  realm  had  need    .        . 

That  death  should  get  a  numerous  breed ; 

Young  Deathlings,  who,  by  practice  made 

Proficient  in  their  father's  trade. 

With  coton&es  might  stock  around 

His  large  dominions  under  ground. 

A  consult  of  coquettes  bdow 
Was  caird,  to  rig  him  out  a  beau  : 
From  her  own  head  Megara  takes 
A  periwig  of  twisted  snakes ; 
Which  in  the  nicest  fashion  curl'd, 
(Like  toupees*  of  this  upper  world) 


^  Periirigs  with  long  tail8.<— ¥. 
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With  flowers  of  sulphur  powder'd  well, 
That  graceful  on  his  shoulders  fell ; 
An  adder  of  the  sable  kind 
In  line  direct  hung  down  behind ; 
-  The  oyAy  the  raven,  and  the  bat^^^ 
Clubb'd  for  a  feather  to  his  hat ; 
His  coat,  a  usurer's  velvet  pall. 
Bequeathed  to  Pluto,  l)orpse  and  all. 
But,  loth  his  person  to  expose 
Bare,  like  a  carcase  picked  1^  crotrs, 
A  lawyer  o'er  his  hands  and  face 
Stuck  artfully  a  parchment  case. 
No  new  flux'd  rake  show'd  fairer  skin^; 
Nor  Phyllis  after  lying  in. 
With  snutfWds  fiU'd  his  ebon  box^ 
Of  shin-bones  rott«d  by  the  pox,     - 
Nine  spirits  of  blaspheming  fops,     ' 
With  aconite  anoint  his  chops  ^       ' 
And  give  him  woids  of  dteadful  sounds^ 
G — d  d — ^n  his  blood  !  and  b — d  and  w — ds  ! 

Thus  fumishM  ont^  He  seiU  his  tnust , 
To  take  a  house  in  Warwick-laaen*- 
The  faculty,  his  humble  friends,         , 
A  complitnental  message  sends :     . 
Their  president  in  scariet  gown 
Harangued,  and  wefcom'd  him  to  town. 
But  Death  had  business  to  dispatch  ; 
His  mind  was  running  mi  bis  match. 
And,  hearing  much  of  Daphne's  fame. 
His  majesty  of  terrors  came. 
Fine  as  a  colonel  of  the  guards. 
To  visit  where  she  sate  at  cards : 


»  The  CpUege  of  Pbyricians^^-F. 
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She,  as  lie  came  into  the  room. 

Thought  him  Adonis  in  his  bloom. 

And  now  her  heart  with  pleasure  jumps  j 

She  scarce  remembers  what  is  trumps  i 

For  such  a  shape  of  skin  and  bone 

Was  never  i^en  except  her  own  ? 

Charm'd  with  his  eyes,  and  chin,  and  snout. 

Her  pocket-glass  drew  slily  out ; 

And  grew  enamoured  with  her  phiz. 

As  just  the  counterpart  of  his. 

She  darted  many  a  private  glance. 

And  freely  made  the  first  advance ; 

Was  of  her  beauty  grown  so  vain. 

She  doubted  not  to  win  the  swain. 

Nothing  she  thought  could -sooner  gain  him. 

Than  with  her  wit  to  entertain  him. 

She  ask*d  about  her  friends  below ; 

This  meagre  fop,  that  batter'd  beau : 

Whether  some  late  departed  toasts 

Had  got  gallants  among  the  ghosts  ? 

If  Chloe  were  a  sharper  still 

As  great  as  ever  at  quadrille  ! 

(The  ladies  there  must  needs  be  rooks. 

For  cards,  we  know,  are  Pluto's  books) 

If  Florimel  had  found  her  love. 

For  whom  she  han^d  herself  above  ? 

How  oft  a-week  was  kept  a  ball 

By  Proserpine  at  Pluto's  hall  ? 

She  fancied  these  Elysian  shades 

The  sweetest  place  for  masquerades  : 

How  pleasant  on  the  banks  of  Styx, 

To  troll  it  in  a  coach  and  six  ! 

What  pride  a  female  heart  inflames! 
How  endless  are  ambition's  aims : 
Cease,  haughty  nymph  ;  the  Fates  decree 
Death  must  not  be  a  spouse  for  thee : 

VOL,  XIV.  X  i 
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For,  when  by  chance  the  meagre  shade 
Upon  thy  hand  his  finger  laid, 
Thy  hand  as  dry  and  cold  as  lead^ 
His  matrimonial  spirit  fled ; 
He  felt  about  his  heart  a  dcunp, 
That  quite  extinguished  Cupid's  lamp : 
Away  the  frighted  spectre  scuds. 
And  leaves  my  lady  in  the  suds. 


DAPHNE. 


Daphne  knows,  with  equal  e^. 
How  to  vex  and  .how  to  please ; 
But  the  folly  of  her  sex 
Makes  h^r  sole  delight  to  vex. 
Never  woman  more  devis'd 
Surer  ways  to  be  despised  : 
Paradoxes  weakly  wielding. 
Always  conquered,  never  yielding. 
To  dispute,  her  chief  delight. 
With  not  one  opinion  right : 
Thick  her  arguxnents  she  lays  on. 
And  with  cavils  combats  reason ; 
Answers  in  decisive  way. 
Never  hears  what  you  can  say : 
Still  her  odd  perverseness  shows 
Chiefly  where  she  nothing  knows ; 
And,  where  she  is  most  familiar^ 
Always  peevisher  and  sillier : 
All  her  spirits  in  a  flame 
When  she  knows  »he*s  most  to  blame* 
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Send  me  hence  ten  thousand  miles^ 
From  a  face  that  always  smiles  : 
None  could  ever  act  that  part, 
But  a  fury  in  her  heart. 
Ye  who  hate  such  inconsistence. 
To  be  easy,  keep  your  distance  : 
Or  in  folly  still  befriend  her. 
But  have  no  concern  to  mend  her; 
Lose  not  time  to  contradict  her. 
Nor  endeavour  to  convict  her. 
Never  take  it  in  your  thought. 
That  she'll  own,  or  cure  a  fault. 
Into  contradiction  warm  her. 
Then,  perhaps,  you  may  reform  her : 
Only  take  this  rule  along, 
Always  to  advise  her  wrong ; 
And  reprove  her  when  she's  right ; 
She  may  then  grow  wise  for  spite. 

No — ^that  scheme  will  ne'er  succeed. 
She  has  better  learnt  her  creed: 
She's  too  cunning  and  too  skilful. 
When  to  yield,  and  when  be  wilful. 
Nature  holds  her  forth  two  mirrors. 
One  for  truth,  and  one  for  errors  : 
That  looks  hideous,  fierce,  and  frightful ; 
This  is  flattering  ahd  delightful ; 
That  she  throws  away  as  foul ; 
Sits  by  this  to  dress  her  soul. 

Thus  you  have  the  case  in  view. 
Daphne  'twixt  thf  Dean  and  you : 
Heaven  forbid  he  should  despise  thee. 
But  he'll  never  more  advise  thee. 
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STELLA'S  BIRTH-DAY. 
March  13, 1726-7. 

This  day,  whatever  the  Fates  decree. 
Shall  still  be  kept  with  joy  by  me : 
This  day  then  let  us  not  be  told. 
That  you  are  sick,  and  I  grown  old  j 
Nor  think  on  our  approaching  ills. 
And  talk  of  spectacles  and  pills ; 
To-morrow  will  be  time  enough 
To  hear  such  mortifying  stuff. 
Yet,  since  from  reason  may  be  brought 
A  better  and  more  pleasing  thought. 
Which  can  in  spite  of  all  decays. 
Support  a  few  remaining  days ; 
From  not  the  gravest  of  divines 
Accept  for  once  some  serious  lines. 

Although  we  now  can  form  no  more 
Long  schemes  of  life,  as  heretofore  j 
Yet  you,  while  time  is  running  fast. 
Can  look  with  joy  on  what  is  past. 

Were  future  happiness  and  pain 
A  mere  contrivance  of  the  brain ;        * 
As  atheists  argue,  to  entice 
And  fit  their  proselytes  for  |ice ; 
(The  only  comfort  they  propose. 
To  have  companions  in  their  woes) 
Grant  this  the  case ;  yet  sure  *tis  hard 
That  virtue,  styFd  its  own  reward. 
And  by  all  sages  understood 
To  be  the  chief  of  human  good; 
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Should  acting  die ;  nor  leave  behind 
Some  lasting  pleasure  in  the  mind. 
Which,  by  remembrance,  will  aiissuage 
Grief,  sickness,  poverty,,  and  age ;        i 
And  strongly  shoot  a  radiant  diart 
To  shine  through  life's  declining  part 

Say,  Stella,  feel  you  no  content. 
Reflecting  on  a  life  well  spent  ? 
Your  skilful  hand  employed  to  save  I 
Despairing  wretches  from  the  grave  ;. 
And  then  supporting  with  your  store 
Those  whom  you  dragged  from  death  before  ? 
So  Providence  on  mortals  waits. 
Preserving  what  it  first  creates. 
Your  generous  boldness  to  defend 
An  innocent  and  absent  friend ; 
That  courage  which  can  make  you  just 
To  merit  hUmbled  in  the  dust ; 
The  detestation  you  express 
For  vice  in  all  its  glittmng  dress; 
That  patience  under  torturing  pain. 
Where  stubborn  stoics  would  complain : 
Must  these  like  empty  shadows  pass. 
Or  forms  reflected  from  a  glass  ? 
Or  mere  chimeras  in  the  mind. 
That  fly,  and  leave  no  marks  behind  ? 
Does  not  the  body  thrive  and  grow 
By  food  of  twenty  years  ago  ? 
And,  h^  it  not  been  still  supplied. 
It  must  a  thousand  times  have  died. 
Then  who  with  reason  can  maintain 
That  no  effects  of  food  remain  ? 
And  is  not  virtue  in  mankind  j 
The  nutriment  that  feeds  the  mind; 
Upheld  by  each  good  action  past. 
And  still  continued  by  the  last  ? 
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Then,  who  with  reason  can  pretend  , 
That  all  effects  of  virtue  end  ? 

Believe  me,  Stdla,  when  you  show 
That  true  contempt  for  things  below. 
Nor  pri*e  your  life  for  other  ends. 
Than  merely  to  oblige  your  friends ; 
Your  former  actions  claim  their  part 
And  join  to  fortify  your  heart* 
For  Virtue,  in  her  daily  race. 
Like  Janus,  bears  a  double  face ; 
Looks  back  with  joy  where  she  has  gone. 
And  therefore  goes  with  courage  on : 
She  at  your  sickly  couch  will  wait. 
And  guide  you  to  a  better  slate. 

O  then,  whatever  Heaven  intends  ? 
Take  pity  on  your  pitying  friends  I 
Nor  let  your  ills  affect  your  mind. 
To  fancy  they  can  be  unkind. 
Me,  surely  me,  you  ought  to  spare. 
Who  gladly  would  your  suffering  share ; 
Or  give  my  scrap  of  life  to  you, 
And  think  it  far  beneath  your  due ; 
You,  to  whose  care  so  oft  I  owe 
That  I*  am  alive  to  tell  you  so. 


A  NEW-YEAR'S-GIFT  FOR  EEC* 
1723-4. 

Returning  Janus  now  prepares. 
For  Bee,  a  new  supply  of  cares, 

♦  Mrs  Rebecca  DiDgley,  Stella's  friend  and  companion.-^F, 
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Sent  in  a  bag  to  Dr  Swift, 

Who  thus  displays  the  new-year's  gift. 

First,  this  large  parcel  brings  you  tidings 
Of  our  good  Dean's  eternal  chidings ; 
Of  Nelly's  pertness,  Robin'^s  leasingis. 
And  Sheridan's  perpetual  teasings. 
This  box  is  cramm'd  on  every  side 
With  Stella's  magisterial  pride. 
Behold  a  cage  with  sparrows  fiU'd, 
First  to  be  fondled,  then  be  kill'd. 
.Now  to  this  hamper  I  invite  you. 
With  six  imagin'd  cares  to  fright  you. 
Here  in  this  fcMondle  Janus  sends 
Concerns  by  thousands  ior  your  friends : 
And  here's  a  pair  of  leathern  pokes. 
To  hold  your  cares  for  other  foUcs. 
Here  from  this  barrel  you  may  broach 
A  peck  of  troubles  for  a  coach. 
This  ball  of  wax  your  ears  will  darken. 
Still  to  be  curious,  never  hearken. 
Lest  you  the  town  may  have  less  trouble  in. 
Bring  all  your  Quilca's*  cares  to  Dublin, 
For  which  he  sends  this  empty  sack  5 
And  so  take  all  upon  your  back. 


*  Country  house  of  Dr  Sheridan.— F. 
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DINGLEY  AND  BRENT> 

A  SONd.  t 

To  the  tut  of  ^  Yd  Coimioiis  aiid;iWsv'^ 

DiNOLBY  iEind  Brent, 

Wherever  they  went. 
Ne'er  minded  a  word  that  was  spK)k^i ; 

Whaterer  was  said. 

They  ne'er  troubled  their  head> 
But  laughM  at  their  own  silly  joking. 

Should  Solomon  wise 

In  msgesiij  rise. 
And  show  them  his  wit  and  his  learning ; 

They  never  would  hear, 
'     But  turn  the  deaf  ear. 
As  a  matter  they  had  no  concern  in. 

You  tell  a  good  jest. 

And  please  all  the  rest ; 
Comes  Dingley,  and  ar.ks  you,  what  was  it  ? 

And,  curious  to  know. 

Away  she  will  go 
To  seek  an  old  rag  in  the  closet. 


♦  Dr  Swifl  *8  hoiisekeepcr,— F^ 
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BEC'S*  BIRTH^DAY. 

N<yv.  8,  1726. 

Thi!^  day,  desar  Beo,  is  thy  nativity; 
Had  Fafe  tf  hickiiei^  one,  she'd  ^ive  ik  ye^. 
She  chose  a  thwad  of  grieatest  lingtii'. 
And  doubly  twrstid  it  for  fiftrengi9i : 
Nor  wilt  be  able  with  her  shekrs 
To  cut  it  off  these  f6rty  years. 
Then  who  says  care  will  kill  a  cat  ? 
Rebecca  shows  they're  otit  in  that. 
For  she,  thotigh  overrun  with  care. 
Continues  healtiiy',  fat,  and  fair. 

As,  if  the  gout  sh6uld  seize  the  head. 
Doctors  prdnoiAice  the  ^ati^nt  dead ; 
But,  if  they  cah,  by  all  therf  irts,  ' 
Eject  it  to  the  e^trern^  parts. 
They  give  the  dick  riiaii  joyj  and^praltse 
The  gout  thatt  will  prolong  his  da^s. 
Rebecca  thus  I  gladly  gfeet: 
Who  drives  hfer  cares  td  hands  and  feet 
For,  thotigh  philosophers  maintain 
The  limbic  kfe  gtilded  by  the  brain; 
Quite  cdlltrary  Rebecca's  led. 
Her  hands  and  feet  conduct  her  bead^ 
By  arbitrary  pdwer  convey  her. 
She  ne'er  Considers  why;  or  where : 
Her  hands  may  meddle,  feet  may  ivander, 
Her  head  is  but  a  mere  bjr-Stahder : 


♦  Mrs  Dingley. 
VOL.  XIV.  K  k 
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And  all  her  bustling  but  supplies 
The  part  of  wholesome  exercise. 
Thus  nature  has  resolved  to  pay  her 
The  cat's  nine  lives,  and  eke  the  care. 

Long  may  she  live,  and  help  her  friends 
Whene'er  it  suits  her  private  ends ; 
Domestic  business  never  mind 
Till  coffee  has  her  stomach  lin*d ; 
But,  when  her  breakfast  gives  her  courage. 
Then  think  on  Stella's  chicken  porridge :  ^ 
I  mean  when  Tiger*  has  been  serv'd. 
Or  else  poor  Stella  may  he  starv'd.  '.. 

May  Bee  have  many  an  eveniiag  nap,        , 
With  Tiger  slabbering  in  her  lap ; 
But  always  take  a  special  care 
She  does  not  overset  the  chair  ; 
Still  be  she  curious,  never  hearken 
To  any  speech  but  Tiger's  barking  ! 

And  when  she's  in  another  scene, 
Stella  long  dead,  but  first  the  Dean,  * 
May  fortune  and  her  coffee  get  her 
Companions  that  will  please  her  better  I 
Whole  afternoons  will  sit  beside  her. 
Nor  for  neglects  or  blunders  chide  her. 
A  goodly  set  as  can  be  found 
Of  hearty  gossips  prating  round ;        . 
Fresh  from  a  wedding  or  a  christening. 
To  teach  her  ears  the  art  of  listening, 
And  please  her  more  to  hear  them  tattle. 
Than  the  Dean  storm,  or  Stella  r^.ttle. 

Late  be  her  death,  one  gentle  nod> 
When  Hermes,  waiting  with  his  rod, 
Shall  to  E^ysian  fields  invite  her,. 
Where  there  shall  be  no  cares  to  fright  her ! 

*  Mrs  Dingley'8  faTourite  lap^og. 
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ON  THE  COLLAR  OF  TIGER, 

MRS  DINGLEY*S  LAP*D06* 

Pray  steal  me  not ;  I*m  Mrs  Dingley's, 
Whose  heart  in  this  four-footed  thing  lies. 


END  OP  VOLUME  FOURTEENTH. 


Edinburoh. 
Printed  by  George  Ramsay  6c  C!o» 
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